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THE 


CHILD’S FRIEND. 


THE NEW YEAR. 

We never wish you a “ happy New Year ” without a 
fresh feeling of affection towards you all, — to those whom 
we know and meet day by day, no less than to those who 
are scattered over our dear New England, or listen to 
us by ones and twos from some western prairie or south¬ 
ern plantation. What can we say that we have not 
already said in the five years of our acquaintance ? Our 
highest wish is that you may be all Christian children. 
This, as we have so many times told you, is no impossi¬ 
ble desire. We believe that one reason why Jesus came 
on earth in the form of a child was that he might be an 
example to children. In order to be Christian children, 
you must think pf Christ. You must read often about 
him, and you must picture him to your minds, — the 
holiest being that ever lived on earth, and yet reviled, 
scoffed, and ill treated by those he came to bless. Ah ! 
you think, if Jesus were only here now ! If he could 
speak to us and tell us our duty, if he could lay his 
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THE NEW YEAR. 


hand on our heads, we should never wish to do any thing 
wrong again. 

He is here now. You do not see him, foi; we cannot 
see spirits; but we know he is with those who love him 
and try to serve him, because he declared to his disciples 
when he left them, “ Lo, I am with you alway, even 
unto the end of the world.” Let the thought of this 
heavenly presence be, then, to you a constant guide. You 
may as certainly feel that his smile of approval meets 
you, when you have done right, as if you had lived 
when he was on earth. The remembrance of his pure 
life can urge you on to greater purity as well as if that 
life were led, from day to day, by your side, if you will 
only realize it. Make it a reality. 

In this way the greatest saints have attained to their vir¬ 
tues. They have felt that by alone taking him for their 
guide could they learn and obey the commands of Him who 
is over all things ; they have felt their Saviour far dearer 
than any earthly friend; they have felt that he could 
lead them to the Source of all comfort when they were 
distressed, to the Fountain of all light when they were 
perplexed; and that the thought of God and his blessed 
Son rfould render more deep and abiding the greatest 

j°y- 

But we fancy we hear you say that our New Year’s 
greeting is as sober as our Old Year’s retrospect. Sober 
it may, but not sad. These are the most beautiful, the 
most precious, truths in the world; and the child who is 
most like Jesus is the happiest child, and he who tries 
most to be like him will have the happiest New Year. 
No matter what his outward lot is, even if hunger 
and cold are pressing round him: he knows that Jesus 
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hath said, “ He that cometh to me shall never hun¬ 
ger ; ” and the rich and abundant food for the soul will 
always be provided for those who seek it. 

That God may so enable you to overcome all your 
sins, that your own approving conscience shall make this 
indeed a happy year, is the sincere wish and earnest 
prayer of your unknown friend the editor. 


LETTER TO A SUNDAY-SCHOOL SCHOLAR. 

My dear Julia, — Will you consider me an “ ugly old 
spy 99 if I bestow upon you the result of some observa¬ 
tions I made while staying at your house lately ? You 
may think it a poor return for hospitality. You, as well 
your mother, were full of kind attentions to me, and 
made me very happy. One source of my happiness, 
however, was that I saw so much to love in you, the 
only daughter of my early friend; and, at my time of 
life, to form a new attachment is an unexpected fountain 
of innocent enjoyment. 

But no attachment is worth much, unless some moral 
good springs from it. You did me good by breaking up 
a morbid melancholy into which I was sinking through 
ill-health; you tempted me to exercise out of doors, 
and made me laugh, using the fine flow of spirits which 
God has given you, as he meant you should sometimes, for 
the best of purposes. Now, it remains to be seen if I can 
do you any good, so that the benefit of our friendship may 
be mutual. I think I can; for I have observed the can- 


Digitized by Google 



4 


A LETTER. 


dor of your disposition: the humility it indicates is one 
of the chief Christian graces; and this it was which first 
charmed me. I saw you listen, not only patiently, but 
cheerfully, eagerly, when told of a fault by your mother; 
I saw the ingenuousness with which you acknowledged it 
as soon as convinced, — how few young people can be con¬ 
vinced of an error! — and then I witnessed your sincere 
and successful efforts to correct the habit that grieved 
her so justly. 

So I am encouraged to try if I can requite your hos¬ 
pitality in the stern, old-fashioned way, — of doing you 
good by an exhortation. 

That against which I would warn you is a tendency 
very common at your age, and in your sex; and it is 
most common, I think, among the best girls: it is the 
worship of a human being, — a sort of idolatry, which, in 
your case as in many others, has chosen your Sunday- 
school teacher for its object 

The first reason I shall give you for protesting against 
this idolatry will startle you; but you ought to consider 
that it is not good for the object of your enthusiastic at¬ 
tachment. Sensible and good as Miss Taylor may be, 
both her sense and goodness may not be proof against 
the indirect adulation of such homage as she receives 
from you. She is human, and has frailties; she is a 
young woman still, and her character is still forming; 
her judgment is fallible, and no one should trust to it 
implicitly. I have seen many a fine young woman 
seriously injured by the excessive devotion of her Sun¬ 
day scholars, — looked up to until she forgot to look up' 
to any one else, and, quite unconsciously, walked about 
among her family and friends as an oracle; judging the 
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conduct, and advising the proceedings, of those as com¬ 
petent as herself, and suffering from surprise if her 
opinions were not received with the deference to whidh 
she was accustomed in her class. Nothing can do a 
young woman more good than to become a Sunday- 
school teacher: its difficulties and discouragements are 
good for her, as well as the kind of study necessary. But 
the pleasing danger of which I speak is one evil of the 
position against which neither teacher nor pupil is apt 
to place sentry, and it comes unperceived. Do not ex¬ 
pose that excellent Miss Taylor to it. Respect and love 
her; ascertain and weigh her opinions; compare them 
with those of other judicious friends; beware of being in¬ 
fluenced in the comparison by a blind partiality; and let 
your affectionate heart chasten itself into a love that 
bears exact proportion to what is right Nothing that 
injures its object can be right. As I am not sure I can 
persuade you that it is possible to injure Miss Taylor 
by worship, let me remind you that there is the risk of 
injuring yourself. 

As no human creature deserves to be worshipped, 
you throw your character out of balance when you in¬ 
dulge such a mental habit. I know that young people 
usually underrate that excellent attainment which is 
called balance of character, looking upon it as unin¬ 
teresting, tame, and unsatisfactory to the imagination: 
yet it implies the complete, beautiful, equal development 
of all that is noble and good in mind or heart, and is, 
in reality, the most lofty, difficult, and rare of acquisi¬ 
tions. We suspect that many pretend to despise it, when, 
in reality, they have a dim consciousness that it is above 

!• 
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them; that it requires effort they are not willing to 
make, sacrifices of which they are not capable. 

* She who idolizes, therefore, is self-indulgent, and 
throws herself back from the perfection at which all 
should aim. We have actually heard young persons 
boast of it, or at least confess their tendency to it, with 
an air which showed how little they understood the 
weakness it betrayed. It is a matter of shame, a thing 
to be struggled against and put away, as an offence 
against God, a wrong to your fellow-creatures, and a 
debilitating influence in your own moral system. 

It may offend God, because you make yourself likely 
to think more of the approbation of an imperfect crea¬ 
ture than of his who is the only perfect. Have I not 
beard you weep and distress yourself through a whole 
week, because you had, by some thoughtlessness, brought 
on yourself a word of reproof from Miss Taylor? 
Were you not in extravagant spirits after she had for¬ 
given and kissed you ? And, if she had not known of 
your misdemeanor, would a sense of God’s disapproba¬ 
tion have affected you so ? It is a terrible thing to let 
a mortal come between you and God, either in reverence 
or love. You will see it so as you pass out of the flesh. 
God is not selfish, of course, as might be inferred from 
the simple statement that it must offend him to be 
placed second to any created being. It grieves rather 
than offends him, because he loves you better than mor¬ 
tals can, and knows that nothing can'so truly help you 
towards complete goodness and happiness as the love of 
Him who is perfect goodness. To love a fellow-creature 
blindly and supremely will infallibly eet up too low a 
standard in your mind, and you will never rise above it 
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God sees that fact distinctly, and therefore cannot ap¬ 
prove your idolatry. 

It is a wrong to yonr fellow-creatures to idolise one 
among them, because you will be sure not to give others 
all that they deserve. You will neglect to observe real 
excellences in others, or will pass them tover slightly; 
you will omit some opportunities of giving pleasure and 
doing good, because not prompted to them by the one 
whom you adore. Do you remember absenting yourself 
from a sewing-meeting, when a poor family was to be 
fitted out, because your beloved Miss Taylor could not 
go? Do you remember quitting your little brother 
one morning, when your mother had been up with 
him all night ? He was very sick, and she quite un¬ 
well : but she could not lie down to rest till you came 
home from Sunday school; for you could not be absent 
from dear Miss Taylor’s class. I do not think Miss 
Taylor would have justified either of these incidents, 
had she known of them; but, on reflection, you will see 
that they grew out of something unwise, unsafe, and 
wrong. 

In speaking of the wrong to God and to your fellow- 
creatures, I have perhaps sufficiently indicated the wrong 
to yourself in indulging this idolatrous propensity. It 
is a lazy, debilitating practice : you will be apt to take 
opinions on trust; so that, for want of exercise, your 
judgment will not become active and healthy, and your 
affections will become sentimental and morbid for want of 
sufficient variety in their objects. It is a charming 
and wholesome study to look about among all the cha¬ 
racters which God throws in your way, seeking beau¬ 
ties and excellences to admire and copy. The world 
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of character, like that of nature, is flail of loveliness, 
most marvellously varied; and you are in danger of los¬ 
ing more than he would who should fix his attention ex¬ 
clusively on a fair white lily, and refuse to contemplate 
the moss-rose in the next bed, or the violet among the 
grass. 

Love, respect, admire, strive to equal, all that you see 
good in any human being, my dear young friend; but high¬ 
est and dearest of all let Him stand who is wisest and 
best of all; and, if you do that, he will keep you in the 
. right way as to all things else. Parents, teachers, friends, 
the world with all its duties, will all fall injo their proper 
places. Christ, who worshipped no man, and would suf¬ 
fer no man to worship him, will be a living and beloved 
presence with you; and the growth of your character 
will go on, deriving nourishment and strength from 
every good influence around you, while it acquires an in¬ 
dependent power of resisting evil. 

Your true friend, L. J. H. 


THE FIRST THEFT. 

(See Engraving.) 

The eighth commandment was repeated among the 
others, every Sunday evening, by Frank Walker, or one 
of his brothers or sisters, as they all sat round the table 
after the lamps were lighted. Sometimes Mr. Walker 
told a little story to illustrate one of them, and to show 
how it might be applied to their daily life. Frank had 
often heard his youngest sister recite, “ It is a sin to steal 
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a pin,” and he knew perfectly well that stealing leads 
often to lying and its whole train of vices. 

»Thanksgiving Day drew near; and Frank’s mother, 
with his two older sisters, were often in the kitchen, 
making cake and tarts, pies, puddings and jellies, the 
very thought of which made Frank’s mouth water. 

One morning, as he went, at his mother’s desire, to 
bring some water from the well, on his way through the 
kitchen he saw a most tempting collection of cakes, just 
drawn from the oven; and, as he returned, he saw they 
were placed on a table in the outer kitchen to cool. He 
must have one of them! It did not occur to him that 
the best way was to ask for one, or to wait till his mother 
cho 96 to give him one; so our silly boy — it was vacation 
with him, dear readers — loitered round the kitchen and 
the wood-shed, watching for an opportunity to steal from 
his own mother. 

He thought they would never have done going from 
one room to the other. He never was so tired of waiting 
in his life. First, something was wanted from the drawer 
of the identical table on which the cakes stood, and Jane 
came to get it. Then Mary brought a bottle, and put it 
beside them; and, oh! worse than all, his mother took her 
station at the table, and began to beat eggs. He had 
almost made up his mind that he had wasted time enough, 
when he heard the servant call his mother. She left the 
eggs, and went into the inner room; and Frank saw that 
all were intent upon what was going on there. 

He crept softly into the door, and, with one eye fixed 
on the group in the adjoining apartment, stretched out 
his hand for the cake. In so doing, he did not observe 
a cup of milk which stood near the edge of the table, and 
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which he threw down in his haste. His mother turned, 
and, seeing Jowler come out of the room with something 
in his mouth, she supposed that he had been guilty pf 
the mischief, and, again turning her head, went on with 
her directions. Frank had crept behind the door; but, 
when he heard his mother begin to talk again, he stole 
out again, and ran into the barn, where he thought he 
might eat his cake in safety. Just as he opened the 
door, he took a bite. His brother Joe called out, 
“ Who’s there? ” and Frank answered, with his mouth 
full. 

“ Oh! you took some lunch, did you ? Give me some, 
for I am as hungry ”- 

“Plenty more in the house,” returned Frank, hiding 
the cake in his pocket. 

“Let’s see what it is. Ho! you need not be so 
choice; I shan’t take any of it. Any thing good, eh ? ” 

“ Not especially.” 

Off went Joe. Frank knew that he would ask directly 
for what he desired. 'He finished the cake; but, to his 
surprise, it did not taste nearly so good as he expected. 
His conscience troubled him too; and a troublesome 
conscience is a very bad companion. Presently Joe 
came back. 

“ There! ” cried he, exultingl/, “ see what Jane gave 
me! She was just putting these into the cake-box, 
and she gave me one. Now, if you hadn’t been such 
a stingy fellow, I’d give you a taste. Think I must as 
it is. Here! ” And he broke off a large piece. 

Frank took it ; he did not know what else to do: but 
he only tasted it, and gave the rest back to Joe, saying 
he had eaten enough luncheon before. 
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Joe was as gay as a lark, swinging round the beams 
and hiding in the hay. But Frank was out of sorts: he 
hid once or twice, but soon gave that up. He would not 
walk round the barn on one of the great beams, nor 
would he try to climb up to the ridge-pole. Joe said 
there was no use in trying to play with him: he meant 
to go and find Jem Bently. Frank left the barn, too, 
and went to his own room. 

He was reading “ Sinbad the Sailor; ” and, the night 
before, his mother had to take the book away from him 
before he could be persuaded to go to bed. To-day, 
however, he did not understand a word he was reading, 
and finally laid aside the book. So it went on all day. 
He was uncomfortable, hard to suit, and froward. He 
was glad when night came, that he might go to bed, and 
hide his shame from himself in sleep. But even this he 
could not do. He'was haunted all night by dreams, from 
which he woke in affright; and he rose in the morning 
looking almost ill, and with a headache, — a pain from 
which he had never suffered before. His mother was 
occupied with her plans for the day, and did not observe 
him; but when he came up stairs, just before dinner, 
she called him into her room to speak to him. 

“ Why, my son, you look sick! ” 

The kind tone touched Frank’s heart, and the mise¬ 
rable boy began to cry bitterly. As well as his sobs 
allowed, he confessed the theft to his mother, and told 
her how* much he had suffered, and begged her to punish 
him, and make him a better boy. 

“ You will not be happy, Frank, until you have asked 
your heavenly Father’s forgiveness too,” said his mother. 
“ As for punishment, I think you have been punished 
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sufficiently by the unhappiness you have felt; and I trust 
it will teach you that the slightest wrong deed brings 
untold misery in its train.” 

“ 0 mother! it will; I am sure it will But, indeed, 
I had rather you would punish me.” 

“ Name your own punishment, then, Frank. I think 
I can trust sufficiently to your present sorrow for your 
making it a real one.” ^ 

“Well, then, mother,” said Frank, after some delibe¬ 
ration, “ I think I will go without any of all the nice 
eatables you have been cooking lately. I will give up 
the pies, and the cakes, and the puddings, till these all are 
eaten; and by that time I hope I shall feel happy again, 
and not ashamed Xo show my face.” 

“ You will before that time, my son; for true repent¬ 
ance of a sin always brings peace of mind. I shall not 
regret all you have suffered, if your first theft is also 
your last.” editor. 


UP AND DOING, LITTLE CHRISTIAN. 

Up and doing, little Christian, — 

Up and doing while ’tis day : 

Do the work the Master gives you; 

Do not loiter by the way. 

For we all have work before us; 

You, dear child, as well as I: 

Let us seek to learn our duty, ^ 

And perform it cheerfully. 
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Up and doing, little Christian : 

Gentle be, and ever kind; 

Helpful to thy loving mother, — 

E’en her slightest wishes mind. 

Let the little children love you 
For your care and harmless play; 

And the feeble and more wilful,— 

Help them by your kindly way. 

Patience, patience, little Christian; 

No cross look or angry word: 

Follow Him who died to save you; 

Follow Jesus Christ your Lord. ~ 

Help the suffering and the needy; 

Help the pdor whom Jesus loves; 

Tell the sinner of the Saviour, 

Who still lives to bless, above. 

Up and doing, little Christian ; 

Trust not to thyself alone, 

But work out thine own salvation 

Through the blood of God’s dear Bon. 

Jesus loves you, little Christian; 

Turn not from his love away; 

But go forth and do his bidding. 

Up and doing while ’tis day. 

ChildC 9 Paper. 
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THE MANUFACTURE OF SHOT. 

One of the earliest modes of making lead-shot consisted 
in cutting up sheet-lead into narrow strips; cutting these 
strips again into little cubes, or fragments, and working 
them about between two flat stones, until the fragments 
had assumed somewhat of a globular form. Another 
method bore some resemblance to the plan on which boys’ 
marbles are made: the small pieces of lead, after being 
cut in any convenient way from the sheets, were shaken 
together in a bag, whereby each fragment was enabled to 
rub off* the irregularities of its neighbor. A third plan, 
better still for larger shot, was that of casting in a mould, 
— a process still adopted for musket-bullets. For this 
purpose a mould is employed, formed of two oblong 
pieces of brass, hinged together at one end. In each 
half are several hemispherical cavities, so arranged, that, 
when the mould is closed, the cavities form spherical 
hollows, just the right size and shape for the shot: small 
channels are left open to communicate with these cavities, 
and melted lead is poured through the channels until the 
cavities are full. On opening the mould, the shot are 
extricated, and are soon finished by cutting off the rough¬ 
nesses of the surface. The small shot, however, are 
required to be made by some process more expeditious 
than that of casting; and hence the importance of the 
present remarkably quick process of manufacture. 

A person named Watts has the honor of a place in all 
descriptions of the shot manufacture. The story runs 
‘ thus: Once upon a time, somewhat more than seventy 
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years ago, a plumber named Watts, residing in or near 
Bristol, obtained a patent for the manufacture of shot by 
a process which is said to have been suggested to his 
mind in a dream. The method consisted in pouring 
molten lead from a considerable height, in order that, 
while falling, it might cool into separate globules, or shot. 
He is further reported to have made an experiment, from 
the tower of the Church of St. Mary Redcliff, at Bristol, 
which was satisfactory. He obtained a patent, which he 
was fortunate enough to dispose of for ten thousand 
pounds (nearly fifty thousand dollars). 

The very remarkable system whereby shot — that is, 
small shot for pistols and muskets and fowling-pieces — 
are now made, whether devised originally by Watts or 
not, requires a great perpendicular height for its due 
management. * On the banks of the Thames there is a 
lofty tower, originally built for this purpose, near Water¬ 
loo Bridge; but, in the north of England, another con¬ 
trivance of a curious kind is adopted. The shafts of 
coal-pits are occasionally abandoned, when the old seams 
of coal are worked out, and the shaft remains, although 
useless for its original purpose. Now, such a shaft, if 
not too deep, will constitute a capital shot-shaft, as a 
substitute for a shot-tower. Newcastle-upon-Tyne hap¬ 
pens to be well located in respect to this matter; for, 
it is the place from which all the rich lead is brought 
from the Alston district — on the confines of Yorkshire, 
Durham, and Cumberland — for conversion into salable 
forms; and it is surrounded on every side by coal-pits, 
some of which are abandoned for their original purpose, 
and are available in aid of shot-making. Some of the 
large establishments in and near this town have the 
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requisite working apparatus for extracting silver from 
lead, for casting or rolling sheet-lead, for making white- 
lead, for making red-lead, for making shot, 'and for other 
manufacturing processes wherein lead is the principal, 
material operated upon. But the little shot are the only 
products here demanding notiee. 

Supposing that a deserted coal-pit be available, and 
that this pit is sixty or eighty yards deep by six or seven 
feet in diameter, — the mouth of the pit closed over for 
safety, with the exception of a small square hole in the 
centre. Over this opening a tripod is supported, at about 
a yard from the ground; and, in its turn, this tripod sup¬ 
ports a kind of colander, or perforated metal pan, the 
perforations in which correspond in size with the kind or 
shot to be made. The smallest holes, for the smallest 
shot, are about one-sixteenth of an inch in diameter; 
from which minimum there is a gradation of twelve or 
fifteen sizes, up to the shot one-fifth or one-sixth of an 
inch in diameter. The shot are not made entirely of lead: 
a small percentage of arsenic is added, to harden the lead, 
and to enable the shot more readily to assume a spherical 
form. * Near the tripod is a small furnace, in which the 
two metals are melted. A little of the scum or dross 
from former meltings is laid over the holes in the colander, 
to separate the molten metal into distinct little streams.' 
A workman, provided with a ladle, pours molten metal 
from the furnace into the colander'; and presently a 
bystander will see a brilliant shower of silvery rain 
descending from the holes in the colander into the abyss 
below. Now, it is just at this juncture that the philoso¬ 
phy of shot-making presents itself for notice. The object 
in view is to granulate the lead; that is, to separate the 
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fluid mass into a number of little globules, all distinct, 
and all spherical. When this system was first adopted, 
the drops of molten lead fell into a vessel of water almost 
close to the under-surface of the colander; but it was 
found, that, although the drops were cooled into shot by 
this sudden immersion in cold water, the shot were dis¬ 
torted, and sadly misshapen. It was here that Watts’s 
dream, if it was a dream, gave him the advantage: 
he dreamed, that, by greatly increasing the distance 
between the colander and the water, the drops, revolving 
in various directions as they fell, might assume a spherical 
form before the instant when the sudden chill made them 
solid. By adopting a descent of some two hundred feet 
or so, this object is attained. Every little circumstance 
connected with the process affects the probability or 
improbability of the drops reaching the water in the 
right shape: the ratio of arsenic to lead, the temperature 
of the melting, the nature of the layer placed over the 
holes in the colander, the thickness of this layer, the 
quantity of molten metal poured into the colander at one 
time, the depth of the pit, — all are important. 

But, with all the care that can be taken, imperfect shot 
make their appearance; and these must be separated from 
the good shot; for the direct course of a missile depends 
intimately on the symmetry of its shape. In the first 
place, when several hundred-weights of shot have col¬ 
lected in a pool of water at the bottom of the pit, a man 
is lowered by ropes, and he sends up the shot in baskets 
or other vessels. The shot are spread out on iron plates 
heated from beneath, and are speedily dried; and a series 
of siftings bring them into groups according to their 
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sizes, sieves being employed whose perforations corre¬ 
spond with the sizes of the respective shot Then ensues 
one of the prettiest and most singular processes which 
we know in manufactures, — the separation of the good 
from the misshapen shot. An iron table is prepared, the 
bed of which is as flat and smooth as possible; and this 
table can be tilted up at one end to give any desired angle 
to the surface. A handful or a shovelful of shot are 
placed on the upper end of the table, whence they can 
roll down to the lower end. The shot which have a true 
spherical shape roll in a straight course down the in¬ 
clined surface of the table, and fall into a box at the 
bottom; but those which are not round descend irregu¬ 
larly, tending now to one side, and now to the other, and 
reaching the lower edge of the table after a somewhat 
winding course. Now, the consequence is this: the good 
shot, descending regularly, acquire increased momentum, 
and dart off into a box at some distance from the lower 
end of the table; while the bad shot, descending irregu- 
larly, gain very little momentum, and frill into a nearer 
box. The angle of inclination given to the table is just 
sufficient to insure this separation between the good and 
bad shot. If too much inclined, many of the bad shot 
would dart off to the distant box; if too little inclined, 
many of the good shot would drop into the near box. 

A little more has yet to be done. The shot have a 
kind of dead silvery-white appearance; but sportsmen 
and other shooters have a liking for a neat, polished, 
blackish appearance. This is imparted by means of 
black-lead; which, by the way, is no lead at all, — only 
carburet of iron. The shot, with a little powdered black- 
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lead, are pat into & kind of charn: they are shaken about 
for some time, until they become still more spherical, and 
the black-lead rubbed into their surfaces. Finally, they 
are tied up in bags containing twenty-eight pounds each; 
and thus they reach the market—* Chambers's Journal 


STORIES ON THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 


NO. I. 

“ Thou Shalt have no other god before me.” 

Thb sabbath sunset-light was streaming jn, rich and 
soft, through the western window, and tinging with 
crimson the snowy page of my open book. I was not 
reading now,—only dreaming; and I turned round to 
listen idly, as my little sister Annie broke the silence 
with a long yawn, and a pettish — 

“ Mother, I never shall learn this Catechism ! ” 
“Why, what’s the trouble now, Annie?” asked my 
mother, pleasantly. 

“ Oh! I don’t know, — it’s all so hard. I’m sure I 
never should undertake it if Mr. Whitney hadn’t offered 
all the Sunday scholars such a lovely ‘ Pilgrim’s Pro¬ 
gress,’ bound in black and gilt, if we would learn it; and 
1 like to have books so much. And besides, I don’t want 
the rest to think I couldn't get it.” 

“I’m sorry, dear, you have no better motive for 
learning such a good and useful book: you should study 
it for its oum sake too. But what is your difficulty 
now 7 ” said my mother. 
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“Oh! these Commandments , with the ‘what is re¬ 
quired,’ and ‘what is forbidden,’ and ( what is the reason 
annexed,’ to say nothing of the ‘ Scripture proofs.’ I’ve 
studied hard ever since I came from church, and I 
haven’t learned the first yet! ” exclaimed poor Annie, 
despairingly. “I could do better with it, mother, if I 
could just see the use. Of course it is right, since God 
gave it to us; but then, mother, we are Christians: 
there is no danger that we will ever have any other god, 
like the heathen, — is there ? ” 

“ Cannot you imagine any other gods than those of 
wood and stone, which pagans worship, Annie ? ” asked 
my mother, gravely. 

The child looked up doubtfully. “I don’t know: 
won’t you tell me? ” she asked. 

And mother said, “ Suppose you come and sit by me, 
Annie, and I will tell you a story of a little girl who 
worshipped another god than the true and living God; 
and, if it makes your Catechism any pleasanter, I will do 
the same with the other commandments.” 

“Oh, that will be elegant, mother! I dearly love 
stories,” exclaimed the child, eagerly, as she drew her 
ottoman to mother's side; and I, who, although I num¬ 
bered six years more than Annie’s eleven, was as fond of 
“stories” as she, seated myself in the low window-sill, 
where I could at once watch the sunset-gold fading into 
twilight-gray, and listen to the sketch I now transcribe 
for you. 

“ Charlotte Staunton was a schoolmate of mine, a long 
time ago, Annie, when I was not much older than you; 
but although we were in the same classes, and lived very 
near to each other, we were never very intimate; indeed, 
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I do not remember that she was ever very intimate with 
any one. And yet she was pretty and intelligent, and 
had a sister whom we all loved dearly, — little Lizzie 
Staunton, a quiet, gentle child, who never was unkind 
to anybody or any thing. Charlotte knew “very well 
that Lizzie was much more popular with the girls than 
herself; and she wondered vainly why it was, when she 
was older, and had more pocket-money to buy dainties 
with, and was much more amusing a companion. But we 
girls had often discussed the difference between the 
sisters, as children will talk over their playmates; and we 
had decided quite positively that Charlotte was very, 
very selfish, and loved no one but herself, while Lizzie 
was gentle and generous almost to a fault, and ‘ loved her 
neighbor as herself.’ 

u I remember very well, one day, when, as a group of 
girls, of whom I was one, were sitting under the catalpa- 
trees behind the schoolhouse, eating their lunch and 
chatting schoolgirl gossip, one of our set, named Ellen 
Lloyd, came up to us, and commenced to tell us, hurriedly, 
what ‘ a very selfish girl Charlotte Staunton was. Do 
ybu believe it, just now, as I was passing through the 
schoolroom to put my dinner-basket away, I heard her 
say to Lizzie, who stood by her side holding their satchel, 
while Charlotte was lying luxuriously on a pile of wrap¬ 
pings she had heaped upon the desk, “ There, Lizzie, let 
me have both those slices of cake: you know I am devoted 
to plum-cake, and you are not specially fond of it; and 
ydu don’t want any chestnuts, do you 1 There, I thought 
not Now take the basket away; there are some sand¬ 
wiches in it for you: I ate the chicken.” And so that 
dear little Lizzie went away, without a word, to eat her 
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ham and biscuit; when presently Charlotte called her to 
bring her a glass of water; and she did it at once, only 
saying, playfully* u You lazy sister! ” * Ellen stopped, 
breathless and indignant; and we all exclaimed, 4 For 
shame! ’ 

“ 1 But it’s not the first time she has done so,’ said 
one: “she always makes Lizzie bring the basket and 
take it home, and then eats her dinner first; and Mrs. 
Staunton never knows it.’ 

“ 4 Yes; but at home it is almost the same, only she 
manages to deceive her mother; and Lizzie loves her so, 
she never thinks she does wrong. The girls have a room 
together; and Charlotte always persuades Lizzie to dust 
the furniture, and arrange the books on their shelves; 
and she makes her get into bed first, so as to warm the 
sheets in the winter nights; and she never allows her 
to sit in the rocking-chair when she wants it herself; 
and she barely gets ready in time for breakfast, and 
allows her mother to think that she has performed her 
devotions, and done all she ought to do. I know all 
these things, because I spent a vacation with them ; and 
though it isn’t right to talk about one’s entertainers, still 
Charlotte is dreadfully selfish! ’ 

44 4 Poor girl! she worships herself \ — she has another 
god before Him,’ said Lucy Selwyn, the good girl of 
our school, very sadly: 4 but then, girls, we ought not 
to judge another so, indeed. And there is the bell! ’ 
And so we went in, and dropped Charlotte for that time. 

44 That very evening, as it happened, while we were 
all in the schoolroom, studying busily, a thunder-cloud 
rolled up black and heavy, and, before the hour for dis¬ 
missal came, burst in a storm of rain. Now arose a 
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dilemma about getting home: some of us decided to wait 
until the storm subsided, or until our parents sent for us; 
others, who lived near, to run home as fast as possible. 
Among these was Charlotte; and she persisted in going, 
though Lizzie, who with her gentleness was very timid, 
and dreaded a thunder-storm, implored her to wait till it 
had ceased. 

11 ‘ I have no patience with such a little coward; and 
you only pretend you have a cold, and feel sick,’ said 
Charlotte, angrily; ‘ so just come along, or I shall leave 
you to come alone, and then you will be afraid.’ And 
away she ran; while Lizzie, frightened and distressed, 
hurried after her. The thunder burst in fearful crashes, 
and the lightning was intensely vivid. It was almost as 
dark as night in the wood through which they had to 
pass; and at last, poor Lizzie, completely overcome with 
terror and exhaustion, sank upon the ground, declaring 
she could go no farther. 

“ Charlotte only said, carelessly, 1 As you please,’ and 
hurried on: so the child, nerved by her fear, sprang up, 
and, bounding on amid the storm, rushed past her, and 
fell, half-fainting and sobbing bitterly, into the arms of 
her father, who was starting to bring them home. He 
reproved them for being so imprudent as to come out in 
such a storm; and Lizzie said nothing of Charlotte’s 
obstinacy, — only complained of a headache, and said she 
would go and lie down. The next morning she awoke 
shaking with ague; and, when the physician came, he 
said she would have a severe bilious fever. Still Char¬ 
lotte did not seem to care, or to feel in the least self- 
reproached, and paid grudgingly any little attention her 
mother required for her sister. 
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“ One day, Mrs. Staunton was obliged to be absent for 
several hours, and left Charlotte to administer Lizzie's 
medicine: it was to be given in very small quantities at 
intervals of half an hour; and Charlotte thought this was 
a useless trouble. Besides, the sick child’s moaning and 
tossings were annoying to her selfish sister; and she 
presently took a book, and, going to her own room, lay 
down to read, thinking she could remember when to give 
the medicine. Her position was so comfortable, however, 
that she fell asleep, and, springing up after a long nap, 
ran into Lizzie’s room, and persuaded the child that it 
was time to take all her medicine; which Bhe unsus¬ 
pectingly did. 

“ Charlotte thought that her carelessness would thus 
remain undiscovered; but, alas! it was only too plainly 
revealed. The powerful dose acted almost as a poison; 
and, on his next visit, the physician gave little hope of 
her recovery. I haven’t time now, Annie, to tell you how 
bitterly Charlotte, at last awakened to a sense of her self- 
worship, deplored her conduct, how wildly she prayed 
that Lizzie’s life might be spared, how fervently she 
promised amendment. I will only say that the God 
whom she had never worshipped heard her prayer, and 
taught her, by this merciful lesson, to 4 love her brother 
whom she had seen, and then her God whom she had not 
seen,’ — to have no other god before Him. 

“ And now, daughter, can you see that selfishness is 
idolatry! and will you ever be guilty of it? But the 
tea-bell is ringing: we will talk more of this another 
time. Come!” sister rate. 


Digitized by ^.ooQie 


25 


A REMINISCENCE OF MEHEMET ALI, THE FAMOUS VICEBOT 
OF EGYPT. 

It was a fine day of spring. Oar ship, a man-of-war, 
was riding at anchor in the harbor of Alexandria. It 
was the first Anprican ship-of-war that had ever visited 
that port,—at least, it was the first for many years. 
The vessel lay on the water like a sleeping infant, beneath 
the pore sky and bright sun of Egypt Every thing 
about her spoke faultless cleanliness and perfect order; 
for we were in hourly expectation of a visit from the 
renowned Viceroy of Egypt, Mehemet Ali. At an 
interview with our captain, the day before, he had ex* 
pressed great interest in our nation, and a curiosity to 
-see an American man-of-war. He was, of course,In¬ 
vited on board, and had accepted the invitation. 

I must describe to you this personage, to whom we 
were about to render the honors of a sovereign and the 
hospitalities of a sailor. 

Mehemet (or Mohammed) Ali was bom in Cavalla, in 
Boumelia, Turkey, in 1769, — the same year in which 
Napoleon, Wellington, and Chateaubriand were born. 
He began life as a tobacconist; but soon became a soldier, 
and served against Napoleon in the pachalic of Egypt. 
He here contrived to seise the sovereignty of the country, 
which he secured to himself by treacherously murdering 
all the Mamelukes, who tyrannised over it He governed 
Egypt Tor a long time, quite independently of his nominal 
sovereign, the Sultan of Turkey: in fact, he once went 
to war with him, and conquered Syria, and was prevented 
from taking Constantinople only by the European sove* 
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reigns’ joining against him, and driving him back to Egypt. 
He had previously conquered Nubia, Dongola, Kordofan, 
and part of Arabia. 

Like Peter the Great of Russia, he had the virtues 
and vices of a semi-barbarian despot. He found Egypt 
a poor, miserable, misgoverned province, where neither 
life nor property was safe; he left it an empire, abundant 
in resources, with a large, well-disciplined, and well- 
appointed army and navy, full of the products of civili¬ 
zation, and so well regulated, that the life and property 
of the traveller were, and are, as safe there as in France 
or England. 

He died, in 1849, an imbecile idiot, leaving the vice¬ 
royalty of Egypt hereditary in his family. 

I will describe this personage as I saw him at the 
intAview above spoken of, to which I had accompanied 
our captain. We were received and conducted into a 
large, plain, straw-carpeted hall, which, on two of its 
sides, had a divan , or diwan , that is, a stuffed seat 
against the wall, with a stuffed back. Mehemet Ali was 
seated in the corner where the two seats met, — the place 
of honor. He was a man of Turkish form, that is, rather 
stout than tall, with a large, full eye; a wide, rather 
than a high, forehead; and broad, dark, overhanging 
brows. His beard and mustaches were black, large, and 
sprinkled with gray; for be was more than sixty years of 
age. His turban was ample, and his dress and whole air 
not remarkable. As he talked, he occasionally smiled, 
or rather grinned, and showed a fine set of white teeth. 

Our captain sat at his side, and near him the Ameri¬ 
can consul. In front, within three or four feet, stood 
Booghooe Jooksoof, his prime-minister. This gentleman 
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was a tall, lank Armenian, with a fine, noble face beneath 
his high, Armenian cap. His long, black, close robe 
reached his feet Around his waist was a plain girdle, 
with a pen and inkstand attached, something like a bay¬ 
onet-sheath. 

Our captain, an American, spoke English to the con¬ 
sul, an Englishman, who spoke Italian to the Armenian, 
who spoke Turkish to the Egyptian viceroy. The vice¬ 
roy replied in Turkish, which the Armenian translated 
into Italian, and the consul into English. 

Ten feet in front of the viceroy stood a row of attend¬ 
ants, arranged in a quarter of a circle, from divan to 
divan. Their hands were crossed in front, and their 
heads were bowed in Oriental submission. 

The viceroy asked our captain if he would suggest any 
thing to improve the harbor of Alexandria; and our 
captain recommended that black and red buoys should be 
placed to indicate the channel, which is difficult and 
dangerous. The viceroy said it should be done. After 
some conversation, the presentation and acceptance of a 
couple of North-Carolina bears, and mutual compliments, 
— coffee, or rather coffee-grounds-soup, unsweetened, was 
handed round in tiny cups, each held in a tiny silver, 
filigree basket. We then took leave; the presentation of 
coffee, in the East, being the usual indication that the 
audience is at an end. 

Our good ship was sleeping on the water, as I said, in 
her be9t rig, awaiting, like a proud lady, the visit of 
Mehemet Ali. He came, and passed over the side to the 
quarter-deck, with his pipe-bearer and other attendants, 
and the tall Armenian, of the dark, piercing eye. Both 
were dressed as before; the viceroy in an ample robe, 
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like a long morning-gown, of rich, bat well-worn, green 
cloth, with costly, bat pl&in, trimmings. This was belted 
aroond his middle by a sash, in which were pistols and a 
dagger. 

As he stepped on the deck, the crew, neatly dressed 
in their straw hats, bine-collared and blae-bosomed white 
shirts, and white trousers, 44 laid oat” at a given signal, 
and stood at eqaardistances on all the yards of the ship, 
alow and aloft. As the viceroy advanced towards the 
capstan, where I was standing, the officer of the deck 
gave a signal; and at once there burst from more than 
two hundred stentorian throats, aloft on the yards and 
masts, nine startling cheers, given with a sailor's hearty 
good-will. 

The viceroy was within three feet of me at the moment 
The salate was so new and unexpected, and the roar of 
manly voices so tremendous, that the wily Turk seemed, 
for an instant, to suspect treachery. Alas! he had played 
too many such wicked tricks himself. A sudden change 
came over his countenance; the lion look of defiance lit 
up his fierce eye. He cast a glance up into the rigging, 
as if to say, “ If I am entrapped, I will sell my liberty 
dearly.” His right hand rose towards his dagger. 

It was all done in an instant, so that I believe I was 
the only person who observed it. The brave old viceroy, 
however, at once perceived his error; his countenance 
relaxed into a gracious smile. As his hand fell, he 
waved it, and bowed with a great deal of dignity and 
suavity in answer to the strange salute of the “ Frangy 
Dooneeainee Noo,” the “ Europeans of the New World,” 
as the Turks call Americans. As he entered the ship’s 
cabin, twenty-one guns were fired, — the naval salute 
due to a sovereign. 
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I remained on deck, full of reflections. I thought of 
the remark of Eliphaz, in Job xv. 20-22. The little 
incident showed me what a life of suspicion a despot, 
especially an unscrupulous one, ever leads. “ A dread¬ 
ful sound is in his ears; ” he cannot rest day nor night 
The thought occurred to me, of how little worth is power 
that is purchased at the expense of peace of mind. The 
despot who has the lives of millions of his subjects in 
his hand, and has freely used them for his own glory and 
emolument, yet fears, at each instant, lest the assassin 
take his own life. The sword of retribution, like that 
over the head of Damocles in the story, hangs, as it 
were, over the crown of the sceptred murderer, suspended 
but by a single hair. 

President Washington slept in peace, without ever 
thinking of a midnight dagger. He walked serenely in 
the broad light of noonday, without fearing the pistol- 
shot of the avenger. He was never obliged to raise a 
finger to defend his person against the hand of violence. 
His life, his happiness, and his person, were sacred and 
secure, enshrined as they were in the heart of a grateful 
nation as in a sanctuary. — New- Church Magazine . 


THE LITTLE CHRISTIAN. 

When the heats of the summer came on, Dr. Gilbert 
thought Gertrude well enough to bear the fatigue of a 
journey to the seaside; and, as the whole family could 
not go, it was decided that Mrs. Maurice and Jessie 
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should accompany her. Jessie’s delight was unbounded. 
The sea, so often talked of, and read of, but never seen! 
She petitioned only for stout shoes, and a broad hat to 
shade her face. She declaimed she wanted neither books, 
work, or even her great doll, for which, though her 
mother thought it too childish a toy, she still retained a 
great affection. At Gertrude’s suggestion that it some¬ 
times rained by the seaside, she consented to allow a 
very few books and a very little sewing to be placed in 
her trunk. 

Gertrude bore the journey remarkably well. The 
motion of the cars, and of the rattling coach which con¬ 
veyed them from the station to their temporary home, did 
not fatigue her rbore than her companions, and she was 
as much delighted as Jessie with her first view of the 
ocean. 

For a week at least, Jessie lived on the beach. It 
mattered not to her that she had no companions. She 
made playmates of the waves; and the tiny room which 
she called her own was littered with shells, pebbles, and 
seaweed. As she was setting off one night, after tea, 
Gertrude called her back. 

“ Can you not take me to your favorite rock that 
juts out into the seal” she asked. 

“ You, Gertrude 1 You are joking.” 

“No: I feel quite strong enough to reach there, if 
you will carry my camp-stool for me to sit upon.” 

If any of my readers have ever been ill for a long 
time, they can imagine Gertrude’s delight at walking 
once more, without fatigue or pain. She paused at every 
step to admire some beautiful flower or some gorgeous 
cloud; but when she reached the rock, and the whole 
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grandeur of the ocean bnret upon her view, she sat in 
perfect silence. The moment the sun set, she rose to 
return home; and then Jessie saw that her eyes were 
filled with tears. u 0 sister! ” she exclaimed, in con¬ 
sternation “ you ought not to have come so far: you^ 
are completely tired.” 

“ My dear Jessie, I am not at all tired .; only my heart 
is so foil of thankfolness that it most find relief in tears. 
You cannot possibly know, dear, how delightful it is to 
be able to go forth once more and see all these glories 
around me. Truly, it is aldne almost worth my invalid 
years to enjoy as I am enjoying now.” 

Jessie walked quietly along beside her sister, thanking 
God in her heart for her returning health. 

Eveiy day of Gertrude’s stay at the beach was marked 
by some improvement in her health; and, at the end of 
six weeks, she was able to walk a mile without fatigue. 
Mrs. Maurice remained as long as the advancing autumn 
permitted, unwilling that Gertrude should leave a spot 
so favorable to her health. The bracing autumn weather 
still continued to benefit her after her return home; and 
she was able to mingle in all the domestic amusements 
and occupations of the family, and to take her seat once 
more in the house of God. At first, Jessie missed the 
quiet conversations in her sister’s room; but, as Gertrude 
still spared to her the morning hour, she was somewhat 
consoled. 

“ I wish you would play with me oftener,” said Rose 
Enfield to Jessie one day. “ I know I am a great deal 
better when I play with you; for you always stop to 
consider what is right or wrong, and I never do. I 
know you don’t love me as well as you do Lucy Ayres 
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and Mary Henshaw; but, once in a while, won’t yon play 
with me?” 

Jessie promised that she would. 

A few days afterwards, there arose at school a question 
# of right and wrong which was difficult to decide. 

“ We’ll leave it to Jessie Maurice,” said her school¬ 
fellows, “ because she is the best girl in school.” 

“ You ’re the best little soul that ever was,” said John 
Maurice, one evening, when his sister gave up some work, 
in which she was much engaged, to play with him his 
favorite game of jack-straws. 

And so it happened, that, as the winter months passed 
by, Jessie was gradually learning to consider herself a 
piece of perfection, and a little disagreeable air of conceit 
was growing upon her. Gertrude perceived this with 
much anxiety, and sought in various ways, other than 
direct reproof, to lead her sister to the true estimate of 
herself; but in vain. 

One evening, at length, when Gertrude and Jessie 
were alone in the parlor, the latter began with much 
self-complacency to enumerate the various good deeds 
she had performed during the day. Gertrude asked, 
with her old grave look, “ And, now, where are the evil 
deeds? ” 

Jessie seemed surprised. “I don’t remember any,” 
she said: “ I have not done any thing wrong for a long 
time.” 

“ When you left your own dinner to carry the warm 
soup to Mrs. Dane, were you not thinking of the praises 
she would give you? Were you not making a parade of 
your own goodness ? When you asked papa’s leave to 
give up the concert to-night, and to receive the price of a 
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ticket to bay something for poor sick Julia, did you not 
think how pleasant it would be to hear papa call you a 
self-denying little girl ? When you came to sit down by 
my side to-night, and to tell me the account of to-day’s 
doings, did not you think of the approval I should 
give?” 

Jessie’s cheeks burned as ^Gertrude thus seemed to 
penetrate into the very recesses of her heart She hid 
her* face in her hands. 

“This is bitter medicine, my little one,” resumed 
Gertrude, stroking her sister’s hair, “ but it is a neces¬ 
sary one. You have been growing vain of your own 
goodness; your schoolmates have praised you, and looked 
up to you; papa and mamma, and we all, have done our 
part in spoiling the simplicity of your conduct. I am 
very, very sad to think of the share I have had in the 
work. You are not as good as you were when you came 
from the beach; you are not as careful in little things. 
Those which were to be observed by others you have 
taken care should be correct; but has it been so with 
those which no eye but God’s could perceive? how 
often have you neglected to pray lately? How often 
have you omitted that quiet quarter of an hour’s thought 
before you retired? how often have you forgotten to 
read in your Bible?” 

11 0 Gertrude! no more! I see how wicked I have 
been: pray, pray don’t speak of it again! ” 

“ It is best for me to say all now, and make the cure 
a thorough one, if I can. Jessie, you have forgotten 
your Father in heaven and your Saviour lately. You 
have trusted in yourself that you were righteous, and 
you have fallen. If you had compared your conduct 
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day by day with that of Christ, you would never have 
thought yourself good. I do not think it will be best for 
you, now, to tell me all the events of the day. I fear I 
have encouraged you, in that way, to speak of yourself 
more freely than you ought. I will still read with you 
and pray with you in the morning; hut to God alone 
must you tell the evil an^good of the day.” 

“ Don’t say that, Gertrude! Do let me tell you all, 
just as I used! I shall be so unhappy if I cannot come 
to you.” 

“ I think it is best otherwise, Jessie. I will help you 
at any time when you are in doubt; and you must try 
every night to recall your evil deeds, and not your good 
ones.” % 

Jessie’s hardest struggle now began. Only they who 
have wrestled with a similar fault know how difficult it is 
to overcome it. It seemed to stain her purest motives, 
and mingle itself with her best deeds. Many a night 
her pillow was wet with her tears; and she longed to 
throw herself on Gertrude’s neck, and confess all her 
struggles and all her discouragements. But Bhe learned 
in this way, what perhaps she would have done in no 
other, that there is a better than any earthly friend, who 
can give the greatest encouragement and the greatest 
consolation. And now again she began really to pray, 
and to compare every act with the example of Jesus. 
She started, as if afraid, when any one praised her, and 
seemed so much distressed, that her companions, who 
loved her very much, at last forbore their commenda¬ 
tions. 

The spring found her still going on in her path of 
duty, and Gertrude herself longed for the old familiar 
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confiding intercourse. Sho entered Jessie's room one 
evening, and found her, not preparing for bed, but with 
the window opened, and gazing at the setting moon. 

“ I will be confessor to-night, Jessie, if you like,” she 
said; “ or rather you may talk to me, and tell me any 
thing about yourself that you like. You have so far 
overcome your fault, that I think an occasional conver¬ 
sation will not injure you.” Gertrude listened to Jessie's 
account, and contrasted it strongly in her mind with that 
of four months past She seemed to have learned to 
Bubmit even her thoughts to the test of the Christian, 
and she mourned over faults which then she would not 
have perceived. 

“ And now, do you not see that I was right, dearest ? ” 
Gertrude asked. u Is it not best that you should have 
been taught of the heavenly Friend who is nearer than a 
brother ? What should you have done, had you depended 
on me always, if I had gone away ? You would have 
been like a ship without a rudder, — driven to and fro at 
the mercy of every wind.” 

“Gone away? 0 sister! are you going to Europe 
with Aunt and Uncle Stanhope? I thought you had 
given up that plan.” 

“ So I have, Jessie; but Europe is not the only place.” 

Gertrude's smile puzzled Jessie. “ I don't think you 
have had any other invitation, I’m sure,” she replied. 

“ Mr. Bernard has asked me to go and live with him; 
and I have promised him that I would,” answered Ger¬ 
trude. 

“Mr. Bernard? He has no house. Why, Ger¬ 
trude!” And Jessie looked more puzzled than ever, 
till the light flashed upon her, and she cried out, “ 0 
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Gertrude! Gertrude! don’t be married! We cannot 
spare you! Stay with us! stay with us! ” And hiding 
her face on Gertrude’s shoulder, she wept bitterly. 

“ Don’t cry so, dearest! I am not going yet, — not 
before next fill; and not then, unless I should be quite 
well and Btrong; and, even then, I shall not be far away. 
We shall not go out of the town; and you can come and 
see me every day.” 

Still Jessie wept bitterly; and it was at least an hour 
before Gertrude succeeded in making her see any thing 
pleasant connected with the new arrangement Her face, 
the next morning, was as sorrowful as possible, to the 
infinite amazement of John, who thought the prospect of 
a wedding in the fiunily an uncommonly fine thing. She . 
was destined to have her sorrowful thoughts speedily 
changed, however. That very day, as she was saunter¬ 
ing up the long avenue, on her return from school, at a 
melancholy pace, she heard a quick step behind her, and 
a voice called her name. She turned, and Mr. Bernard 
stood before her, with so kind a smile, that she felt it 
impossible to continue to wish him at Jericho. 

“ Will you be my little sister now?” he asked, as he 
held out his hand, “ or must you wait a while 1 ” 

Jessie gave her hand, and soon found herself laughing 
and talking as merrily with him as if be were not the 
Giant Grim who was to appropriate Gertrude. 

But we have somewhat digressed from our subject. 
We only have done so to show our little readers how it 
happened that Jessie was at last deprived of the power of 
going to Gertrude upon every emergency. She still had, 
at times, most unfriendly thoughts of Mr. Bernard; but 
he, at last, completely won her heart Above all, when 
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she found that he could talk with her, as even Gertrude 
could not, of the “ deep things of the spirit; ” when she 
found that he would have been a minister, had his health 
permitted,—she became entirely reconciled to the 
change. 

Gertrude's marriage took place in the early autumn. 
Her other sister, whom we have not found it necessary 
to mention in the course of this story, took Gertrude’s 
position, as eldest daughter, in the eyes of the world; 
but she who really took her place was our little friend 
Jessie. She became the very light of her father's eyes. 
Her Christian education taught her those little acts of 
self-denial, that quiet, unobtrusive attention to little 
things, which contribute so much to the happiness of 
home. » 

And Jessie was happy herself. After the first few 
months were over, she no longer missed Gertrude at 
home; and Gertrude was as much interested as ever in 
what' concerned the little one she had been the means of 
leading to God. John, too, outgrowing his schoolboy 
ways, was, in many things, led and guided by her gentle 
influence; so that, as Mrs. Maurice said to Gertrude, 
about a year after the marriage of the latter, “ You will 
never cease to be of our household, as long as Jessie is 
with us. She has learned so much from you, that I 
could sometimes shut my eyes when she is speaking, and 
fancy you with us. I cannot be sufficiently thankful to 
you for aiding her to become what she indeed is, — a 
little Christian.” 

EDITOR. 
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THE BATTLE OF 1*HE ANTS. 

One day, when I went out to my wood-pile, or rather to my 
pile of stumps, I observed two large ants, the one red, the 
other much larger, nearly half an inch long, and black, 
fiercely contending with one another. Haying once got 
hold, they never let go, but struggled, and wrestled, and 
rolled on the chips incessantly. Looking farther, I was 
surprised to find that the chips were covered with such 
combatants; that it was a war between two races of ants; 
the red always pitted against the black, and frequently 
two red ones to one black. The legions of these myr¬ 
midons covered all the hills and vales in my wood-yard; 
and the ground was already strewn with the* dead and 
dying, both red and black. It was the only battle-field 
which I have ever witnessed, the only battle-field I ever 
trod while the battle was raging. On every side, they 
were engaged in deadly combat, yet without any noise 
that I could hear; and human soldiers never fought so 
resolutely. 

I watched a couple that were fast locked in each other’s 
embraces, in a little sunny valley amid the chips, — now, 
at noonday, prepared to fight till the sun went down or 
life went out The smaller red champion had fastened 
himself, like a vice, to his adversary’s front, and, through 
all the tumblings on that field, never for an instant ceased 
to gnaw at one of his feelers near the root, having already 
amputated the other y while the stronger black one dashed 
him from side to side, and, as I saw on looking nearer, 
had already divested him of several of his members. 
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They fought with more pertinacity than bull-dogs. Nei¬ 
ther manifested the least disposition to retreat. It was 
evident that their battle-cry was, “ Conquer, or die.” 

In the mean while, there came along a single red ant on 
the hillside of this valley, evidently full of excitement, 
who either had despatched his foe, or had not yet taken 
part in the battle: probably the latter; for he had lost 
none of his limbs; whose mother had charged him to 
return with his shield, or upon it He saw this unequal 
combat from afar; for the blacks were nearly twice the 
size of the red. He drew near with rapid pace till he 
stood on his guard within half an inch of the combatants: 
then, watching his opportunity, he Bprang upon the black 
warrior, and commenced his operations near the root of 
his right fbre-leg, leaving the foe to select among his own 
members; and so there were three united for life, as if 
a new kind of attraction had been invented, which put all 
other locks and cements to shame. I was myself excited 
somewhat, as if they had been men. 

I took up the chip on which the three I have particu¬ 
larly described were struggling, carried it into my house, 
and placed it under a tumbler on my window-sill, in 
order to see the issue. Holding a microscope to the first- 
mentioned red ant, I saw, that, though he was assiduously 
gnawing at near the fore-leg of his enemy, having severed 
his remaining feeler, his own breast was all tom away, 
exposing what vitals he had there to the jaws of the black 
warrior, whose breastplate was apparently too thick for 
him to pierce; and the dark carbuncles of the sufferer’s 
eyes shone with ferocity such as war only could excite. 
They struggled half an hour longer under the tumbler; 
and, when I looked again, the black soldier had severed 
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the heads of his foes from their bodies, and their still 
living heads were hanging on either side of him like 
ghastly trophies at his saddle-bow, still apparently as 
firmly fastened as ever; and he was endeavoring with 
feeble struggles, being without feelers, and with only the 
remnant of a leg, and I know not how many other wounds, 
to divest himself of them; which at length, after half an 
hour more, he accomplished. I raised the glass, and he 
went off over the window-sill in that crippled state. 
Whether he finally survived that combat, and spent the 
remainder of his days in some Hotel des Invalides, I do 
not know; but I thought that his industry would not be 
worth much thereafter. I never learned which party 
was victorious, nor the cause of the war; but I felt for 
the rest of that day as if I had my feelings excited and 
harrowed by witnessing the struggle, the ferocity, and 
carnage of a human battle before my door. — Thoreau's 
Life in the Woods. 


REFLECTIONS AND RESOLUTIONS ON THE FIRST 
DAY OF THE NEW YEAR. 

Now that I have been spared to begin a new year, I will 
this day record resolutions, which, with God’s help, I 
trust I may be enabled to perform. This year may be 
my last; and I pray God that it may be my holiest, and 
then assuredly it will be my happiest . 

1st. With the return of each day, I will lift my heart 
gratefully to God, praying for his blessing through the 
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day, and that he will guide and lead me in the “ strait 
and narrow way ” which leadeth to eternal life. I will 
never go forth to the duties and pleasures of the day 
before offering to God my humble prayer. 

2d. I will make it my chief aim in life to do good to 
all around me; to make all happy, as far as it lies in my 
power; like the flowers, shedding fragrance all about me. 
I will sacrifice my own wishes for the happiness of others, 
remembering that our holy Saviour inculcated self-denial, 
both by his example and in his teachings.* 

3d. I will always speak the truth, and not exaggerate, 
but try always to give a true impression; remembering 
that all deceit, however trivial it may seem, is a violation 
of the great law of truth. 

4th. I will try to spend my hours profitably and use¬ 
fully. I may be called away from my home on earth at 
any moment; for we “know not what a day may bring 
forth.” Oh, may I so improve each hour, that, when the 
angel of death comes to bear me hence, I may be ready! 

5th. I will live with this thought ever before me: 
“Thou, God, seest me.” If I bear this ever in my 
heart, I must live a holy life. This thought will keep 
me from all mean, base, and degrading sin; from all that 
will injure and pollute my soul, which is made in “ the 
image of God.” Thus I shall live holy and happy; and, 
when death comes, I shall hear its summons with joy. 

A. l. L. 

Cjxbbims. 
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PASQUINADES. 

Among my readers, I suppose there are many who know 
the meaning of pasquinade . At all events, if you don’t 
know, I am sure you will consult your dictionary at 
once, and find out. But it may not be quite so easy a 
matter to ascertain how this term first came to be used; 
and, as I think it will be interesting to you to learn, I 
will see if I cannot enlighten you. Among the objects 
of interest which I visited in the city of Rome, is a 
statue, or rather the mutilated trunk of a statue, of very 
great antiquity, which, whatever name it originally had, 
has long known no other than,the statue of Pasquin. 
We are told that it is designed to represent Menelaus 
supporting the dead body of Patroclus; though that is a 
mere surmise. It is the work, however, of no ordinary 
artist, and it is universally admired. By some, it has 
even been called the finest piece of antique sculpture in 
Rome. When I saw it, some three years since, it was 
shockingly maimed: it looked as if it had been an actor 
on half a dozen battle-fields. This statue derives its 
modern name from a tailor by the name of Pasquin , who 
once kept a shop on the same piazza. Pasquin’s shop 
was the rendezvous of all the wits and the gossips of the 
city. From his premises, the satirical witticisms of these 
idle men, on the manners and foibles of the day, obtained 
a ready circulation. These witticisms were placarded on 
this antique statue; and, in course of time, they took the 
name of pasquinades . The term has long been an 
almost universal one among all civilized nations; but it is 
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in Rome only, where the thing originated, that it flou¬ 
rishes. The statue of Marforio, in another part of the 
city, was made the vehicle for replying to the attacks of 
Pasquin; and, for years, the two kept np a continual fire 
of wit and repartee. Marforio was Temoved from the 
place where it stood, near the Arch of Septimus Severus, 
to the Museum of the Capitol. The f>ope, at that time, 
expressed his wish to have Pasquin removed too; but the 
wealthy and independent duke to whom the statue be¬ 
longed would not permit it. His holiness- himself used 
sometimes to be the butt of these pasquinades; so he 
made up his mind that he would cut short the career of 
the wicked Pasquin, by having his statue burned and 
thrown into the Tiber. But one of the pope’s friends 
saved the old veteran, by suggesting, that, in the event of 
its destruction in the manner determined on, its ashes 
would turn into frogs, and croak more terribly than 
before. It is said that its owner is compelled to pay a 
fine, whenever the statue is found guilty of exhibiting a 
placard that is positively scandalous. The modern Romans 
think a great deal of their P&quin: it has become an 
institution with them. The press in the city is under 
such a rigid censorship, that nothing in the shape of 
satire on prominent men ever finds its way into the public 
journals; and this system of witty placards supplies, in 
some measure, the want of a free press. It is almost 
incredible what liberties are tolerated in the shape of 
pasquinade . There is scarcely a public matter upon 
which Pasquin is not allowed to express his mind. 
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“ASK, AND IT SHALL BE GIVEN YOU.” 

MATT. VII. 7 . 

What shall be given us, if we ask ? First, and chiefly, 
spiritual blessings. If we ask God to help us in the 
performance of our duty, we have this assurance, — that 
he will do so. If we are perplexed, and know not 
whether a proposed step is right or wrong, he will aid us 
in the decision; and he will forgive us our sins, if we 
ask his forgiveness. What a blessed assurance this is! 
Even very little children often feel that they have offended 
against God, and broken his holy laws; and, if they are 
taught to ask for pardon, how happy and peaceful they 
are after the prayer! 

But what else may we ask of God ? Are we to pray 
only for ourselves? No: Jesus prayed for his friends, 
and has taught us that we may pray for ours: we may 
ask for them the same blessings that we need ourselves. 
If we know in them some prominent fault, we may pray 
that God will enable them to overcome it: if we know 
that they are exposed to temptation, we may pray that 
they may have strength given them to resist it And, 
above all, if we have friends, who have proved themselves 
really such by their disinterested kindness, but who are 
living without God in the world, then we may pray that 
God will turn their hearts to himself. It may be that 
these prayers will be long unanswered: it may be we 
shall never know that they are answered. Still, God 
will grant them. We may not see how or when: but he 
has promised; and St. John declares, 11 Faithful is he that 
hath promised.” 
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But are we never to ask for any earthly blessings ? 
Yes: we may ask for earthly blessing, or release from 
earthly trial and suffering, if we ask it in the spirit of 
submission, and say, with the holy Saviour, “ Neverthe¬ 
less, not as I will, but as thou wilt;” and, if God with¬ 
holds these earthly blessings, his true and loving child 
knows that they were withheld in mercy to him, and that 
his Father had some higher good for him in view which 
he did not see. 

We should not pray to God as to a being who is so 
far from us that our desires and petitions scarcely reach 
him; but as to the dearest earthly parent, whose greatest 
delight is to grant our wishes. It is the prayer of faith 
that wins an answer from on high. The unbelieving 
heart does not see that God sometimes grants a prayer in 
a different way from that which we expected; and it 
grows careless in its requests, and draws down no blessing 
from above. Let no child be of this number. 

Let each one feel that God is very near him, very 
ready to help hipi, and more ready to grant than he to 
ask. Let each child pray often to God. Which one of 
you would go in the morning to your earthly father, and 
ask him at one time for every thing you desired through 
the whole day ? Not one. Yet we often do so by our 
heavenly Father. But let us with the new year resolve 
that His aid shall be asked at all times, and that the 
prayer shall arise to Him in the midst of our work or our 
study, with the full assurance that it shall be accepted 
and granted by him. 

EDITOR. 
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THE SUNDAY STONE. 

In a coal mine, in England, there is a constant formation 
v of limestone, caused by the trickling of water through • 
the rocks. This water contains a great many particles of 
lime, which are deposited in the mine; and, as the water 
passes off, these become hard, and form the limestone. 
This stone would always be white, like white marble, 
were it not that men are working in the mine; and, as 
the black dust rises from the coal, it mixes with the soft 
lime; and in that way a black stone is formed. 

Now, in the night, when there is no coal-dust rising, 
the stone is white; then again, the next day, when the 
miners are at work, another black layer is formed; and 
so on, alternately white and black, through the week, 
until Sunday comes. Then, if the miners keep holy the 
sabbath, a much larger layer of white stone will be 
formed than before. There will be the white stone of 
Saturday night, and the whole day and night of the sab¬ 
bath ; so that, every seventh day % the white layer will be 
about three times as thick as any of the others. But, if 
they work on the sabbath, they see it marked against 
them in the stone. Hence the miners call it “ the Sun¬ 
day stone; ” and do you not think they must be very 
careful how they observe this holy day, when they would 
see their violation of God’s command thus written down 
in stone ? Perhaps many who now break the sabbath 
would try to spend it in a proper manner if there was 
near them a “ Sunday stone,” where they could see their 
unkept_sabbaths with their black marks. 

But God needs no such record on earth to know how 
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all our sabbaths are spent His record is kept above; 
and all our other sins, ar well as our unholy sabbaths, 
are written there, and we shall see them at the last day. 
Will you not, dear children, be very careful to keep your 
sabbaths pure and white, and not allow the dust of sin 
to tarnish the purity of that blessed day? It is our 
heavenly Father who says, u Remember the sabbath-day, 
and keep it holy.” — Child's Paper . 


EARLY VOYAGES TO GREENLAND. 

As early as 988, Errick Rande, an Icelandic chieftain, 
fitted out an expedition of twenty-five galleys at Suefell, 
and, having manned them with sufficient crews of colo¬ 
nists, set forth from Iceland to what appeared a more con¬ 
genial climate. They sailed upon the ocean fifteen days, 
and they saw no land. The next day brought with it a 
storm, and many a gallant vessel sunk in the deep. 
Mountains of ice covered the water as far as the eye 
could reach, and but a few galleys escaped destruction. 
The morning of the seventeenth day was clear and cloud¬ 
less ; the sea was calm; and far away to the northward 
could be seen the glare of ice-fields reflecting on the 
sky. The remains of the shattered fleet gathered together 
to pursue their voyage; but the galley of Errick Rande was 
not there. The crew of a galley, which was driven farther 
down than the rest, reported that, as the morning broke, 
the large fields of ice that had covered the ocean were 
driven by the current past them, and that they beheld 
the galley of Errick Rande borne with resistless force, and 
with the speed of the wind, before a tremendous field 
of ice: her crew had lost all control over her; they 
were tossing their arms in wild agony. Scarcely a 
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moment elapsed before it was walled in by a hundred 
ice-hills; and the whole mass moved forward, and was 
soon beyond the horizon. That the galley of the nar¬ 
rators escaped was wonderful: it remained, however, 
uncontradicted; and the vessel of Errick Rande was 
never more seei*. Half a century after that, a Danish 
colony was established upon the western coast of Green¬ 
land. The crew of the vessels which carried the colonists 
thither, in their excursions into the interior, crossed a 
range of hills that stretched to the northward: they had 
approached nearer to the pole than any preceding adven¬ 
turers. Upon looking down from the summit of the hills, 
they beheld a vast and interminable field of ice, undu¬ 
lating in various places, and formed into a thousand 
grotesque shapes. They saw, not far from the shore, a 
figure in an ice-vessel, with glittering icicles instead of 
masts rising from it. Curiosity prompted them to 
approach, when they beheld a dismal sight. Figures of 
men in every attitude of woe were upon the deck; but 
they were icy things: one figure alone stood erect, and 
with folded arms, leaning against the mast. A hatchet 
was procured, and the ice split away, and the features 
of a chieftain disclosed, pallid and deathly, and free 
from decay. This was doubtless the vessel, and that 
figure the form, of Errick Rande. Benumbed with cold, 
and in the agony of despair, his crew had fallen around 
him. The spray of the ocean, and the fogs, had frozen as 
it lighted upon them, and covered each figure with an 
icy robe, which the short-lived glance of a Greenland 
sun had not time to remove. The Danes gazed upon 
the spectacle with trembling: they knew not but the 
scene might be their fate. They knelt down upon the 
deck, and muttered a prayer in their native tongue for 
the souls of the frozen crew; then hurriedly left the 
place, for the night was approaching. — Selected . 
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THE BLIND GIRL OF CHAMOUNI. 

(See Engraving.) 

In the village of Chamouni, at the foot of the monarch 
of the w Swiss mountains, there stood, somewhat apart 
from the rest, a little neat cottage.' Here dwelt Jean 
Didier, with his three children, Marie, Jean, and 
Marguerite. , 

Marie,.the eldest of the three, was a strong, well- 
grown girl of fourteen. Exercise and the mountain air 
had given her a complexion as fresh as the rose, and a 
step as elastic as that of the chamois on the glaciers 
which stretched above their village. Jean was a hardy 
little mountaineer of almost thirteen years. , He de- 
lighted in the active sports of his village companions; 
but, more than all, he delighted, when a party were 
about to ascend Mont Blanc, to accompany it to the first 
stopping-place. ^ Eain would he have gone farther, to 
the Grands Mulets, if his father had permitted'; but this 
had been strictly forbidden. 

Jean Didier, the father, was himself one of the most 
famous vOf the Alpine guides. He knew the surest 
routes, and his prudence and foresight enabled him to 
guard against many dangers. He had stood at the sum¬ 
mit of Mont Blanc fall ten times, and had been snatched 
from the jaws of destruction when his companions had 
perished aronnd him. Often and often, by the winter 
fireside, did he relate these hair-breadth escapes to his 
children, — always, with the piety which marks the Swiss 
mountaineer, adding, “ My children, others call me for¬ 
tunate and brave; but I see too clearly the band of 
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THE BLIND GIRL OF GHAMOUNI. 


Providence in these things to claim any merit for my¬ 
self. I can only say, God has preserved me.” 

The greatest delight of the young Marguerite was in 
these stories of her father. The poor little child was 
blind; she had been born so; and though Jean had 
himself taken her to Geneva, and even to Milan, no 
doctor could cure her: she must always remain blind. 
She had a dog, her own peculiar property, who would 
obey no one else, and who led her from place to place 
by a string which fastened to his collar. It was one 
of her few pleasures to be allowed to bring vegetables 
from the market-place of the village, or to carry thither 
eggs when they could be spared from the use of the 
family. Our engraving shows her going upon one of 
these expeditions. 

The good Marie, the wife of Jean the elder and the 
mother of his children, had been dead for six years. 
The rustic cross marked where she slept in the village 
churchyard; and her children went every Sunday morn¬ 
ing to place a garland upon her grave. One other 
inmate was sheltered under Jean’s comfortable roof: this 
was his old mother, infirm, and scarcely able to move 
from her chair, but whose life had been full of good deeds, 
and whose old age was full of peace, and of wise counsels 
to her grandchildren. 

Marguerite, from her peculiar deprivation, had been 
much in the society of her grandmother. Marie, the 
painstaking, cleanly little housewife, was always occu¬ 
pied, either in preparing the simple repasts of the family, 
in cleaning the cottage, or in washing and mending the 
clothes of herself or her father, brother, and sister. 
Marguerite had not been allowed to follow her sister, 
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lest some accident should befall her; so she was placed 
by the side of the old grandmother, who taught her to 
knit, and related to her stories of long ago. At nine 
years old, Marguerite was quite a little wonder in the 
village. She could sing more and sweeter songs than 
any of the peasant-girls, be their age what it might; and 
her needles rivalled her grandmother’s in swiftness of 
motion. 

“ Joy ! joy! ” cried Jean, one day, bursting into the 
house: “ my father will make the ascent to-morrow! 
There are some Englishmen in the village, and they 
asked the landlord of the great inn who were the best 
guides; and the landlord answered, Jean Didier and 
Jaques Collet. And then I stepped forward, and bowed, 
and said I was sure Jean Didier was one of the best 
guides, because he was my father. You should have 
heard them laugh. Then they asked me if I should not 
be a guide when I was a man. And I told them that I 
went now to the Pierre de l’Echelle; and that I longed 
to go to the Grands Mulets, but my father had forbidden 
it They said they would ask my father to let me go to 
the Mulets to-morrow.” v 

“If my father is going to-morrow, I must prepare 
his clothing: his gloves were very much torn on the 
last ascent. See, now ! if I could but remember where 
I put that piece of dressed chamois-skin ! 

“I remember, sister,” cried Marguerite. “Did you 
not yourself say you would place it beneath the Bible, 
in our large chest, and then no harm could possibly come 
to it?” 

“ Ah, yes ! you are a good little darling. Now, then, 
after dinner we must attend to the gloves.” 
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When Jean the elder came home, he was in fine spi¬ 
rits. He said the weather never promised to be finer; 
and then it was a good thing to go with Englishmen, for 
they were generous as princes. He liked Collet, too, for 
a companion. Of the two other guides who were consi¬ 
dered as good as himself, Fleter was too rash, and Auber 
too cowardly. After dinner, Jean sent his boy to have 
the ring of metal at the bottom of his alpenstock , or 
walking-stick, fastened more securely; and, when Jean 
had gone, the father said, “ These Englishmen have per¬ 
suaded me to take Jean to the Grands Mulets. The 
weather is so fine that I have promised to do it, if we 
can make him comfortable. Say nothing to him, Marie; 
but, if you can give him an outfit from any of my old 
garments without too much trouble, he may go. I 
have an old alpenstock, which I shall adapt to his 
height.” 

Bustle and confusion reigned in the little Alpine cot¬ 
tage. Young Jean had a pair of gloves of chamois-skin; 
but the grandmother and the little Marguerite began 
immediately a pair of very thick woollen mittens to draw 
over them, and a long and warm scarf for his neck and 
ears. Marie sat up until far into the night to make ready 
her brother's equipment, and fancied his joy when be 
should learn that he was to be one of the party. 

At four o’clock, every one in the house was stirring, 
for the expedition was to set out at six. “ Dress your¬ 
self in these clothes,” called the father to the son; “ for 
you will go as far as the Grands Mulets.” Jean capered, 
hallooed, snapped his fingers, and went into a thousand 
wild extravagances. After the breakfast was over, 
Marie said, — 
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“ As this is Jean’s first ascent, I think I must go to 
the village, and see them start.” 

“Let me go too,” said Marguerite; and soon the 
happy party set off. The Englishmen shook hands cor¬ 
dially with the boy, and gave him a glass of wine, as 
they did to the guides. In a few moments, they were 
all in motion. The guides now went in advance, — six 
besides those already mentioned; then followed the Eng¬ 
lishmen and Jean; and lastly came the porters, with the 
large hampers of eatables. “ What a glorious day! ” 
cried Marie: “ I almost wish I was going myself.” And 
she returned with little Marguerite to the cottage. 

On the afternoon of the second day, the clouds began 
to settle on Mont Blanc, and, before night, the whole 
upper part of the mountain was shrouded in mist. 
Marie watched it anxiously. She would not speak of 
her fears to her grandmother or the timid Marguerite; 
but, as she needed something at the village, she resolved 
to go thither before nightfall, and inquire whether the 
guides thought the mist dangerous. They assured her, 
that a guide of her father’s wisdom and prudence would 
undergo much worse weather than that to which the pre¬ 
sent state of the atmosphere would subject him; and 
Marie returned home with a light heart. 

At noon, on the third day, the travellers returned. 
Marie had prepared the noonday meal, when her brother 
rushed into the cottage. u Where is my father? ” asked 
Marie, with a quick presentiment of evil. 

“ He became separated from the rest in the mist of 
yesterday afternoon,” answered Jean, “ and will probably 
be here by night. I wished the guides to go back and 
search for him yesterday; but they said that was useless, 
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and that so experienced a climber as he would easily find 
his way when the mist cleared. 

Marie sighed, only half comforted, and tried to listen 
to her brother’s glowing account of his exploits and 
enjoyments. Afternoon wore on, and no father’s step 
was heard. Evening came, and still he was not there. 
Marie was in despair; but she strove to quiet the fears 
of her grandmother and Marguerite. In the night, the 
little one was awakened by her sister’s weeping. She 
heard her say, “Oh, if he should be lost!” and she 
slept no more during the night. 

When at last, towards daybreak, Marie had sobbed 
herself into an uneasy slumber, Marguerite arose. She 
knew where Jean had placed the garments which he had 
worn on the ascent, and she hastily equipped herself in 
them. Then, feeling her way to one corner of the cot¬ 
tage, she drank a draught of milk ; and, taking a large 
slice of bread in her hand, she gently unfastened the 
door. She took down an old coat of her father’s, 
which hung just beside it, and made the dog smell of it 
He barked, and darted forward, followed by his little 
blind mistress. The east was reddening as they left the 
village of Chamouni. 

Marguerite was a strong and hardy child, and the 
walk to the Grands Mulets is not considered a difficult 
day’s work; but she was obliged to stop many times in 
the course of the day to rest, and she was very hungry 
at nightfall, and, as yet, no signs of her father. She 
knew they had come to the Grands Mulets, by the eager 
barking of the dog; and soon she heard him push open 
the door of the wooden building. 

And here let us inform our readers that the dangers 


Digitized by Google 


THE BLIND GIRL OP CHAMOUNI. 


55 


of the ascent of Mont Blanc commence at the Grands 
Mulets; so that our poor little Marguerite, though weary 
and hungry, had, as yet, been in no actual peril. She 
was roused from a sound slumber by the faithful dog; 
and, taking her stick in her hand, she again set out. 

It was now midnight; but that made no difference to 
the blind girl. Through what unseen and unknown 
dangers she safely passed, only that Being knew who 
protected her. She trusted in the instinct of her dog, 
who avoided the dangerous places, and, with his nose to 
the ground, trotted on before his mistress. When they 
had walked a long time, and Marguerite had oftentimes 
stumbled and fallen, the dog uttered a short, joyous bark, 
and began to leap up on Marguerite’s dress. She 
kneeled down, and, carefully feeling along the ice, soon 
became aware that a human figure was lying before her. 
She felt his features: it was her father. She placed 
her hand on his heart: it still beat feebly, and the dog 
began to lick his face. 

She felt in her father’s belt for the litle vial of brandy 
which he always carried with him, and, uncorking it, 
poured the contents slowly into his mouth, having first 
raised his head, and placed it on her knee. What joy 
to hear him utter a faint sigh! She rubbed his hands 
and his feet; and at length a faint voice asked, “How 
came you here, Marguerite?” 

“ Thank God! you can speak, papa! I came to find 
you.” 

“ But it is night, my child.” 

“ Ah! well, I did not know that. Fidele woke 
me.” 

“ But you will perish with the cold.” 
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“ Ah, no! I have Jean’s dress. Here is some bread. 
Eat it, papa: I saved it till I should find you.” 

Jean ate the bread, and found himself a little strength¬ 
ened by it; and, to his joy, the first faint streaks of 
dawn began to appear. He shuddered when he beheld 
that they were all on the edge of a most frightful crevasse. 
They were not more than a mile distant from the Grand 
Mulets. Jean had been stunned by a fall, but now felt 
himself able to proceed. They reached the Grands Mu¬ 
lets before sunrise; and there Jean found some fragments 
of provisions that had been left by their party in coming 
down. These were speedily eaten by the father and 
daughter, who did not forget Fidele. Before they 
reached the Pierre de l’Echelle, on their homeward 
route, Jean discerned figures coming up the mountain, 
and soon perceived his son, with a party of guides, who 
had come out to search for him. As soon as their joy 
at meeting him, and surprise at finding Marguerite with 
him, was a little over, they begged him to relate what 
had befallen him. 

<£ When I became separated from you by the mist,” 
he said, u I thought I knew the direction in which the 
Grands Mulets lay, and I was sure it did not exceed two 
miles. I therefore went carefully, feeling my way before 
me with my alpenstock. At last, I reached an enor¬ 
mous crevasse. I followed its course for a long distance, 
but saw no way of crossing it; and suddenly the night 
set in. I took my blanket from my knapsack, and shel¬ 
tered myself from the cold wind behind a rock. I feared 
to sleep, however, lest I should become benumbed, and 
never wake; and, when I felt drowsiness stealing over 
me, I rose, and beat my arms violently against my 
sides. 
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“ When morning dawned, I was on a part of the 
mountain where I had never been before, and I could not 
see the Grands Mulets. I thought it wisest, therefore, 
to follow back the crevasse by which I had come the 
night before. I did so; but a new one had opened dur¬ 
ing the night, in a contrary direction, which I could not 
cross, and I was occupied for many hours in walking 
around it At last, near nightfall, I saw the Grands 
Mulets, scarcely a mile distant, and was cheered with 
the thought of reaching them, when my foot slipped; 
and I knew no more until I felt something poured down 
my throat, and the rough tongue of Fidele against my 
face. If I had lain much longer insensible, I should 
have perished with the cold. Truly, my friends, we 
cannot fail to acknowledge the mysterious ways of Pro¬ 
vidence, who has chosen a blind child to save me from 
death.” He paused, overcome by his emotions, and again 
and again clasped Marguerite to his heart. 

She, in turn, related her simple tale. “ I knew I 
should not be in any danger,” said she, “ for Fidele was 
there to guide me; and I knew God would lead me to 
my father.” 

What a joyful meeting was there with Marie and the 
old grandmother ! both of whom had divined where Mar¬ 
guerite had gone, and had sent men in all directions as far 
as the Pierre de l’Echelle, — the farthest point to which 
they supposed she would go. All Chamouni resounded 
with praises of the courage and filial love of the blind 
child. She was often sent for to the hotel to tell her story 
to the many travellers; and, as each one gave her a piece 
of money, she had the satisfaction of not feeling entirely 
useless. She could not see the admiring glances of 
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her hearers; and, as most of them had the good sense to 
refrain from open admiration, her childlike simplicity 
was not spoiled; and she long lived in Chamonni, and 
told the tale to many nieces and nephews round the win¬ 
ter fire. Editor. 

Note. — The Grands Mulets is a collection of rocks, about a day's 
journey from Chamouni, on the ascent of Mont Blanc. Near them 
is a wooden building, which serves as a resting-place for the night. 
The Pierre de l’Echelle is the last point of land, all above being ice 
and snow. A crevasse is an opening in the ice or glacier, sometimes 
hundreds of feet deep, and often too wide to be crossed. In this 
case, travellers are obliged to go a long distance out of their way to 
reach the other side. 


A SKETCH OF THE HISTORY OF SWITZERLAND. 

When the grave had closed over the Emperor Rodolph, 
founder of the house of Austria, his less popular son, 
Albert, aspired, as hereditary sovereign of several Swiss 
cantons, to erect the various provinces into a principality 
for one of his children. The inhabitants, a Gothic race, 
offered so resolute a resistance, that the imperial poten¬ 
tate, in revenge, appointed them rulers characterized by 
their tyrannical spirit; and, among these, none was more 
unreasonably despotic than Geisler, the Governor of 
Ury. 

In the market-place of Altorf, the hat of Geisler was 
placed aloft on a pole; and, in the exercise of unbridled 
power, he ordered every passer-by to bow down before it 
on pain of death. He soon, however, found that there 
were in the canton men bold enough to defy his utmost 
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wrath; and conspicuous among the recusants was a 
peasant, — the famous William Tell. For refusing to 
perform the ridiculous homage, that brave man was 
forthwith sentenced to be hanged; but he was subse¬ 
quently promised pardon on the cruel condition of strik¬ 
ing with an arrow, at a given distance, an apple placed 
on the head of his son. The trial was accepted; the 
boy was brought out; and Tell, who was a most expert 
archer, managed to cleave the apple without injuring the 
lad. At that moment, the Austrian governor, perceiving 
that his victim had a second arrow, inquired with eager¬ 
ness for what it was intended; and Tell answered, with 
the frank sincerity of his country, “It was to have 
killed you if I had killed my child. 7 ’ Enraged at such 
a reply, the governor ordered the patriot to be fettered, 
and conveyed in a boat to the dungeon of his castle; but, 
a storm coming on, the boatmen declared that they should 
inevitably be lost, unless Tell, the most skilful navigator 
on the lake, was intrusted with the helm. Geisler then 
ordered him to be unbound; and the captive-peasant, 
steering' for a point of land since known as the Rock of 
Tell, leaped ashore, and made for the mountains. Soon 
after this escape, he shot the obnoxious governor; and, 
under the impulse of his daring courage, the Swiss pre¬ 
pared to throw off the Austrian yoke. 

Twelve patriotic men, indignant at the cruelties per¬ 
petrated, vowed to emancipate their soil; and, in 1308, 
they surprised the Austrian governors of the cantons of 
Schewitz, Ury, and Underwalden, conducted them to 
their frontiers, and made them swear an oath never to 
serve against Switzerland. The three cantons, having 
- bravely won their freedom, were joined by the other ten; 
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and thus sprung into existence the Helvetic Republic. 
The Swiss fought with heroic patriotism for their national 
independence; and, in 1315, the battle of Morgarten, 
where sixteen hundred Swiss defeated twenty thousand 
Austrians while the latter were attempting to cross the 
mountains, fully established their liberties. They speed¬ 
ily effected a change in the condition of their formerly 
depressed country. The neglected soil was carefully cul¬ 
tivated, the barren heath converted into a fertile plain, 
and the craggy rocks decked with fruitful vines. 

Victorious, against terrible odds, over the imperial 
forces, the Swiss had next to contend, limited as were 
their resources, face to face with the martial array of 
Charles the Rash, Duke of Burgundy. That haughty 
personification of feudal pride, baffled in his ambitious 
wish to be recognized as a king by the emperor, at¬ 
tempted to wrench Lorraine from Rene, its last sove¬ 
reign ; and the latter solicited the aid of the Helvetic 
Republic. Nor were the Swiss insignificant allies. 
During their struggle for freedom, they had learned 
much from experience. Having to encounter heavily 
armed cavalry, they gave their soldiers breastplates and 
helmets as defensive armor, with long spears, halberts, 
and heavy swords, as weapons of offence, and ranged 
them in battalions so deep and close that the men-at- 
arms could make no impression. 

The Swiss now poured from their mountains, and met 
the duke’s army at Neuss, where the fiery magnate sus¬ 
tained a bloody defeat; and though abandoned by the 
King of France, who had appeared as their ally, they 
were again successful in the fields of Granson and 
Morat. The decisive engagement took place, in 1477, 
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before Nanci, where the shield of Burgundy was broken, 
her chivalry routed, and her duke slain. 

The Swiss, having thus proved their warlike prowess, 
became famous as mercenaries to Louis XI. and his suc¬ 
cessors, and signalized their valor in the Italian wars. 
Bnt Swiss peasants, allured to the banks of the Po and 
the Rhone, lost much of their primitive simplicity, while 
foreign intrigues were creating discord in the pastoral 
hills and valleys of their native country. 

While afiairs were in this untoward condition, Ulric 
Zwingle was born, in 1484, of an ancient race of Alpine 
herdsmen in high esteem among the mountaineers of 
Tockenburg; and, evincing marks of superior intelli¬ 
gence, he was destined to the priestly office. After 
narrowly escaping the precincts of a convent, Zwingle 
became, in his twenty-second year, pastor of Glaris, and 
in 1515, having previously protested against his coun¬ 
trymen selling their swords for foreign pay, fought, 
sword in hand, for Rome, in the battle of Marignano. 

The Reformation was just dawning in Switzerland, 
when, in 1518, Zwingle was elected as preacher at 
Zurich, where he speedily distinguished himself by the 
enunciation of religious doctrines which had all the 
charm of novelty to people who had long been kept in 
darkness. In 1520, the civil power in that canton in¬ 
terfered to fulfil the work of the Reformation, and the 
monks were enjoined to preach only what they found in 
the Old and New Testaments. But, while the truth was 
gaining ground in Zurich, the warlike canton of Lucerne 
rushed to the rescue of the imperilled church of Rome, 
and a diet held Baken urged the confederated pro¬ 
vinces to extirpate the new religion. The Swiss, there- 
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upon, seemed to rise as one man against the gospel. At 
Lucerne, Zwingle was burned in effigy; at Friburg, bis 
writings were consigned to the flames; and, in other dis¬ 
tricts, the populace clamored for bis being summarily 
dealt with. Nevertheless, the Reformation gained ground; 
and Farel, a Frenchman, driven from his native soil, de¬ 
cided the western cantons in favor of the new faith. The 
Franciscans, intrusted with the sale of pardons and in¬ 
dulgences in Switzerland, and guilty of the utmost rapa¬ 
city, were attacked by Zwingle at Zurich; but, in 1531, 
that intrepid reformer, placing himself, with character¬ 
istic courage, at the head of a Protestant army, fell 
before the victorious Papists, who quartered and burned 
his lifeless corpse. Subsequently, John Calvin took up 
his residence at Geneva; and, under the inspiration of 
that reformer’s haughty gloom and mighty intellect, the 
city on Lake Leman became the asylum for the perse¬ 
cuted, and the cradle of revolt against half the powers 
of Europe. The result of the struggle was that about 
one-half of Switzerland embraced the doctrines of the 
Reformation, while the other adhered to the church of 
Rome. — Selected . 

(To be oonclnded.) 


“GOD LOVETH A CHEERFUL GIVER.” 

* 

“Alice,” said Mrs. Conway to her daughter, “will 
you run over to the store, and get me a Skein of silk ? 
Here is the pattern. I should like to finish Charley’s 
dress this afternoon.” ' 

Alice instantly laid aside her book, and went to get 
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her bonnet, murmuring as she did so, “ I do hate to be 
called off always! ” A young lady, sewing by the win¬ 
dow, looked up as Alice spoke, and saw a slight shade of 
pain or sorrow cross Mrs. Conway’s face; but nothing 
was said until Alice returned. 

“ Bring the silk here, Alice, and 1 will wind it; then 
Aunt Mary need not leave her work.” 

“ But you will leave yours, Louisa,” said Alice, plea¬ 
santly, as she came to hold the skein. 

Oh! mine is of no consequence,” answered Louisa, 
smiling; and when the silk was wound, instead of re¬ 
suming her sewing, she came to look over Alice, and 
offer her assistance in the preparation of the difficult 
lesson. When the younger children came in, shortly 
after, Louisa took charge of them too, and so effectually 
amused them, that neither Alice’s lesson nor Mrs. Con¬ 
way’s work was interrupted. 

The next morning, as Alice and her sister were play¬ 
ing in the sitting-room, their mother entered. c< Char¬ 
ley has just waked,” she said. “ One of you can run 
up and dress him, and the other must help me about 
breakfast.. Jane has a sick headache, and is not able to 
work.” 

“ I’ll dress Charley,” said Rose; and she was off in 
an instant 

“ Can I help you,*Aunt Mary ? ” asked Louisa, com¬ 
ing forward. 

“ No, thank you. Alice will set the table, and do all 
I wish. Come, my dear.” 

Alice went. She did, and did well, all that was 
asked, but accompanied her labors with so many mur- 
murings, so many complaints of “I can’t find this,” 
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“I’m sure I can’t do that,” and “I don’t like to do 
such things,” that her mother felt her own work made 
heavier, instead of lighter, by her daughter’s assistance; 
and her Cousin Louisa observed her with surprise and 
sorrow. Rose came down, merry and happy, with little 
Charley. Papa returned from his morning walk, and 
they sat down to breakfast. Alice seemed as pleasant 
as the rest, until her father, turning to her, bade her 
bring a pitcher of water. 

“ Oh, dear! that pump goes so hard ! ” she said, fret¬ 
fully, as she rose from her seat 

Alice Conway was a good child, on the whole; she 
was neither ill-tempered nor idle nor selfish; she was 
obedient, kind, and studious; and, as Louisa Vernon 
noticed her conduct from day to day, she felt more and 
more grieved that so many good qualities should be 
obscured by the habit of complaining, which Alice had 
allowed to gain possession of her. Louisa loved her 
young cousins very much, and was desirous to be of use 
to them; and she determined, if an opportunity offered L 
to speak to Alice regarding this fault. She had not 
long to wait. 

One afternoon, as she was sitting in her chamber, 
writing, Alice came to the door. “ Are you busy, 
Louisa? May I stay with you a while?” 

“ Stay and welcome, Alice. I tfm not very busy, — 
only writing to Milly.” 

“ Milly is my age, — isn’t she ? I was thirteen last 
month.” 

“And Camilla will be thirteen in December, I believe. 
I think she is hardly so tall or strong as you are, Alice; 
but she is a great help to mother and me.” 
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“ How 7 What does she do 7 ” 

Louisa smiled at the eagerness of the question, and 
gave an account of her sister’s duties and employments. 

“ I could do all that,” said Alice, thoughtfully; “lam 
sure I could. Is Milly a very good girl, Cousin Louisa 7 ” 
“Pretty good: she has improved greatly within a 
year. On her twelfth birthday, she made a serious re¬ 
solve to correct all her faults; and she has persevered 
very faithfully. She says one thing has helped her very 
much. On the first day of every month, she has chosen, 
or some one has chosen for her, a motto for the month, 
having reference to some fault to be corrected, or some 
virtue to be acquired. Sometimes the mottoes are taken 
from the Bible, sometimes from other books; some¬ 
times a remark in the Sunday’s discourse, or something 
her teacher may have said, furnishes the precept for the 
month; but, wherever it is found, Camilla tries to keep 
it in mind, and obey it” 

Alice was interested. “ Cousin Louisa,” she said, 
with some hesitation, “ I suppose I have a great many 
faults; but I think I should like to correct them. Will 
you choose a motto for me for this month 7 ” 

“ Certainly, Alice, if you wish it.” Louisa took the 
Bible from the table, and turned over its leaves for a 
minute or two. “ Here is your motto, Alice,” she said. 
“ ‘ God loveth a cheerful giver.’ ” 

Alice slowly repeated the words. “ I don’t think I 
quite understand it, Louisa,” she said. “ I never have 
much money to give away, but I hope I always give it 
cheerfully.” 

“ I dare say you do, Alice: indeed, I have seen you 
deny yourself some gratification, that you might aid the 
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needy. But I was not thinking of money. Children 
like you have many things to give that are far better 
than money, — their time, their services, their bright 
smiles, their pleasant words: they can, and often do, 
give a great deal of happiness to their parents and 
friends. But I have known instances of children who 
would not give the assistance and obedienoe which their 
parents required, which they had a right to demand. 
Have not you seen such cases, Alice ? ” 

“ Yes; but I don’t think 1 am one of them, — am I ? 
I mean always to obey my father and mother.” 

Louisa drew her young cousin closer to her. “ Alice 
dear, I don’t wish to pain you; but tell me, is your obe¬ 
dience cheerful? Are the services you render to your 
mother so performed as to show her that you take plea¬ 
sure in lessening her cares ? or are her requests complied 
with reluctantly and murmuringly ? When she asks 
some little sacrifice of your time, or of your own wishes 
and pleasures, do you willingly, joyfully, do what she 
desires; showing, by your happy face and pleasant tone, 
gratitude for her unvarying, unwearied love? or does 
she see a discontented look, and hear complaints and 
fretful repinings ? Only ask yourself, dear Alice, have 
I witnessed in you, since I have been here, a cheerful 
compliance with your parents’ desires?” 

The tears had slowly gathered in Alice’s eyes while her 
cousin was speaking, and a crimson flush mounted to her 
temples; but she did not speak. Louisa continued: — 

“ 1 have seen in your mother’s face, many times, pain 
and sorrow, when your obedience, instant as it is, has 
been accompanied by murmurs and repinings. I have 
noticed that it saddened her to see her eldest child appear 
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unwilling to give her the slight assistance she asks. 1 
have seen her anxiety lest this carelessly indulged habit 
of fretting should become so fixed as to render you per¬ 
manently unhappy, — lest the spirit of discontent and 
repining should take entire possession of your heart. 
Alice, you love your mother ; you would not willingly 
grieve her: but did you ever think how your apparent 
reluctance to aid her must pain her loving heart ? I say 
apparent, because I do not believe it is a real unwilling¬ 
ness : I think your manner is more in fault than your 
feelings. But did you ever think of this ? ” 

No, Alice had not thought of it at all: but she saw 
her fault now; and, entreating her cousin to help her, 
she promised to try to correct it. 

“ I know you will try, darling,” said Louisa, tenderly; 
“and, when you are tempted to fret because you are 
asked to leave an interesting book or an amusing game, 
or to perform some unpleasant duty, you will remember 
the motto we have ohosen, and bring a cheerful heart 
and a cheerful countenance to the performance of the 
task, whatever it may be. Will you not ? ” 

Are there any Alice Conways among our young 
readers,—any, either girls or boys, who comply un¬ 
graciously and unwillingly with their parents’ requests 1 
Let them remember that all they can do to assist their 
father or mother is but a slight return for the kind cares 
lavished on them ever since their birth; and let them 
remember, too, that, in small duties as well as in great, 
in little acts of kindness to brothers or sisters, little 
attentions to parents or friends, the spirit they bring to 
the work gives it all its worth. “ God loveth a cheer¬ 
ful giver.” A. a. 
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RAIN ON THE ROOF. 

When the humid shadows gather 
Over all the starry spheres, 

And a melancholy darkness 
Gently weeps in rainy tears, 

*Tis a joy to press the pillow 
Of a cottage-chamber bed, 

And to listen to the patter 
Of the soft rain overhead. 

Every tingle on the shingle 
Has an echo in the heart; 

And a thousand lively fancies 
Into busy being start, 

And a thousand recollections 

Weave their bright hues into woof, 

As I listen to the patter 
Of the soft rain on the roof. 

There, in fancy, comes my mother, 

As she used to years by-gone, 

To survey the infant sleepers 
Ere she left them till the dawn. 

I can see her bending o’er me, 

As I listen to the strain 
Which is played upon the shingles 
By the patter of the rain. 

Then my little seraph-sister, 

With her wings and waving hair. 

And her bright-eyed, cherub-brother, — 
A serene, angelic pair, — 
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Glide around my wakeful pillow. 

With their praise of mild reproof, 

As I listen to the murmur 
Of the soft rain on the roof. 

There is nought in Art’s bravuras 
That can work with such a spell 
In the spirit’s pure, deep fountain, 

Whence the holy passions swell. 

As that melody of Nature, — 

That subdued and softening strain 
Which is played upon the shingles 
By the patter of the rain. 

Selected . 


41 BLESSED IS HE THAT CONSIDERETH THE POOR: THE LORD 
SHALL HELP HIM IN TIME OF TROUBLE.” 

Consideration, thoughtfulness for others, is a vir¬ 
tue upon which the Bible says a great deal. It is a very 
difficult virtue to attain, because it springs from an un¬ 
selfish state of the heart. A selfish person is never con¬ 
siderate. He does not think whether those about him 
are comfortable and happy, if he is only so himself. 

The Bible does not mean here, only, “ Blessed is he 
who gives to the poor; ” but he who has kind thoughts 
for them, — be who accompanies his gift with a pleasant 
smile, or an encouraging word, or a bit of wholesome 
advice, uttered in a friendly spirit. Some persons are 
like a character in one of Dickens’s famous stories, who 
says, “ What a .comfortable thing it is to pull the blankets 
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about your ears in a cold winter’s night, and think how 
many people there are who have none! ” They realize 
their own comforts, and contrast them with the wants of 
others, but never seem to feel that they must step out of 
their way to relieve them. 

Who are the poor 7 They who are in need. There 
are many poor, then, who do not need food, clothing, 
warmth, or shelter. There are many who are lonely. 
God has taken away their friends into his nearer pre¬ 
sence, or they are in distant lands. And here children 
may be considerate. Often a child’s smile, a child’s 
attention, a child’s thoughtfulness, will beguile many a 
lonely hour, and will find a way to a heart which the 
kindness of older persons has failed to touch. 

The sick are poor: and how many little offices of 
affection can a child perform for a sick friend! How 
carefully can he close the doors! how gently can he 
tread! He can fan the fevered brow, or smooth the 
twisted pillow, or stroke the aching head, as well as an 
older person; and he is blessed in so doing. 

“ God shall help him in time of trouble.” Yes, God 
will help him in a twofold way. He will himself speak 
to his heart; he will breathe into his ear all the hea¬ 
venly promises of his word; he will ease his pain in 
sickness, and in sorrow he will give him consolation. 
But, through those he has considered, God will help him 
too. Those friends whom he has relieved and comforted 
will be near him with human sympathy; their love will 
smooth the couch of pain; their kindly whispered words 
will bring a balm to his grief. 

Little things make the sum of life; and little things 
can be done by little hands and little hearts. God 
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intends that our training for heaven should begin almost 
from our birth; and he has work for the small as well 
as for the great. Every little good deed as surely helps 
the soul forward in its heavenly path as the noblest a 
saint can perform. Learn, then, while you are young, 
to be considerate. Selfish habits, like all others, grow 
with the growth, and strengthen with the strength; but 
if you begin now a life of kind thoughtfulness for others, 
— a life of love, — many a rough place will be made 
smooth, and many an hour pass pleasantly which selfish 
thoughts would have filled with repinings and regrets; 
and, more than all, you will have the consciousness that 
the blessing of God is upon you. 

Editor. 


AN ADVENTURE IN A TUNNEL. 

A person in the employment of the telegraph-company 
in England had been engaged in the inspection and 
repair of the telegraph-wires and their fastenings, which 
are subject to many accidents, and require constant look¬ 
ing after to insure their integrity and efficiency. Even 
when carried through tunnels, in gutta-percha casings, 
embedded in leaden tubes, they are liable to accidents 
from passing wagons, or, in winter, from lumps of ice 
falling down the sides of the shafts, and damaging the 
tubes. It appears that one day the door of a coal-wagon 
had got loose in the long tunnel of one of the railways, 
and, dashing back against the sides of the tunnel, had 
torn the tubes, and even cut across the wires in many 
places. The telegraph was therefore broken: it could 
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not be worked; and several workmen were sent into tbe 
tunnel to execute the necessary repairs. The person 
who related this adventure acted in the capacity of in¬ 
spector ; and it was necessary for him to visit the workmen, 
ascertain the nature of the damage that had been done, 
and give directions on the spot as to the repairs, the 
necessity for completing which was of the greatest 
urgency. This is his story: — 

I knew very well that the tunnel was of great length, 
— rather more than two miles long, — and that the 
workmen, who had set out in the morning from the sta¬ 
tion nearest to the tunnel, had entered it by its south 
end; so I determined to follow them, and overtake them, 
which I would doubtless be able to do somewhere in the 
tunnel, where they would be at work. I was accompa¬ 
nied by a little dog, which trotted behind at my feet. 
After walking about a mile, I reached the tunnel entrance, 
over which frowned the effigy of a grim lion’s head, cut 
in stone. 

There were, as usual, two lines of rails, — the up¬ 
line and the down-line; and I determined to walk along 
the former, that I might see before the approaching 
lights on any advancing train, which I would take care 
to avoid by stepping on to the opposite line of rails, at 
the same time that I should thus avoid being run over 
by any train coming up behind from the opposite direc¬ 
tion, and which I might not see in time to avoid. I had, 
however, taken the precaution to ascertain that no train 
was expected to pass along the up-line, over which I was 
proceeding, for about two hours; but I was aware that 
that could not be depended upon, and therefore I resolved 
to keep a good lookout ahead. Along the opposite down- 


Digitized by Google 



AN ADVENTURE. 


73 


line, I knew that a passenger-train was shortly to pass; 
indeed, it was even now due: but, by keeping the opposite 
line of rails, I felt I was safe so far as that was con¬ 
cerned. 

I had never been in a tunnel of such length as this 
before, and confess I felt somewhat dismayed when the 
light which accompanied me so far into the tunnel en¬ 
trance began to grow fainter and fainter. After walking 
for a short distance, I proceeded on in almost total dark¬ 
ness. Behind me, there was the distant light streaming in 
at the tunnel mouth; before me, almost impenetrable dark¬ 
ness. But, by walking on in a straight line, I knew that 
I could not miss my way; and the rails between which I 
walked, and which I occasionally touched with my feet, 
served to keep me in the road. In a short time, I was able 
to discern a seeming spot of light, which gradually swelled 
into a broader gleam, though still at a great distance 
before me; and I knew it to be the opening of the near¬ 
est shaft: it was a mere glimmer amid the thick and 
almost palpable darkness which enveloped me. As I 
walked on, I heard my little dog panting at my heels, 
and the sound of my tread re-echoed from the vaulted 
roof of the tunnel. Save these sounds, perfect silence 
reigned. When I stood still to listen, I heard distinctly 
the loud beating of my heart. 

A startling thought suddenly occurred to me. What 
if a goods-train should suddenly shoot through the tun¬ 
nel, along the line on which I was proceeding, while the 
passenger-train, now due, came on in the opposite direc¬ 
tion ? I had not thought of this before. And yet I was 
aware that the number of casual trains on a well-fre¬ 
quented railway is very considerable at particular seasons. 
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Should I turn back, reach the mouth of the tunnel 
again, and wait until the passenger-train had passed, 
when I could then follow along the down -line of rails, 
knowing that no other train was likely to follow it for at 
least a full quarter of an hour ? 

But the shaft, down which the light now faintly 
streamed, was nearer to me than the mouth of the tun¬ 
nel ; and I resolved, therefore, to make for that point, 
where there was, I knew, ample room outside of both 
lines of rail to enable me to stand in safety until the 
down-train had passed. So I strode on. But a low, 
hollow murmur, as if of remote thunder, and then a dis¬ 
tant scream, which seemed to reverberate along the 
tunnel, fell upon my ears; doubtless the passenger- 
train, which I had been expecting, entering the tunnel 
mouth. But, looking ahead at the same time, I dis¬ 
cerned through the gleam of daylight, at the bottom of 
the shaft toward which I was approaching, what seemed 
a spark of fire. It moved: could it be one of the labor¬ 
ers of whom I was in search ? It increased! • For an 
instant, I lost it. Again ! This time it looked brighter. 
A moaning, tinkling noise crept along the floor of the 
vault. I stood still with fear, for the noise of the train 
behind me was rapidly increasing; and, turning for an 
instant in that direction, 1 observed that it was full in 
sight. 1 could no longer disguise from myself that I 
stood full in the way of another train, advancing from 
the opposite direction. The light before me was the 
engine-lamp: it was now brilliant as a glowing star; 
and the roar of the wheels of the train was now fully 
heard amidst the gloom. It came on with a velocity 
which seemed to me terrific. 
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A thousand thoughts coursed through my brain on 
the instant. I was in the way of the monster, and, the 
next moment, might be crushed into bleeding fragments. 
The engine was almost upon me! I saw the gleaming 
face of the driver, and the glow of the furnace flashing 
its lurid light far along the lower edge of the dense 
volumes of steam blown from the engine-chimney. In 
an instant, I prostrated myself on my face, and lay 
there, without the power of breathing, a9 I felt the 
engine and train thundering over me. The low-hung 
ash-box swept across my back: I felt the heat of the 
furnace as it flashed over me, and a glowing cinder was 
dropped near my hand. But I durst not move. I felt 
as if the train was crushing over me. The earth vibrated 
and shook, and the roar of the wagon-wheels smote into 
my ears with a thunder which made me fear their drums 
would crack. I clutched the earth, and would have 
cowered and shrunk into it if I could. There was not a 
fibre of my body that did not feel the horrors of the mo¬ 
ment, and the dreadfulness of the situation. 

But it passsed. With a swoop and a roar, the break- 
van, the last in the train, flew over me. The noise of the 
train was still in my ears, and the awful terror of the 
situation lay still heavy on me. When I raised my head, 
and looked behind, the red light at the tail of the train 
was already far in the distance. As for meeting the 
passenger-train, it had also passed; but I had not heeded 
it, though it had doubtless added to the terrific noise 
which for some time stunned me. 

I rose up, and walked on, calling upon my dog. But 
no answer, — not so much as a whine. I remembered 
its sudden howl. It must have been crushed under the 
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wheels of some part of the train. It was no use search¬ 
ing for my little companion; so I proceeded, anxious to 
escape from the perils of my situation. I shortly reached 
the shaft which I had before observed. There was ample 
room at either side of the rails to enable me to rest there 
in safety. But the place was cold and damp, and streams 
of water trickled down the sides of the shaft I resolved, 
therefore, to go on upon the down- line; but, the tunnel 
being now almost filled with the smoke and steam of the 
two engines which had just passed, I deemed it prudent 
to wait for a short time, until the road had become more 
cleared, in case of any other train encountering me in 
my further progress. The smoke slowly eddied up the 
shaft, and the steam gradually condensed, until I consi¬ 
dered the road sufficiently clear to enable me to proceed 
in comparative safety. I once more, therefore, plunged 
into the darkness. 

I walked on for nearly half an hour, groping my way: 
my head had become confused, and my limbs trembled 
under me. I passed two other shafts; but the light 
which they admitted was so slight, that they scarcely 
seemed to do more than make the “ darkness visible.” 
I now supposed that I must have walked nearly the whole 
length of the tunnel; and yet it appeared afterward that 
I was only about half-way through it. It looked like a 
long day since I had entered. But, by and by, a faint 
glimmer of lights danced before my eyes; and, as I 
advanced, I saw it was the torches of the workmen, and 
soon I heard their voices. Never were sight and sound 
more welcome. In a few minutes more, I had joined the 
party. But I felt quite unmanned for the moment; and 
I believe that, sitting down on one of the workmen’s 
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tool-boxes, I put my hands over my eyes, and — I really 
could not help it — burst into tears. 

I never ventured into a tunnel again without an invo¬ 
luntary thrill of terror coming over me. — Youth*s 
Cabinet. 


CHRISTMAS EVE AT THE ORPHAN ASYLUM. 

Our little city readers know that a large building stand¬ 
ing back from Washington Street, with a pretty court¬ 
yard in front, is the Female Orphan Asylum. There, a 
great number of little girls, who have lost one or both 
parents, are taken care of, fed, clothed, and taught, not 
only to read, write, and cipher, but to sew, to knit, and 
to take care of the house, until they are able to support 
themselves. There are at present, in this excellent insti¬ 
tution, ninety children, from three to fourteen years of 
age. Not one of these had ever seen a Christmas-tree, 
and very few had ever heard of one. 

Some of the ladies who have the charge of the institu¬ 
tion determined that they would give these children the 
pleasure of seeing one. There is a large playroom in the 
upper story of the house, where the children play in 
stormy weather. In this room the tree was placed, and 
hung with some little gift for each child, and with a bag 
of sugar-plums for each. It was then lighted with 
colored candles. The children came marching in, to the 
sound of a piano, and made three large circles around 
the tree. It was a pleasure to see the delight and sur¬ 
prise expressed in their countenances. Their teacher 

7 * 
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played a lively tune; and they danced around the tree, 
singing as they went. Then they stood still, and sang 
another song; and then the distribution of the gifts 
begun. 

The smaller children had theirs first. Some of them 
did not know what to do when their names were called, 
and stood, looking very much surprised, until they were 
pushed forward by the older children toward the lady 
who was distributing the gifts. Then it was beautiful 
to see them showing to each other what they had ob¬ 
tained, or hugging up the book or toy, and dancing for 
joy. One little girl, about twelve years of age, had a 
pretty copy of the “ Pilgrim’s Progress,” with which she 
was overjoyed. They all sat down at length, under the 
tree, and examined their gifts. Not one dissatisfied 
voice was heard; no one said, “ Yours is prettier than 
mine; ” but every child was entirely pleased and 
happy. 

But these children had another pleasure too, and 
even a better one than the presents they had received. 
They gave away a present too. They had knit their 
singing-teacher two nice warm pair of socks and pair 
of woollen gloves. Some kind friend had sent in a 
pretty little image of a sheep and some lambs. This, too, 
they thought must be given to him; and I have no 
doubt he values these gifts more than any he received. 

There were doubtless a great many Christmas-trees 
and parties in Boston that night, — trees where the gifts 
were most costly, and parties where the little guests were 
dressed in gay clothing; but we know there was not one 
more beautiful than this. We know there was not one 
where the spirit of Him whose faith was thus joyously 
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commemorated was more truly in the midst, and where 
the Christ-child, if the old German fable were true, 
would so readily have folded his glittering wings, and 
taken up his abode. Editor. 


STORIES ON THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 
no. n. 

u Thoa ihalt not make onto thee any graven image, or the likeness of any thing 
that is in heaven above, or in the earth beneath, or in the water under the 
earth; thou shalt not bow down to them nor worship them: for I the Lord 
thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the chil¬ 
dren unto the third and fourth generation of them that hate me, and showing 
mercy unto thousands of them that love me and keep my commandments.” 

The sabbath evening had come round again, bringing 
with it as sweet a feeling of rest, and as lovely a sunset, 
as the last; and I was in my accustomed seat, watching 
the changeful sky, and as ready as Annie to listen to our 
mother’s pleasant voice, as we had listened a week be¬ 
fore. Papa had not returned from church; the children 
were with nurse; we had the library quite to ourselves; 
and Annie lost no time in proffering her petition. 

“I know the second commandment quite by heart, 
mother,” said the eager little voice; “but I can't see 
what it means. Why, we, mother, you and father, — 
and I know you wouldn’t do any thing wrong, — have 
pictures and busts, and seem to think so much of them; 
and Kate draws every day; and all my books have en¬ 
gravings in them, and they are ‘ likenesses of things in 
heaven and earth; ’ and the statuettes are 1 graven 
images.’ ” 
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Mother smiled. “Yes, certainly, dear: I should be 
very sorry to do without such pleasant and refined things 
as pictures, and be still more sorry to 1 do wrong.’ But 
you have mistaken the meaning, Annie. Our wise and 
kind Father never intended to deprive us of the enjoy¬ 
ment of so pure and elevating a thing as art, but that 
we should not bow down and worship things created 
instead of the Creator , — that we should not desert the 
living God, and hew out for ourselves idols from wood 
and stone. You have read how displeased God was with 
the Israelites when they set up a golden calf in the wil¬ 
derness, and worshipped it; and you remember what 
Mr. Corcoran, the missionary who lectured to your sab¬ 
bath school last winter, told you of the deplorable con¬ 
dition of the millions of heathen in different parts of the 
world, who have never heard of the true God, and the 
good and gentle Jesus, whom little Christian children 
love, but who bend the knee to idols which are the work 
of their own hands. This is what our Father meant in 
uttering this command that we should not worship these 
images, not that we should not create them to adorn our 
homes, and elevate our taste by the presence of beauty 
and genius which he himself inspires. 

Annie sat very still for a few moments; then she said, 
earnestly, — 

“ Mother, it seems very strange that any one should 
worship any other god than the one you have always 
taught me to love. Did you ever see any one who wor¬ 
shipped any other, — I don’t mean loved any thing else 
better than God, as the girl you told me about last Sun¬ 
day, but who really prayed to any other god ? ” 

Mother paused and sighed deeply before she replied. 
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“Your question, Annie,” said she, “has awakened a 
memory that has long lain silent in my heart. Yes, 1 
onoe knew such a one, — an idolater, but a most pure 
and unconscious one. She was a young girl of my own 
age (and I was fourteen then), whom I knew at school, 
and whom I loved next best to the dear ones at borne. 
She was not a native of this country. Her mother died 
when she was a little baby; and her father brought her 
to America from Italy a year before I knew her. I 
remember very well the first day she came to school, — 
how painfully shy and timid she seemed; and yet how 
we girls thought her so strangely beautiful, with her 
great dark eyes and braids of heavy black hair, and her 
half-foreign dress; that we stared at her pertinaciously, 
and almost rudely, and made her the sole theme of our 
recess gossip. The teacher chanced to give her a seat 
at my desk, and we soon became firm friends and con¬ 
stant comparisons. My sisters complained, playfully, 
that I cared for no one now but this Florentine girl, — 
this Cecilia Carnsi, as she w r as called. All the school 
loved her, for that matter; for she was gentle and loving 
herself, and her talent was as remarkable as her beauty. 
Such a glorious voice she had ! It was our dearest plea¬ 
sure, as we gathered together under the trees at inter¬ 
mission, to listen to her singing the sweet melodies of 
her own sunny Italy, as she poured forth the most ex¬ 
quisite music with perfect ease and grace, and with a 
modest unconsciousness that lent additional charm. She 
had a real genius for painting too; and her drawings 
invariably carried off the premium at our examinations. 
Once, as we walked home together after school, as I was 
telling her how much I admired a little sketch she had 
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made that afternoon, she smiled at my enthusiasm, and 
said, in her musical, broken English, that she did not 
know how much I loved pictures before, — that hers 
were poor things; but, if I would go to her father’s 
studio, she would show me some that were worthy of 
my admiration. I assented eagerly; and we hastened 
down the village street, till we reached her home; and 
she led me up flight after flight of stairs, quite to the 
top of the house, into a strange, shadowy skylight- 
room, which was her father’s atelier. The walls were 
covered with unframed pictures; pencils and palettes 
were scattered round; a statue of a woman gleamed 
white from a curtained recess; and at an easel in the 
midst sat Signor Carnsi, painting. She presented me 
to him. He was a tall, dark man, with a stern face, that 
grew very bright when he looked on her. The father 
and daughter lived together here, and were inexpressibly 
dear to each other. He saluted me briefly. Cecilia 
spoke a few words to him in their own language, and, 
after a while, came up to me, as I stood watching curi¬ 
ously the rapid progress of his pencil, as he added a touch 
here and there to the unfinished landscape on the easel; 
and, leading me to a comer of the room, she drew away 
a curtain, revealing a little inner room, whose walls were 
hung with beautiful pictures. * Here, here! ’ said she; 

1 look at this, — this, our pride, our love! ’ I followed 
her glance, and stopped before a frame, in the centre of 
which stood what seemed a living, breathing woman, so 
lifelike was the coloring, so natural the form and attitude. 
An exquisite child sat on the floor, smoothing, with dim¬ 
pled hands, the snowy plumage of a dove which nestled 
to his bosom, and heavenly eyes uplifted to his mother’s 


Digitized by ^.ooQie 


THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 


83 


tender, holy face. I stood silent with excess of emotion, 
until Cecilia spoke, almost tearfully. 

“ ‘ My father intended it for the Madonna and the child 
Jesus,’ said she: ( but he painted it from my mother 
and myself, as copies; and, after she died, he always 
called it her likeness. And I, — ah, how I love it! 
I love my mother and the blessed Virgin both tenfold 
more from thinking of them always together through 
this picture. Ah, holy Mary, blessed mother! ’ she 
exclaimed, her face all glowing, and her beautiful eyes 
suffused with tears, and falling prostrate before the pic¬ 
ture. 1 Sweet queen of heaven, bless thy child, and 
make her love for thee bring her to thee in paradise at 
last! ’ I was shocked, — this was so solemn, yet so 
wrong; so earnest, yet so sinful. ‘ 0 Cecilia! don’t, I 
beg of you! Please get up! ’ I exclaimed, endeavoring 
to raise her from her knees; but she waved me decidedly 
away, and poured forth a long, passionate prayer, in 
which she lavished the most exalted, the most endearing, 
epithets upon the mother — the frail, human mother — 
of Jesus, but made no mention of the Son himself. 
After a while, she rose; and I said it was growing dark, 
— I must hasten home, — and bade her good-by. I 
wanted to be alone to think over it all. After that, there 
was always a painful feeling blending in the love I felt 
for Cecilia, which, however, only deepened its intensity. 
We were always together. She sang for me, she made 
me sketches, and talked to me for hours of her native 
Florence on the sunny banks of the Arno. I always 
longed to speak to her on the one great subject in which 
I knew she had made the grand mistake of her life; and 
once I did. We had a long, an earnest, talk. I im- 
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plored her never again to pray to Mary, pure and lovely 
virgin though she was, ascended saint though she is; but 
she heard me with such bitter pain! I was evidently 
wounding keenly her holiest, most treasured feelings. 
She pleaded so passionately, so commandingly y that I 
would never again try to unsettle her childhood’s faith, 
— her equal love for the Son and mother, her holy 
memory of her own mother, — that I ceased, and we 
only wept together. Poor Cecilia! she is asleep now in 
her native land. She has been many years dead, and 
many years, I trust, in heaven. 

“ But, Annie, papa is coming. Shall I stop now 1 ” 

SISTER KATE. 


POLAR REGIONS. 

February, the shortest month, is usually the coldest in 
the year, — so cold, that we love to keep near the warm 
fire, and listen to pleasant stories. Perhaps it might be 
interesting to you to hear a little about cold countries, — 
countries where the winter lasts six or eight months. 
Dr. Kane, the famous Arctic voyager, who has lately 
returned from his second Polar expedition, has given us 
some very strange and beautiful accounts of the different 
marvels he witnessed there. The long Arctic winter, in 
which the sun does not appear for months, is lighted with 
the most beautiful auroras. We have very fine displays 
of this phenomenon with us; but, in those Northern 
countries, the light is often strong enough to read by, 
and is Colored like the rainbow. 

Men, in the strong cold, become bleached to the color 
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of a freshly peeled potato, and present to each other an 
almost ghastly appearance. Dr. Kane says that it re¬ 
quires a long time to become accustomed to the effect 
of the cold. A man, for instance, will take off his mit¬ 
ten, and place his hand on the metal of his gun. In an 
instant, his hand becomes frozen to it; and, if he* at¬ 
tempts to pull it away, a part of his skin is left on the 
gnn. So with drinking. If a person touches his lips 
to the drinking vessel, they become glued to it, so that 
they are detached with a great deal of difficulty. 

The first day on which the sun rises, it remains above 
the horizon only one minute, and immediately sets again; 
and, when the days grow longer, the sun does not pur¬ 
sue a path in the heavens, overhead, but seems to go 
round the horizon. 

Only a few Esquimaux inhabit the northern regions 
of this continent. They live in houses of logs, with a 
kind of long moss stuffed into the cracks to keep out the 
cold. A bench runs around three sides of the room, 
which serves for bed, table, chairs, shelf, and for almost 
every purpose. The fire is in the centre of the apart¬ 
ment ; and a tub, with sealskins curing in it, is always 
in one corner, and is very offensive in its odor to those 
who are not accustomed to it. 

It sometimes happens that an Esquimaux goes out in 
his boat, or kayack; and, as he steers among the floating 
ice-floes, suddenly the wind changes, the fields of ice 
begin to move in* another direction, and drive him far 
away from his home and family, to which, perhaps, he 
can never return. Again: these ice-fields sometimes 
close in around his frail boat, and crush him in an in¬ 
stant. 
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We advise all our young readers, who can obtain the 
book, to read Dr. Kane’s account for themselves. It 
gave us, when we read it, shortly after its first issue 
from the press, a more vivid idea of the coldness, the 
peril, and at the same time of the beauty, of the Polar 
regions, than any thing we had ever before seen. Any 
intelligent boy or girl of ten years and upward will find 
a great deal both to interest and instruct in this well-told 
narrative; though there are, of course, parts of the book 
which are beyOnd a child’s comprehension. Not the 
least interesting portion is that which relates to the 
action of the ice, but which the shortness of our article 
will not permit us to speak of. Read it, we beg of you, 
and especially those who are inclined to grumble at cold 
weather. editor. 


THE CAMEL. 

The camel forms the principal wealth of the Arab: 
without it he could never attempt to penetrate the vast 
deserts where it lives, as its remarkable power of drink¬ 
ing enough water at one draught to serve it for several 
days enables it to march from station to station without 
requiring to drink by the way. The peculiar structure 
of its stomach gives it this most useful power. In its 
stomach are a great number of deep cells, into which 
the water passes, and is then prevented from escaping by 
a muscle which closes the mouth of the cells. When 
the camel feels thirsty, it has the power of casting some 
of the water contained in these cells into its mouth. 
The habits of this animal are very interesting. A re- 
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cent traveller, the Rev. J. H. Pollen, says of them, 
u My principal experience in camels has been daring my 
travels through the Arabian desert. I followed, after 
some interval of time, the route of the Hajji, the Mecca 
pilgrimage. 

“The temper of the camel is, in general, not very 
amiable. It is unwilling, jealous, and revengeful to the 
last degree. Of this latter quality curious tales are 
told: one, which was fully believed by the Arab that 
narrated it to me, was as follows: A certain camel- 
driver had bitterly insulted (t. e., thrashed in some igno¬ 
minious way) the animal under his charge. The camel 
showed a disposition to resent; but the driver, knowing 
from the expression of its eye what was passing within, 
kept on the alert for several days. One night, he had 
retired for safety inside his tent, leaving his striped 
abbaya, or cloak, spread over the wooden saddle of the 
camel outside the tent. 

“ During the night, he heard the camel approach the 
object; and after satisfying himself by smell or other¬ 
wise that it was his master’s cloak, and believing that 
the said master was asleep beneath it, he lay down, and 
rolled backwards and forwards over the cloak, evidently 
much gratified by the cracking and smashing of the sad¬ 
dle under his weight, and fully persuaded that the bones 
of his master were broken to pieces. After a time, he 
rose, contemplated with great contentment the disordered 
mass, still covered by the cloak, and retired. 

“Next morning, at the usual hour for loading, the 
master, who had from the interior of his tent heard this 
agreeable process going on, presented himself to the 
camel. The disappointed animal was in such a rage, 
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said my informant, on seeing his master safe before him, 
that he broke his heart , and died on the spot! 

“ I had once to cross a very high range of rocks, and 
we had very great difficulty in getting our camels to face 
the steeper part of the ascent, though any horse would 
have made very light of it. All the riders had to dis¬ 
mount; and the laden animals made the bare, rocky 
solitudes ring to the continual and most savage growls 
with which they vented their displeasure. It is well, on 
these occasions, to keep out of reach of their long necks, 
which they stretch out, and bring their teeth within dan¬ 
gerous proximity to the arm or side of any one but their 
master. 

“While being laden, they testify their dislike to any 
packet which looks unsatisfactory in point of size or 
weight, as it is carried past them; although, when it is 
once on their backs, they continue to bear it with the 
patient expression of countenance, which, I fear, passes for 
more than it is worth. All camels are loaded kneeling, 
and can go from twenty-four to sixty hours without rest, 
or more than a few mouthfuls of food, which they can 
crop off a thorny bush as they pass, or a handful of bar¬ 
ley given them by their master. Parts of the desert 
are strewn with small, dry, drab-colored plants, thorny 
and otherwise, which the camels continue to crop as they 
walk, jerking the rider not a little. 

“ They are very sparing of drinking. I have taken 
camels for eleven or twelve days without a drop of water. 
All of them did not drink even when we came to water; 
nor did any drink a large quantity, or seem disturbed by 
the want of it, although the sun was very powerful, and 
we travelled twelve or thirteen hours daily. 
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“ At first, they are difficult to ride. The rider mounts 
while the animal is kneeling, and sits, like a lady, with 
the right leg round the fore-pommel of the saddle. In 
rising, the camel suddenly straightens the hind-legs 
before moving either of the fore-legs; so that, if the 
rider is unprepared, he will be jerked over its ears. It 
moves the legs of each side alternately, occasioning a 
long, undulating motion, which sways the rider to and 
fro from the loins. The motion, however, is soon 
learned; and, when fatigued, the rider can change sides, 
or shift his posture in various ways. 

“ Sometimes a traveller places his whole family, wife 
and children, in one pannier fastened to the saddle, puts 
himself in another pannier fastened on the opposite side, 
and then falls in with a caravan, and accompanies it. 

u Dromedaries, the finer and better-bred camels, have 
sparer frames and more endurance, and are'principally 
led by the Bedouins of the desert. They also object 
either to going up or down a hill. 

“ They are fond of kneeling, at night, just behind the 
ring of Arabs who squat round the fire; and they stretch 
their heads over their masters’ shoulders, to snuff up the 
heat and smoke, which seem to content them vastly.” — 
Forrester's Magazine . 


THE HIGHLANDS. 

During our absence the last summer, one of the most 
agreeable excursions that we made was amid the High¬ 
lands of Scotland. To one familiar with the mountain 
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and lake scenery of America, there is not much of 
novelty in the mountains and lakes of the Highlands, 
except that the former appear more bald and bleak, and 
the latter more clear and tranquil. As you pass over 
their smooth water, you seem to look into its deepest 
depth, and discern its pebbly bottom;-and you cannot 
but admire the beautiful images formed on its mirrored 
surface by the shadows of the surrounding hills. You 
will also be attracted by the irregular form and bold out¬ 
line of the lake shores : here is a deep-shaded inlet, and 
there is a bold headland jutting out into the water. 

While we waited one bright July afternoon, at the 
eastern extremity of Loch Katrine, for the steamer that 
was to take us up the lake, we strolled along the shore, 
and soon struck into a bridle-path which winds its way 
along the general direction of the northern shore, some¬ 
times coming down to the very verge of the water, and 
then striking off into some glen densely shaded with the 
white birch and fir, or over some craggy steep, where 
the toilsome ascent is rewarded with an enchanting view 
of the lake beneath our feet, and of the solemn hills 
that perpetually stand as sentinels over it. During our 
stroll of an hour or two, we were every few moments 
greeted by the rapturous exclamation of some one of our 
party, calling our attention to a new-discovered beauty 
of prospect. We surveyed each little recess and pro¬ 
montory with a childish curiosity. 

While some gathered treasures for their cabinet, of 
minerals or herbarium, and some shouted to the top of 
their voice that they might hear its oft-repeated echoes 
among the hills, others, more poetically inclined, repeated 
stanzas from the “ Lady of the Lake,” and endeavored, 
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in what they actually saw, to trace the truthfulness of 
Sir Walter Scott’s scenic delineations. To such, the 
interest of the occasion was not at all diminished by the 
appearance, around a jutting crag, of a young lady oh 
horseback, riding at a rapid pace over the uneven and 
flinty road. A voice exclaimed, “ See the Lady of the 
Lake! ” She did not notice us, but rode with an easy 
grace on an indifferent-looking but easy-paced steed. 
Her face was flushed from the excitement of the ride; 
she was plainly but tastefully attired; and her whole 
bearing was such that it was no unpleasant idea to asso¬ 
ciate her with the “ Lady of the Lake.” Were we not in 
a fairy-land ? and did not the fairy-lady preside over the 
scene that had been made immortal by her presence ? 
From this revery we were hardly awake, so a3 to deter¬ 
mine whether we were in a land of dreams or of realities, 
when the lady reined up her steed; and, standing a while 
to gaze on the laughing lake, she retraced her path, 
and, returning, again passed near us. To our salutation 
she returned a graceful acknowledgment, and disap¬ 
peared from our view. If “The Lady of the Lake” 
rowed her light canoe more skilfully than our lady of 
the lake rode her black horse, she is justly entitled to 
her fame. 

We had wandered far, but were not weary, when, in 
the distance up the lake, we saw the approach of the 
steamer that was to take us up on its return. We 
hastened back to the place of embarking, and were soon 
on board and on our way. The sun was still high in the 
west; and we would have ample time to complete the 
tour of the lake before nightfall. 

The sail up the lake presents a succession of the most 
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beautiful views that can be imagined. Every hill has 
its name, and every high rock its story. The eagle 
circles about the top of Benvenue, while the wild goats 
climb where there is scarcely room for the soles of their 
feet. Here and there is a sheltered nook, where the 
mountain shepherd has built his stone cottage; but, with 
these exceptions, there are no traces of human abodes. 
The scene is closed by a west view of the lake, which is 
ten miles long; and the prospect is bounded by the 
towering Alps of Arrochar. 

Arrived at the west end of the lake, we found that a 
moorland region, traversed by a rugged path five miles 
in length, intervened between us and Loch Lomond, on 
whose shores we wished to spend the night. Shaggy 
Highland ponies were in attendance, and pony-carts to 
carry us over. We were soon on our way, — some on 
carts, some on saddles, and some on foot, their baggage 
being sent forward. We passed a smoky hut in the 
valley between Loch Katrine and Loch Lomond, in 
which is exhibited a Spanish musket, six feet and a half 
long, once the property of Bob Boy, whose original 
residence was in this lone vale. We also saw the hut 
where it is said that Ellen McGregor, Bob Boy’s wife, 
was born. Near by this hut were men and women, in 
full Highland costume, at work in a field of hay. After 
our ride over the moor, which, with the exception of 
some of the lower valleys, was covered with heather, we 
arrived at Inversnaid Mill on Loch Lomond. 

A few rods from the hotel, a little rivulet comes tum¬ 
bling down over precipitous rocks, and forms a milky 
cataract, which is the scene of Wordsworth’s beautiful 
poem, the “Highland Girl.” 
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One afternoon, while tarrying at this place, we crossed 
oyer the rivulet, and strolled up the mountain-side. At 
the distance of about a mile, we approached a Highland 
hut, which stood alone and solitary on the bleak emi¬ 
nence that commanded a broad view of Loch Lomond, 
and of the towering peak of Ben Lomond. Here were 
no fences to be seen, and nothing to denote the presence 
of civilization but the low stone walls of the hut, with 
it3 thatched roof and two little windows of four panes of 
seven-by-nine glass, and a little potato-patch and cow¬ 
house near by. 

As we approached, we saw a robust and intelligent- 
looking girl, apparently about twenty years old, standing 
in the door, and watching intently our movements. 

Having a curiosity ourselves to see the interior of the 
lowly dwelling, we entered into conversation with her. 
She treated us courteously, and replied to all our inqui¬ 
ries with a dignified self-possession that many a mistress 
of a proud drawing-room might envy. What though 
her feet were bare, and her garments coarse and home- 
spun ; they were clean, and appropriate to her mode of 
life. The glow of health was on her cheek; and her 
whole manner betokened an active, intelligent mind, and 
a cheerful and buoyant heart, 

She pointed out the beauties of the surrounding 
scenery with an appreciative taste; told us the history 
of her father’s family; and, while she was entertaining 
us, her father, an old man of more than seventy years, 
approached from his day’s toil with a scythe on his 
shoulder, and, with a courteous tip of his hat, joined our 
circle. 

He said his name was McFarland : this, too. was the 
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name of Wordsworth’s “ Highland Girl; ” and, for 
aught we knew, she was of the same family. He was 
born in that hut: his father and grandfather and great¬ 
grandfather were born and died there. It had been in 
the family one hundred and twenty-five years, and 
during that time had not been repaired, except to be 
thatched anew from time to time; and the furniture had 
not been changed. He expected himself to die there ere 
long; and then his son would take it It belonged to 
the estate of the Duke of Montrose, as do all the lands 
for miles about there. They paid an annual rent of five 
pounds for the cottage and potato-patch, and pasturage 
and hay for the cow. 

We were kindly invited to go into the cottage and 
drink a glass of milk. We gladly accepted the invita¬ 
tion; for we were curious to see the interior. There 
were two rooms, separated by a partial partition: a fire 
of turf was burning in a rude fireplace, sending out its 
smoke in every part of the room. Instead of a chimney, 
there was an opening in the thatch, through which part 
of the smoke escaped. The rafters, and every object in 
both rooms, were literally japanned with crystallized 
smoke, and shone like glass in the dim light. Instead of 
floor, there was the hard earth, smoothed by the wear of 
many generations, but still damp and gloomy. The fur¬ 
niture was simple and well worn. The dingy crockery 
and pewter platters adorned a “dresser” in the corner. 

By the fireside, with her knitting in hand, sat the old 
lady, who for fifty years had been the companion of her 
husband in that lowly hut, and who was full of cheerful¬ 
ness and good-humor. She read to us from her Gaelic 
Bible and Psalm Book, and told stories in her broad 
Scotch till the smoky roof resounded with our laughter. 
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Away over the loch, ten miles distant, they attend 
church on the sabbath. To us it would seem that their 
home-comforts must be few. Their dwelling is a fair 
sample of many Highland cottages which we afterwards 
entered. Luxuries the Highlanders have none, and 
even comforts are few; yet they are contented with 
their lot, and are a cheerful, intelligent, and worthy peo¬ 
ple, affectionate in their families, loyal to their queen, 
and true to their church. — Merry's Museum. 


A COMMON FAULT. 

There is a fault, common among school-children, which 
is generally known by the name of “ muttering.” It 
often spoils an otherwise good scholar. Now, we are 
unwilling to believe that a child would persist in this 
habit if he saw clearly that it was wrong. It has be¬ 
come, at last, fixed upon him; and though his teacher, 
as often as he repeats the offence, takes measures to cor¬ 
rect him, yet it does him no permanent good. Now, if 
there are any “ mutterers ” among our little readers, we 
hope they will read carefully what we have to say to them. 

We are quite sure that none of our readers would 
deliberately say to a teacher, “Who cares for you?” 
and yet<it is the spirit of such a speech that they show 
when they look angry, and murmur. In nine cases out 
of ten, they are dissatisfied with themselves. They have 
lost their rank in the class through inattention or negli¬ 
gence ; they have learned a lesson imperfectly, or they 
have delayed their time for going to school; and then, 
when the necessary consequences of their own neglect fall 
upon them, they are angry. 
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Now, why does the teacher govern by rewards and 
punishments ? Because it is necessary for the good of 
his pupils. He must take measures to secure punctu¬ 
ality, order, and good recitations. The rules are not for 
his benefit. Often it pains him very much to be obliged 
to enforce them; and then, when his pupil looks upon 
punishment as if it were a gratification of the teacher’s 
ill-will to him, and murmurs to himself what he dare 
not say openly, do you not think that teacher must feel 
grieved 7 He feels that his punishment has not attained 
its end. It has made the child angry instead of being 
sorry. 

But suppose, for a moment, that the teacher is mis¬ 
taken, — that he has supposed you to be in the wrong 
when you are not; will muttering mend the matter? 
Will it not be best to wait till he is at leisure, and then 
to state v to him the case as it was, and ask to he excused 
from the penalty ? 

Anger, kept and nursed within the bosom, is like a 
hidden fire. It smoulders a while, and then bursts out 
all the more fiercely. So, if you cherish this habit of 
silent anger, your heart is kept constantly in a wicked 
and sinful state; and you may be led, before you are 
aware, to utter some word, or commit some act, the con¬ 
sequences of which you will bitterly regret. 

Break the habit up at once. Do not allow yourself 
to do it again. Break it up for your teacher’s sake, 
— whom you ought not willingly to grieve, — but es¬ 
pecially for your own, as ill-will is a terrible guest in 
one’s bosom. Break it up, and you will never wish to 
return to it again. If you learn to acquiesce cheerfully 
in your own punishment, you are in a fair way not to 
need punishment at all. • editor. 
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We think even our boy-friends, who enjoy skating, 
sliding, and coasting so much, will §ay that they have 
had, during the past winter, as much as they wished, 
and will be very glad to welcome the spring again. 
And yet March is hardly spring. It often brings us 
snow and sleet, and always rude and boisterous winds. 
But then the sky is of a clear, deep blue; and here and 
there, in the sheltered patches, a few blades of grass 
spring up; and the days are quite long. The high wind, 
on a bright day, brings with it a great deal of vigor and 
of freshness. We have not outgrown our childish delight 
in facing a high wind, and in letting it disarrange our 
whole dress while we danced along. It is the thought of 
spring which makes these winds and this clear sky so 
pleasant. You have all enjoyed our winter of unusual 
cold; you have had snow to your hearts’ content; and 
you are now ready for spring. The snow, as most of 
you know, serves the earth as a warm blanket, and pre¬ 
vents the frost from reaching down to the seeds, and the 
roots of the trees, which are in the ground. This blanket 
has been so thick this year, that we may hope for a har¬ 
vest of unusual plenty. We almost envy those of our lit¬ 
tle readers who live in the country the pleasure of finding 
the first tiny wind-flower or houstonia or the May-flower; 
but we forget that this pleasure will not come for another 
month, and even longer. But certainly they may now see 
the “ green meadows and brown furrowed fields re-appear¬ 
ing.” March is a good month to study in. The bright 
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winds make our minds quick and active; and thoughts of 
out-door frolics do not come in to disturb the attention. 
Let us all look forward with happy hearts to the return of 
spring; not forgetting Him by whose promise it is “ that 
seed-time and harvest, summer and winter,” do not fail. 


Ay, let them say that thou art wild, 

That from thy hand the tempest flies; 
But ever, from a very child, 

I’ve loved thy clear and deep-blue skies. 


I love thy keen and searching air, 

And thy rude snow-gusts, chill and bleak : 
I only think of thee as fair, 

And in thy cold winds playmates seek. 


Thou nourishest the first green blade 
Kindly, within some sheltered nook, 
And oft from that small spire hast made 
A better tale than written book. 


Thou hast a smile and cheerful face 
For those who look on thee aright; 

And, in thy rude and witching grace, 

More lovely thou than months more bright. 


Then let them say that thou art wild, 

And that thy winds are harsh and cold: 

For me thy sun has ever smiled, 

And still I love thee as of old. 

EDITOR. 
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Monkeys possess a very large share of sagacity, and 
have the power of acting in concert with each other to 
an extent that renders them very dangerous as bodies, 
although comparatively insignificant as individuals. They 
make regularly organized descents upon orchards and 
other cultivated grounds, and contrive to do an incredi¬ 
ble amount of mischief in a very short time. It is said 
that they will silently strip the trees of their fruit, and 
convey their ill-gotten spoils into their own domains by 
passing it from hand to hand along the line of monkeys, 
which have arranged themselves at regular distances from 
the forest to the orchard. This, however, is scarcely 
authenticated enough to be admitted without further 
proof. 

They seem devoted to mischief, and apparently under¬ 
take a mischievous task purely from a love of mischief 
itself, without the hope of gaining any thing, and fre¬ 
quently even when they are perfectly certain of being 
punished for it. My readers will doubtless remember 
the exploits of that monkey whose numerous tricks are 
related by Basil Hall in his “Fragments.” The cun¬ 
ning animal would wait at the hatchway, with a hand¬ 
spike in his hands, until he heard some one mounting 
the steps, when he would let the handspike drop clatter¬ 
ing down the ladder, and immediately take to his heels. 
The aggrieved party below, on finding his shins consi¬ 
derably scarified by the falling handspike, naturally 
enough vowed vengeance against Jacko, who would sit 
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in the rigging, alternately screaming with delight at his 
successful bit of mischief, and chattering with fear at the 
punishment which he knew would inevitably follow. 

These tricks he would constantly play, until even the 
forbearance of the sailors would be exhausted; and 
Jacko was submitted to court-martial, tried, and con¬ 
demned to suffer certain lashes. This he resented 
greatly, and, on more than one occasion, bit several of the 
sailors rather severely. The captain accordingly issued 
his mandate that the monkey should be thrown overboard; 
but the sailors, unwilling to lose their favorite, consulted 
with the assistant-surgeon, who, by depriving the mon¬ 
key of his sharp teeth, rendered him quite harmless. 
Indeed, it would have gone to the sailors’ hearts to lose 
him, as he was instructed to play most of his tricks on 
the marines, between which body of men'&nd the sailors 
there is always a feud. The unfortunate animal at last 
lost his life by his love of mischief; for, on seeing the 
doctor very busily making calomel pills, he naturally 
thought he must value the substance at which he was 
working so hard. Accordingly, directly the doctor’s 
back was turned, he pounced on the entire mass of pills, 
and, cramming them into his pouch, scudded off to 
the mast-head, where he was captured just as he had 
swallowed the last portion of the stolen property. He 
had abstracted enough calomel pills to dose the whole 
ship’s company, and of course his constitution was not 
proof against the poison. In spite of every remedy, he 
died in a short time after he had swallowed the fatal 
pills. 

It may appear singular that so small an animal could 
8tow away so much in his cheeks; but the capability of 
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a monkey’s pouches is almost as inscrutable as the appe¬ 
tite of a dragon-fly or a schoolboy. I have more than 
once endeavored to fill the pouches of a monkey to over¬ 
flowing, but have never yet succeeded in so doing. A 
friend of mine, however, by selecting one of the smallest 
monkeys in the cage at the Zoological Gardens, and pur¬ 
chasing a large bag full of enormous nuts, did succeed in 
giving the little animal such a number of nuts that its 
pouches could contain no more. At last, after endeavor¬ 
ing in vain to insert another nut into the over-filled 
receptacles, it turned out the entire contents into its 
hands. Immediately it was surrounded by the other 
monkeys, who had been indignantly watching the appro¬ 
priation of so many nuts by so insignificant a member of 
their society; and numerous were the hands that endea¬ 
vored to snatch some of the unfortunate little monkey’s 
property. The persecuted creature made its way to a 
shelf, deposited its burden, and covered it with its two 
hands. This ruse certainly guarded the nuts from the 
depredations of the surrounding monkeys, but effectually 
prevented the conveyance of any of them to the mouth 
of their legitimate owner, as, the moment that one of the 
hands were lifted off*, half a dozen paws were instantly 
thrust forth, and the unfortunate little monkey — suffer¬ 
ing as many human creatures do from a superabundance 
of wealth, for which all its relations were persecuting it 
— was forced to replace its hand, and content itself with 
showing its teeth, and chattering vigorously at its assail¬ 
ants. Suddenly a bright thought struck it. It pushed 
all the nuts up into a corner, watched an opportunity 
when its persecutors were not on their guard, suddenly 
turned round, and sat on them. Then, looking with an 
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air of triumphant defiance at the baffled fortune-hunters, 
it drew the nuts, one'by one, from beneath its person, 
and cracked them with great composure and dignity. 

A baboon has been known to cram into its cheek- 
pouches a lady’s purse, gloves, and handkerchief, of 
course with no other object in the world than mischief, 
as a monkey is an excellent judge of what is good to eat, 
and is not at all likely to be deceived into the idea that 
a purse, gloves, and handkerchief are eatable, however 
delicately scented the latter may be. 

When monkeys are in captivity, they always endeavor 
to be noticed by visitors, partly for vanity’s sake, and 
partly because they hope for certain donations of nuts, 
apples, and other dainties. Their jealousy is easily 
excited, and knows no bounds, if they imagine that their 
rival is getting more than his fair share of the good 
things. I was once a witness to a most absurd scene of 
jealousy. 

A few years ago, one of Wombwell’s well-known col¬ 
lections visited Oxford, and, as usual, exhibited a large 
allowance of monkeys. These little animals exercised all 
their ingenuity in attracting the notice of the visitors, in 
order to obtain some of the nuts, cakes, &c., which they 
saw the elephant receiving. One particularly lively 
monkey had attained to considerable eminence in his art, 
and used to monopolize no small portion of the various 
delicacies. Suddenly he failed to procure his usual sup¬ 
plies, and saw, with great indignation, that most of the 
visitors, particularly the ladies, had turned their atten¬ 
tions to the next cage. This, of course, excited his 
jealousy and curiosity, and he exercised all his endeavors 
to discover the cause of his desertion. At length, by 
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dint of great perseverance, he contrived to poke out a 
knot in the board which divided their partitions, and, on 
looking through, discovered that the inhabitant of the 
adjoining tenement had lately been blessed with a baby. 
That unfortunate baby-monkey instantly became the 
object of his unremitting persecution. He watched it 
through his knot-hole; he put his hand round the cor¬ 
ner, and tried to pinch the poor little animal; he picked 
the keeper’s pocket of the food that ought to have gone 
to the rival; and, in fact, spent his time in devising new 
annoyances. The mother, all this time, was perfectly 
acquainted with the evil designs of her neighbor, and 
carefully kept her baby away from the dangerous corner 
where the monkey’s hand was continually intruding itself. 
In a short time, the little one was suffered to go about 
by itself, and its untiring enemy redoubled his exer¬ 
tions. 

At last, his time of revenge arrived. One day, he 
was observed to pay more attention than usual to his 
peep-hole; and, after long and patient watching, he was 
seen to commence that peculiar vibrating movement 
which generally prefaces a monkey’s mischief. Sudden¬ 
ly his eye was withdrawn from the knot-hole, his hand 
thrust through quick as lightning, and withdrawn, bring¬ 
ing with it the tail of the unfortunate little monkey on 
the other side of the partition. He fixed his feet firmly 
on each side of the knot-hole, and tugged away at his 
rival’s tail, alternately screaming with delight, and chat¬ 
tering with fear at the punishment which he well knew 
would follow. The poor baby-monkey, on being assaulted 
in such an unexpected manner, set up a most heart-rend¬ 
ing outcry; on hearing which, its mother flew to its 
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assistance, and, seeing her offspring apparently fastened 
to the wall, seized it by its arms, and pulled with all her 
might in order to release it. The aggressor chattered, 
the mother remonstrated, and the baby screamed, until 
the outcry drew the attention of a keeper, at whose ap¬ 
proach the aggressor loosed his hold of his victim’s tail, 
and crouched into the farthest corner of his cage, where 
he displayed exceeding ingenuity in avoiding the cuts of 
the keepers whip. 

It was fair-time at Oxford, and Womb well’s was, of 
course, a great attraction, and the monkeys, as usual, 
were much appreciated by the visitors. Among the 
spectators was a boy of about twelve or thirteen, who 
had deemed it necessary to pay due honor to the fair by 
appealing in a new cap. He, among others, had been 
attracted by the ludicrous antics of a cage full of mon¬ 
keys; and, in his delight at their wit and activity, he 
approached too near the wires. Instantly the ready 
hand of a monkey seized his much-prized cap, dragged 
it through the bars, and held it in triumph for the inspec¬ 
tion of the other inhabitants of the cage. The keeper 
immediately came to the rescue; but the monkey, who 
appeared to be perfectly acquainted with the length of 
the keeper’s whip and arm, retreated to the further cor¬ 
ner of the cage, twisted the crown of the cap up like a 
rope, bit a great circular piece out, and flung it at the 
former owner. This process was continued until he had 
disposed of the entire cap, with the exception of the 
leather shade. This made him very angry; and he 
danced about the cage in great indignation, biting and 
tearing at it without the slightest effect. At last, he 
seemed to consider it a hopeless business, and consoled 
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himself with using it as a missile against the spectators 
who were watching his proceedings. 

It is very amusing to give a monkey something which 
he does not quite understand. The air of supreme wisdom 
and indifference with which he at first views it soon yields 
to the spirit of curiosityj so deeply seated in monkeys as 
well as in men; and he examines it with cautious fear, 
but soon either declines meddling with it altogether, or 
else despises it as a weak invention of the enemy. There 
are always some monkeys kept in the Botanical Gardens 
at Oxford, and these creatures afford a never-failing fund 
of amusement to those who walk in the gardens. Every 
one goes to look at the monkeys : some tease them by 
poking them with sticks, pelting them with 3mall stones, 
or, what seems to irritate them more than any thing else, 
by grinning at them, — an art which some of the under¬ 
graduates possess in great perfection. 

The monkeys are particularly fond of the leaves that 
are blown within their reach, and appreciate them almost 
as much as they do orange-peel. 

A few days before these lines were written, a great 
humble-bee, that had maimed itself, was pushed into the 
monkey’s cage. Of course, it set up a tremendous buzz¬ 
ing, which immediately drew the attention of the mon¬ 
keys. They were evidently completely upset by the 
entrance of such an unwonted intruder. Banquo’s ghost 
himself could not have caused more dismay than did the 
great humble-bee among the monkeys. They approached 
it with great care, always dashing up the sides of the cage 
at every fresh ebullition of the humble-bee, and looking 
down at it with intense horror. At last, one of them, 
after considering the matter, picked up a piece of paper, 
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that, among other objects, had been inserted into their 
cage, and, with a dexterity that a grocer might have 
envied, twisted it up into a sugar-loaf form. He then 
approached the humble-bee, which was lying on its back, 
spinning round and round, and making an extraordinary 
hubbub, swept it into the paper receptacle, twisted it up 
with astonishing rapidity, and patted and rolled it about 
until the hums of the enclosed bee were most effectually 
stopped by being mashed into a pulp. When this end 
had been attained, the monkey took up the paper con¬ 
taining the triturated bee, and flung it through the rail¬ 
ings with all its strength. 

The same monkeys were particularly perplexed by a 
snail that had made its way into their cage. They sel¬ 
dom ventured to put their fingers near it; but when it 
began to crawl, and waved its head and horns in the air, 
the temptation was irresistible, and they accordingly just 
pushed it with the tips of their fingers. On feeling the 
cold slimy surface of the snail, and seeing it retreat 
within its shell, they looked, with the most ludicrous dis¬ 
may, first at the ends of their fingers, and then at the 
retreating snail. — Selected . 


“EVERY CLOUD HAS A SILVER LINING.” 

Some of our little readers are doubtless familiar with this 
proverb and its application; but perhaps they do not all 
apply it to themselves. Among little people, as well as 
among their elders, there exist a large class who see, not 
the silver lining, but the dark and ugly cloud. This 
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class of persons are fitly named fault-finders . In fact, 
it seems the business of their lives to see only what is 
disagreeable and unpleasant; and, even when some friend 
who does see the “silver lining” points it out to them, 
they refuse to look at it. 

Among these are a large number of grumblers at the 
weather, — those who find it too hot, too cold, too wet, 
or too dry; never considering that all these extremes are 
needful to furnish man with food, and to preserve him in 
health. 

We were never more forcibly struck with the absurdity 
and wickedness of this species of fault-finding than about 
a year and a half ago. Some of you will perhaps remem¬ 
ber, that, during the summer before last, in the months 
of July and August, there was a great drought. No 
rain fell, as week after week passed by. The corn was 
shrivelled and brown, and every field seemed scorched as 
if by fire. Farmers fretted, and sighed over their grain; 
and everywhere people shook their heads, and prophesied 
a famine. But the cloud had a silver lining, and a very 
bright one too. When the farmers began to dig their 
potatoes, they found none of the blight upon them which 
had spoiled for many years the larger part of the crop. 
They gathered them into their barns in great abundance, 
and they remained sound, and of excellent quality. Then 
it was seen that the drought had been exactly what was 
needed for the potatoes. The wet weather of previous 
summers had caused the blight, and the dry weather had 
put an end to it. Potatoes have always formed a great 
part of the sustenance of the poorer classes ; and, in this 
way, the all-wise Being had provided for the needy, and 
rebuked those who were not willing to trust him. 
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Children feel much disappointed when they have been 
anticipating any enjoyment of which they are necessarily 
deprived. Very few of them have learned to wear the 
same pleasant smile, when the shower compels them to 
lay aside the hats or bonnets which they have taken for 
the proposed ramble, as they would have done when set¬ 
ting out upon it. The dark cloud covers every thing, — 
even their own faces. They do not see how the thirsty 
earth drinks in the rain, nor observe what a pleasant 
sound the falling water-drops make. Nay, often foolish 
girls and boys try to spread the dark cloud* by being 
cross and uncomfortable at home, annoying their elders 
with their fretfulness and discontent, and teasing their 
younger brothers and sisters till the little ones are as 
cross as themselves. 

How much better would it be to see the silver lining, 
to remember that there are pleasant things to be done at 
home, that there is a new book to read, or that such a 
rainy afternoon is the right time to finish that scrap-book 
of pictures for the baby, or to mend that torn kite, or to 
arrange the books on the book-shelves, or to make dolly 
that new dress which some careful mamma or elder sister 
cut out so long ago l 

You may think, children, that it is a very little thing 
to neglect to see this silver lining: but your happi¬ 
ness during your lives will very greatly depend upon it 
Clouds will come when you are older, — heavy clouds, 
such as overspread the sky of every one who lives; and, 
if you have not seen the silver lining to the little fleecy 
ones of childhood, will you be likely to find it in these? 
Will a child who frets half an hour, because he has 
bumped his head or cut his finger, be preparing himself 
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for the endurance of a long fit of sickness by and by? 
Will a little girl, who cries because she cannot go to walk 
with a schoolmate, see the silver lining to the dark cloud 
that must come by and by, when God takes away from 
earth some one she dearly loves ? 

Let a friend, who can speak from experience, assure 
you, that, the earlier this lesson is learned, the easier it 
will be. If you learn early to look on the bright side, 
you will always do so; in sickness, your body will not 
be half so conscious of suffering as the mind of the gentle 
tones and loving attentions of those around you; and in 
all the events of life, whether they come directly from 
the hand of the Father, and his finger seems to point to 
the silver lining, or whether they seem to have been 
brought about by human means, this power will be a 
support and comfort when every thing around you fails. 

EDITOR. 


“ WHO’S AFRAID 1 ” 

Lord Howe, when a captain, was once hastily awakened, 
in the middle of the night, by the lieutenant of the watch, 
who informed him, with great agitation, that the ship was 
on fire near the magazine. “ If that be the case,” said 
he, leisurely putting on his clothes, “ we shall soon know 
it.” The lieutenant flew back to the scene of danger, 
and again returned, exclaiming, “ You need not be afraid: 
the fire is extinguished.” “ Afraid ! ” replied Howe : 
“ what do you mean by that, sir ? I never was afraid 
in my life.” And, looking at the lieutenant full in the 
face, he added, “ Pray, how does a man feel when he is 
afraid ? I need not ask how he looks.” — Selected . 
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“Frost on the windows ever so thick! great seaweed 
patterns, and coral patterns, on every pane! ” cried 
Emma, as she peeped up from her comfortable bed. 
“ But I don’t care, Mr. Japk Frost; for it is New Year’s 
Day, and I rather think I shall have some presents, — 
one, two, three, certainly, perhaps four. George did 
not give me one last year, but I guess he will this. Who 
cares for cold weather ? ” 

Emma did care a good deal usually; but now she 
sprang out of bed, thought it very good fun to break 
the ice in her water-pitcher, laughed heartily because the 
chattering of her teeth made her say such queer, stutter¬ 
ing words to her sister, and was holding her numbed 
fingers to the fire before breakfast was on the table. 
Then came the usual joke. “ There is your breakfast, 
Em,” said her brother George, gravely: “it is all the 
breakfast you are to have. I hope you have no dys- 
pepsy.” 

Full of glee, Emily caught up the little parcel he laid 
on her plate, and screamed with delight as she displayed 
a new silver thimble. “How did you know what I 
wanted? I trod on mine last week, and father shaped 
it out, to be sure; but it does pinch me so! Oh! I 
thank you a hundred times over, you dear Georgy! ” 

“ Once will do, especially if you will please not to call 
me Georgy.” 

“Oh! I forgot; I did not mean to. But what is 
this ? 0 mother! half a dozen nice linen pocket-hand¬ 
kerchiefs for me to hem, all marked with my name! 
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Just what I need, mother dear! Mine are beginning to 
tatter.” 

“Got a dictionary to lend me, Emily? I want to 
find that new verb.” 

Emily did not hear him; for now her father advanced 
upon her on one side with a new geography and atlas, 
while her sister slipped into her pocket a pair of woollen 
wristlets she had just knit for her. And Emily could 
not help exclaiming all breakfast-time, “ How could you 
all know exactly what I wanted most ? Oh, how happy 
I am ! ” 

And now she was getting Feady for school. The com¬ 
fortable blue-and-white wristlets were drawn on; she 
was hugging up the new atlas, dilating on the deficien¬ 
cies of the old worn-out one she had been using. “You 
know, mother, it was quite an old edition, too, — full of 
mistakes, the United States are so different now from 
what they used to be when my brother Timothy went to 
school. Why, Timothy must be thirty years old, — 
isn’t he ? I can’t remember his age; for he has been in 
the East Indies ever since I was a little girl. You know 
he had that old atlas; and then George and Maria ”- 

Here she was interrupted by the appearance of an¬ 
other little parcel, which her mother produced from a 
huge work-basket. It was labelled, “Aunt Harriet 
wishes her dear Emily a contented New Year.” 

“ Why, mother! another present for me ? Why, that 
is five! I never had but four in my life before. A nee- 
dlebook, a morocco needlebook, I declare! Was there 
ever such a beauty ? Only look, Maria ! how complete ! 
needles, cunning little scissors, tape-needle, emery-bag, 
and a place for a thimble! If my new one would only 
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fit! It does ! I declare it does ! Dear, dear, dear Aunt 
Harriet how kind ! She must have made it on pur¬ 
pose, — didn’t she 7 ” 

“ Yes, my child: she thought you would value it so 
much more because she made it; and she borrowed the 
thimbte, to make a place that would fit it, and took a 
great deal of pains You see how beautifully it is 
made.” 

“ Indeed it is. I never saw any thing like it. Well, 
mother, I never had five presents before; and I am so 
happy! May I carry my needlebook and thimble to 
show the girls at school 7 Thank you ! You must not 
wonder if I jump through the snow-banks, I am so happy. 
Why didn’t Aunt Harriet wish me a happy New Year 7 
Everybody does. Good-by ! ” And away she went, 
looking joyously back to her mother and sister, as they 
watched her scampering through the cold, frosty morn¬ 
ing- % 

Was it another little girl of eleven who came home 
that day at noon 7 No, it was the same; but in a mood 
so different, she could hardly be called the same. She 
came slowly into the house, was a long while hanging her 
garments in the entry-closet, and presented a face at last 
which might well have furnished an artist with a portrait 
of Discontent. 

“ What’s the matter now] ” exclaimed Mr. Burroughs. 
“ Have you trod on your new thimble, or lost your new 
atlas in a snow-bank 7 ” 

“ I almost wish I had,” muttered Emily. 

“ Emily!” said her mother. “Is that the way to 
speak of your father’s gift 7 ” 

“ Well, mother, I do wish he had given me any thing 
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but a school-book, the girls did laugh so at my calling a 
common school-book a New Year’s gift They said that 
was real mean; for he was bound to supply me with 
grammars and geographies, and such things; and they 
wondered he did not give me a bunch of slate-pencils. 
And such presents as the other girls had, mother! Jane 
Slater had ever so many; and Lucy Clarke had a gold 
thimBle, and a pair of bracelets, — a black one and a 
gold one; and Susan Forbes had a set of furs, and as 
many as a dozen books, I should think; and Lucy Jones 
had an elegant workbox, full of every thing, and a port¬ 
folio, with a lock and key, and ever so much note-paper; 

and- 0 mother! I can’t remember half the things 

they told about; and they brought a great many to 
school, and were showing them about, and were so proud 
and so happy! ” 

“ And were not you as happy this morning ? ” 

14 Yes, mother. I didn’t know what sort of presents 
the other girls would have; but I had the fewest of any. 
I don’t think there was a girl in school who had less than 
ten or h dozen; and such presents too! You have no 
idea how much some of them cost. And Caroline Clarke 
said she had thirty-two: only think of that! To be sure, 
she is a minister’s daughter, and I suppose the parishion¬ 
ers gave her some. She told us what they all were, and 
some of them were just useful things like mine. I won¬ 
der she was not ashamed to tell of them; but she said, 
right out before all the girls, that she liked them best 
But there was Laura Graves, — the richest girl in school, 
mother: her father gave her such a splendid ring! and 
her mother gave her a mosaic pin, — Florentine mosaic, 
they said it was. And she had a gold pencil, and such 
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elegant worked pocket-handkerchiefs, — 0 mother ! I 
told of mine when I first went into school; and I know 
the girls were laughing at me, — I know they were! ” 

And here Emily’s vexation found vent in a flood of 
tears. 

“1 would rather see you cry than hear you talk in 
such a strain,” said her father, gravely. And they sat 
down to a dinner made cheerless by the silent tears and 
sullenness of the youngest daughter. 

Just after dinner, Mrs. Burroughs called Emily into 
the kitchen. She found a little girl, who had brought a 
large basket of shavings to sell, standing shivering by 
the fire. Her hands were blue, and her bare feet peeped 
through her ragged shoes and stockings; and a thin, old 
shawl was her only outer garment, half covering a faded 
calico gown. 

“Emily,” said Mrs. Burroughs, “would you like to 
give this poor child a pair of your old shoes ? I asked 
her just now how many New-Year presents she had had; 
and she looked very much surprised, and said, ‘ None at 
all .’ ” 

Emily looked at the wretched little figure, who seemed 
hardly to understand what they meant, and went silently 
to her chamber for the only pair she had to give away. 
They were very shabby, but much better than those 
taken off, whose soles and bodies, as George remarked, 
were about to part. The evil spirit still possessed 
Emily: and, as she stooped to tie the shoe over which 
the benumbed little fingers fumbled in vain, she said, 
“ Why don’t your mother mend your stockings 1 ” 

“ She hasn’t got no needles nor thread,” said the 
child. 


Digitized by Google 



MORNING, NOON, AND EVENING. 


115 


“ Would she mend them if she had?” asked Emily. 

“ She used to mend them, ma’am; but she broke two 
of her needles, and she lost Miss Pratt’s big darner down 
a crack in the floor; and now Miss Pratt won’t lend her 
another, and she’s only got two little needles in a bit of 
flannel: they ain’t big enough for nothing. And she 
can’t buy any yarn, neither.” 

“ Why, it would not take much to buy a needle and a 
skein of yarn,” persisted Emily: “the cents mother 
gives you for your shavings to-day would buy it all.” 

The child looked ready to cry. “ We want it to buy 
milk for the baby; and then there’s coal, and something 
for the rest of us to eat; and the rent, ma’am, worst of 
all while father’s sick abed.” 

Emily looked at her mother: the discontented counte¬ 
nance began to soften. 

“ It is all true, Emily,” said Mrs. Burroughs. “ Your 
father and I know the family. The man used to saw 
wood for us before George was old enough to do it; and, 
since the poor fellow has been sick, we have been to see 
him; and yesterday we paid three dollars for his rent, 
which we might have spent on a New Year’s gift to our 
Emily, if we had supposed she would prefer it. We 
could not afford to do both.” 

Emily’s eyes began to fill with a different sort of 
tears; and, as she stood musing, her hand involuntarily 
touched the new morocco needlebook in her pocket. 
“Ah, mother!” exclaimed she, “my old needlebook is 
full of needles! May I ? may I ? ” 

Mrs. Burroughs understood, and answered with a nod; 
and Emily flew up stairs again, returning this time with 
cheerful haste, and holding out to the little girl what had 
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been a very gay crimson needlebook, made of flannel 
covered with ribbon, and well stocked with needles of all 
sizes. “You shall have one present,” said she, as the 
child took it with a look of perfect admiration and de¬ 
light. 

“ I think I have got two,” said she, holding out one 
foot; “and I’m sure Pm very much obliged to you, 
miss.” 

Emily’s heart warmed still more as she saw how wel¬ 
come were her own cast-off articles; and she added, 
“ I’ll go to work this very evening, and mend up a pair 
of my old stockings for you, if you’ll come and get them 
to-morrow.” 

“ Thank you, ma’am: I’ll come, certain.” 

From the parlor window, Emily saw the shavings- 
seller running briskly off with a happy face, looking at 
her red needlebook with a curious satisfaction; and then 
Emily listened — surprised, humbled, and made wiser — 
while her parents explained to her that a small salary 
and hard times compelled them to rigid economy, and 
that they had hesitated about sending her to an expen¬ 
sive school, among rich girls, but had decided that they 
must economize in other things, and give her such an 
education as would qualify her for a teacher; and they 
had anticipated, from her discontented temper, that she 
would have such trials as this day had brought, but had 
hoped so to deal with her that the trials would bring only 
wholesome discipline, and develop her better nature. 

That night, Emily was again rejoicing over her five 
gifts, as she sewed for the poor child who had only an 
old pair of shoes and needlebook; and she thought of 
the many and splendid presents of her schoolmates with 
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a satisfaction which showed that the singular wish of her 
Aunt Harriet’s morning salutation, if not at noon, had 
been answered at night New Year’s Day closed upon 
her in a spirit of content . L. j. h. 


A SKETCH OF THE HISTORY OF SWITZERLAND. 

(Concluded from p. 62.) 

By the treaty of Westphalia, in 1648, the republic of 
Switzerland was declared to be a sovereign State, exempt 
from the jurisdiction of the empire; but, as time rolled 
on, new perils arose. After a peace that had endured 
for ages, war was declared by the French republic, in 
1798, against the confederated cantons; and the latter 
levied an army of twenty-six thousand men. A French 
general forthwith entered the territory of Berne, dis¬ 
placed the ruling families, possessed himself of the trea¬ 
sures of the State, and proposed a new constitution, 
which was designed to change the government from a 
federal to a united republic. The larger cantons, trust¬ 
ing to gain an ascendency under the new system, were 
inclined to acquiesce; but the smaller States, attached 
to their time-tried institutions, assembled in arms, ap¬ 
pointed Paravicini as their leader, and, drawing the 
French general into an ambuscade, by a signal defeat 
arrested his career. This victory enabled the Swiss to 
conclude a treaty, whereby the small States agreed to 
accept the new constitution, provided their internal ad¬ 
ministration continued as before. But the canton of 
Underwalden refused to agree to the terms; and thither 
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was marched a large body of French troops, accompanied 
by artillery. 

The hardy peasantry were not to be daunted. On the 
8th of September, 1798, began a battle which lasted till 
the following evening. The Swiss, ardent for liberty and 
warm with patriotism, fought with desperate valor. 
Brandishing clubs and spears, they encountered the 
muskets and bayonets of the invaders, and answered 
the thunders of artillery with huge fragments of rock. 
Yain, however, was the stern resistance of the gallant 
mountaineers; for, the town of Standtz being taken, the 
houses in its charming valley were given to the flames, 
and the inhabitants massacred without respect to age or 
sex. 

After this terrible disaster, all Switzerland subscribed 
to the new constitution; Lucerne was selected as the seat 
of government; and a close alliance was formed between 
the Helvetic Republic and the French Directory. But 
the French oppressed the Swiss, and the Swiss sighed 
for their ancient laws and institutions. Rushing to arms, 
in 1802, the inhabitants of the cantons, with the impetu¬ 
osity of their ancestors, wrested Zurich, Friburg, and 
Berne from their foreign masters, and nominated Aloys 
Reding as their chief. At this crisis, Bonaparte, pro¬ 
claiming himself their mediator, ordered that all hostili¬ 
ties should cease. The Helvetic Diet remonstrated: but 
the appearance of an army of thirty thousand men, 
under Ney, silenced their complaints; and the publica¬ 
tion of a mediatorial decree suppressed the national inde¬ 
pendence of Switzerland. 

But a few years wrought a marvellous change in the 
face of Europe: the mighty emperor fell, and Switzer- 
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land obtained deliverance. After the peace of Paris, in 
1814, her ancient form of government was restored; 
and, by rendering the allied and subject districts integral 
parts of the republic, the number of cantons was in¬ 
creased from thirteen to twenty-two. In 1830, their 
respective governments, alarmed at the signals of tumult, 
propitiated popular feeling by reforming abuses, and thus 
added strength to the guaranties of freedom. — Selected . 


“THEREFORE ALL THINGS WHATSOEVER YE WOULD THAT 

MEN SHOULD DO TO YOU, DO YE EVEN SO TO THEM; 

FOR THIS IS THE LAW AND THE PROPHETS.” 

Do not turn over the leaf, children, when you see the 
familiar golden rule at the head of this article. We do 
not now intend to draw your attention to it in its highest 
sense, but only in one of its manifestations. In that 
excellent new book, “ Out of Debt, out of Danger,” by 
“ Cousin Alice,” the little heroine wishes for some rule, 
like a rule in Latin grammar, which she might learn once, 
and then be always lady-like. A friend, a few years 
older than herself, tells her that there is such a rule, — 
a golden one. 

A great many boys and girls would be very much 
amazed to find this a true rule of politeness; but, never¬ 
theless, it is the best that ever has been or ever can be 
given. True politeness springs from a desire to see 
those around you comfortable and happy. If we do 
to others as we would have them do to us, we shall 
endeavor to make them so. This rule of politeness 
entirely forbids “company manners.” It would make 
children polite at home as well as abroad. We have 
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known a great many children who would behave well at 
a party, who would wait till the plate of cake was 
passed to them, and would take the least tempting piece, 
who, at home, would quarrel with a brother or sister for 
the brownest slice of toast. We have known children, 
who, in company, would readily consent to play a game, 
which, if proposed in recess at school, they would refuse 
to join. 

These children had not been taught that politeness is 
only another form of love. They imagined it was some¬ 
thing they put on with their best dress, or their best 
jacket and pantaloons. They did not know that true 
politeness is almost a virtue, and can best be cultivated 
by an unselfish regard to the welfare of others. 

Do you not see, children, that strict attention to the 
golden rule would make your voices low and pleasant, 
that you might not disturb others; would make you yield 
cheerfully the cushioned arm-chair, the seat by the fire 
or by the open window; would make you refrain from 
doing any thing which would hurt another 1 

If you still doubt, try it for one day. Bear about 
with you the golden rule into all your studies and sports. 
Let it be your companion when you sit down and when 
you rise up. You will find, that, with this monitor, you 
cannot be indifferent to the happiness of others; you 
will be obliged to consult it before your own; and you 
will find that the truest Christian will have the truest 
politeness: not that artificial varnish and polish which 
sometimes pass for such, and which many possess who 
do not take the Bible for the guide of their life; not the 
counterfeit, but the pure gold of the golden rule, which 
will shine the brighter the more it is used. 

EDITOR. 
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AN HOUR IN THE REPTILE-ROOM. 

I nbvbr could find it in my heart to love snakes of any 
kind. I take them, the whole race of them, to belong 
to the unlovable portion of the animal kingdom, if there 
is such a portion; and certain it is that serpents are 
pretty generally hated. Still, I confess to a liking for 
looking at the different members of the family, when I 
am quite sure that I can do so with safety; and I confess, 
moreover, that, during the day I spent at the Zoological 
Gardens in London, nothing interested me more, on the 
whole, than the magnificent saloon appropriated mainly 
to reptiles. There is probably a larger collection of ser¬ 
pents in this room than can be found anywhere else in 
the world; and the conveniences for keeping them, and 
exhibiting them to advantage, are, I suppose, unparalleled. 
Immense glass cages are appropriated to each species, 
sufficiently spacious, in every case, to allow the inmates 
to enact their respective parts, some of which are tragic 
enough. 

There is an almost endless variety of form and color 
in these serpents. Some of these exotic pythons and 
boas are monsters. One of them, they told me, weighed 
one hundred and fifty pounds. In their cages, a tree of 
considerable dimensions is placed; and on this tree they 
frequently repose, the tail coiled round one of the boughs. 
Others were sleeping soundly on a mat at the bottom of 
their glass house. Most of the different animals in the 
entire gardens are fed at a stated time; and those persons 
who are disposed to witness the manner in which the 
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various species capture their prey, and eat, can have an 
opportunity of doing so. When the hour arrived for 
feeding the boas, an immense crowd assembled, all eager 
to behold what, in itself, is an exceedingly unpleasant 
sight. The boa that was fed this time was not of very 
great dimensions, and the animal assigned him for his 
dinner was comparatively small. It was a hare. Poor 
fellow ! if ever I pitied a dumb creature in my life, — 
and I believe I have known something of that feeling, — 
it was that innocent hare. As soon as he was placed in 
the cage, he seemed to comprehend at a glance the 
extreme danger of his position, and to have considered 
himself a lost hare. He -shrunk- timidly away into a 
comer of the cage, and shook as if he had the ague, at 
the same time crying piteously. What were the exact 
thoughts which passed in that hare’s mind during the 
very few moments left him for contemplation, I suppose 
we have not the means of knowing; but I am sure he 
seemed begging for mercy of his powerful enemy. I 
could almost hear him whine out something like this lan¬ 
guage : ,c Pray, don’t kill me, Mr. Boa, or Mr. Python, 
or whatever great monarch I have the honor to address; 
for I am a poor innocent rabbit. I never offended you. 
I never had an unkind feeling toward you in my life.” 
And then, perceiving the huge monster by no means 
moved to pity, but was rather moving to quite a different 
purpose, methinks I heard him say, “ Nay, great prince; 
I am too mean an animal to presume to enter your 
august throat. I am but a little scapegrace of a hare. 
In yonder pool there is a seal, a very fat seal, who would 
please you much better.” 

The serpent coiled his tail closer around one of the 
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highest boughs of the tree, and gradually raised his head, 
displaying a pair of eyes that seemed to look right through 
the little shivering hare. 

“That seal”—the hare is supposed to go on with 
his plea — “ is worthy of your majesty’s favor. He — 
oh ! pray, noble sir, spare ”- 

But there was no pity in the breast of that monster; 
nor did he seem to have been moved in the least by the 
arguments of the hare, if such as I have surmised were 
used on the occasion. Quick almost as a flash of light¬ 
ning, the boa had leaped down from the tree; and, in 
another instant, the poor hare was folded in the embrace 
of death. The serpent gradually drew tighter the coils 
in which he held his victim, still retaining his hold of the 
bough of the tree, until he appeared to be satisfied that life 
was extinct, when he made preparations for — you know 
the rest One thing, however, which is charged to the 
account of his race, he neglected to do. He did not pre¬ 
pare his victim for the feat he performed in connection 
with him by any such process as we have so often heard 
of. I was glad to find that death took place so soon after 
the victim was seized. I don’t believe the poor hare 
lived a minute after the serpent pounced upon him. 

There were several large rattlesnakes in this room, 
and I know not how many venomous serpents. Some of 
them were clad in a beautiful dress, and their eyes were 
perfectly fascinating. Here I saw several species of the 
Cerastes , one of the most deadly serpents ip the world. 
One species of this genus, called the Egyptian asp, is sup¬ 
posed to be the same that Queen Cleopatra used to destroy 
her life; that is, if the story of her death is true, which 
many of the wise ones doubt. This serpent, when free* 
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in its native country, generally lies just below the sur¬ 
face of the sand, through which the hornlike appendages 
above the eye may then be seen peering above the sur¬ 
face. Not the slightest motion indicates the existence of 
life below them, until, perhaps, some little unsuspecting 
inhabitant of the desert happens to come along that way. 
Then, in an instant, the head of the serpent is raised 
above his ambush, the jaws are opened wide, and the 
fangs erected from the sheath in which they are ordina¬ 
rily embedded. Swift as an arrow is the stroke of the 
serpent The subtile poison mingles with the victim’s 
blood, and in about one hundred seconds it is dead. 

A gentleman, who once visited this reptile-room at 
night, says that the inmates played a great many pranks 
which cannot be seen in the daytime. He represents the 
spectacle at that season as full of terrible interest 
“ About ten o’clock one evening,” says he, “ in company 
with two naturalists of eminence, we entered that apart¬ 
ment. A small lantern was our only light, and the faint 
illumination of this imparted a ghastly character to the 
scene before us. The clear plate glass which faces the 
cages was invisible; and it was difficult to believe that 
the monsters were in confinement, and the spectators 
secure. Those who have only seen the boas and pythons, 
the rattlesnakes and cobras, lazily hanging in festoons 
from the forks of the trees in the dens, or sluggishly 
coiled up, can form no conception of the appearance and 
actions of the same creatures at night. The huge boas 
and pythons were chasing each other in every direction, 
whisking about the dens with the rapidity of lightning, 
sometimes clinging in huge coils round the branches, 
anon intwining each other in massive folds; then, separat- 
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ing, they would rush over and under the branches, hiss¬ 
ing, and lashing their tails, in hideous sport. Ever and 
anon, thirsty with their exertions, they would approach 
the pans of water, and drink eagerly, lapping it with 
their forked tongues. As our eyes became accustomed 
to the darkness, we perceived objects better; and on the 
uppermost branch of the tree, in the den of the biggest 
serpent, we perceived a pigeon quietly roosting, appa¬ 
rently indifferent alike to the turmoil which was going 
on around, and to the vicinity of the monster whose meal 
it was soon to form. In the den of one of the smallest 
serpents was a little mouse, whose panting sides and fast- 
beating heart showed that it at least disliked its com¬ 
pany. * During the time we were looking at these crea¬ 
tures, all sorts of noises were heard. A strange scratching 
at the glass would be audible: it was the carnivorous 
lizard, endeavoring to inform us that it was a fast-day with 
him, entirely contrary to his inclination. A sharp hiss 
would startle us from another quarter; and we stepped 
back involuntarily as the lantern revealed the inflated 
hood and threatening action of an angry cobra. Then a 
rattlesnake would take umbrage, and, sounding an alarm, 
would make a stroke against the glass, intended for our 
person. The fixed gaze from the brilliant eyes of the 
huge pythons was more fascinating than pleasant, and the 
scene, taking it altogether, more exciting than agreeable. 
Each of the spectators involuntarily stooped to make 
sure that his trousers were well strapped down; and, as 
if our nerves were jesting, a strange sensation would every 
now and then be felt, resembling the twining of a small 
snake about the leg8. ,, — Woodworth . 

11* 
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“BLESSED ARE THE PURE IN HEART; FOR 
THEY SHALL SEE 000.“ 

A group of children were running about, wild with glee 
at the various pleasures of a picnic in the summer woods. 
Some were eagerly hunting for flowers, some bent upon 
following the sparkling brook to its source, others were 
playing hide-and-seek among the trees, while others still 
enjoyed most a scamper across the sunny fields. 

There was one among them, a little girl of happy but 
thoughtful look, who for a while pursued the same sports 
as the rest, and with the same hearty enjoyment But 
she was always kind and gentle, helping the weak, wait¬ 
ing for the slow, and always acting unselfishly. But, 
at last, she seemed to grow tired of the loud laughter 
and gayety of her companions; and when, at length, a 
new game was started, she slipped aside, and ran down 
a shady path alone. 

Here she was soon joined by her mother (for the chil¬ 
dren were accompanied by their parents). She found 
her daughter standing alone, on a kind of cliff, where 
the wood ended. The prospect from here was quite exten¬ 
sive : fields, rocks, and stream, all lay bright and beauti¬ 
ful in the sunshine ; the birds were singing overhead; 
and the air was full of little insects, dancing in the 
light 

“What are you thinking about, Mary?” said her 
mother. 

The little girl looked round quickly. “ 0 mother, 
how beautiful it all is! how good God is to give us such 
a lovely world! ” 
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“ And do you love to think of him, when you see all 
this pleasant prospect ? ” 

“ Oh yes, indeed, mother! I should not enjoy it half 
as much without thinking of him. Does not this bright 
sunshine seem like his smile? And these little birds, 
— how happy they are ! Do you remember my hymn, 
mother, — 


•« It was my heavenly Father’s love 
Brought every being forth ” ? 

Then see, just see, all these flowers ! it seems as if he 
had put them here for us to find.” And Mary stooped 
down to gather them. 

But, while they were gathering the flowers and talking 
about them, the sun suddenly became clouded; the birds, 
one after another, ceased their songs; the insects disap¬ 
peared ; and a low muttering of thunder was heard in 
the distance. The party hastily collected, and sought 
shelter in a shed, which protected them from the rain, 
which now began to fall. The lightning flashed very 
bright, and the thunder rolled with its heavy crash over¬ 
head. Many of the children, and some of the older peo¬ 
ple, were much alarmed; but Mary stood silently gazing 
out at the storm, watching the lightning, and holding 
her breath with awe to listen to the thunder. “ How 
grand, how beautiful, it is! ” said she, at last, pressing 
her mother’s hand. 

“ Grand! beautiful! Why, Mary, are you not fright¬ 
ened? ” exclaimed two or three of the children. 

“ No,” said Mary, “ not at all: it seems as if God 
were so very near.” 

“ But supposing the lightning should strike you ? ” 
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“Why, then,” said Mary, in a very low tone, “it 
would seem as if God took me.” 

Her mother made no remark; but she thought, 
“Blessed indeed are the pure in heart;” for they can 
see God in the sunshine and the storm. And her mo¬ 
ther was right: Mary was most truly one of the “ pur© 
in heart.” She had not learned to dread the thought of 
that omnipresent eye which looks into the heart; for, in 
her heart, she kept no thought which she wished to con¬ 
ceal from Him. She had not, by light or irreverent use 
of his name, accustomed herself to any but the highest 
and holiest ideas of God. He was, toJier, indeed a hea¬ 
venly Father. She loved to think that he was ever near 
her; she felt that he sympathized in all her pleasures 
and pains. She told him, with a true childlike trust, all 
her wants, confessed her faults, and asked his forgive¬ 
ness. Her spirit was truly one of those of whom our 
Saviour said, “ They do always behold the face of my 
Father who is in heaven.” 

Mary’s life was for many years a very happy one. 
Her parents loved her very dearly, and they were rich 
enough to be able to gratify all her reasonable wishes. 
She had health and strength, the best opportunities for 
education and for enjoyment As she grew up, her 
mother often felt much anxiety lest these things should 
fill all her thoughts, and lead her, “in the multitude of 
gifts, to forget the Giver; ” for, unnatural as it is, it is 
still true, that, the more God gives us to enjoy, the less 
we often think about him or thank him. But it was not 
so with Mary: she kept her purity of heart through all 
the temptations to vanity and selfishness which she met 
with; therefore she was not led to think of her advan- 
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t&ges and pleasures as her right: she took them all as 
gifts of love from her Father in heaven, thanked him 
for every new means of happiness, and saw his love in 
the love of her parents and friends. 

She could still, as when a child, see God in the sun¬ 
shine; but will she be able to see him in the storm? 

The trial was near at hand. One day, when return¬ 
ing from a walk, Mary was met by a frightened horse, 
which rushed wildly out of a cross-street; and, before she 
could escape, she was knocked down and trampled upon. 
She was carried home senseless; and, for a long time, 
they thought she was dead: but at last she opened her 
eyes, and smiled faintly on the anxious faces round her bed. 
But her injuries were very severe, and the physician felt 
convinced that she could never be wholly well again. 
Her first words about the accident were, “ Mother, it 
would not have happened unless God had pleased: so it 
must be for my good; and I hope I shall never complain.” 
And she never did, either by word or look, even when 
suffering the most. She could see God's hand in it all, 
and never for a moment doubted his love. She was so 
gentle, so thoughtful for others, so grateful for every act 
of kindness, that it was a pleasure to wait upon her, or 
even to be in her room. Her mother was her devoted 
and loving nurse. But God’s hand was again laid on 
this family. Her mother was removed by death, after a 
brief sickness, while her life seemed almost essential to 
her poor sick daughter. 

Poor Mary! this was the hardest trial of all; for her 
mother had always been her dearest earthly friend. How 
happy was it for her now, that she had never been sepa¬ 
rated, by sin or indifference, from her heavenly Parent! 
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Sorrow only brought her nearer to him; and, though 
she shed very bitter tears at her loss, there was not one 
feeling of distrust or repining. The storm which broke 
over her head did not terrify her, nor hide God from her 
sight. 

But Mary was not long to be separated from her mo¬ 
ther. She was rapidly approaching that season which 
.so many look forward to with fear and trembling. 
Her health was never restored after her accident; and, 
at length, she seemed gradually sinking away. She 
knew it herself, but felt no fear. She talked freely of 
death: she felt that God was very near her; that he 
would never leave her nor forsake her, even when she 
should “ walk through the valley of the shadow of death.” 
Sin had not so clouded her sight that the way looked 
dark and gloomy; but the light of the happy home 
beyond seemed to shine upon the whole of the path. 

As she was dying, she turned her eyes upon her 
father, who stood by her side, hushing his own grief that 
he might listen to every word she breathed, and said, 
“ Father, I shall soon see God.” 

“He has always seemed present with you, Mary, 
while you have been with us,” was her Father’s re- 
pty. 

“ Now,” she returned, “ we see through a glass, 
darkly; but then face to face.” 

A few minutes more, and her spirit took its flight to 
the more immediate presence of that holy God whose 
image had always been reflected back from her pure soul 
as light from an untarnished mirror. “ Blessed are the 
pure in heart; for they,” and they alone, “shall see 
God.” M. M. 
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EASTER. 

The festival of Easter, one of the most joyous days of 
the whole Christian church, occurs this year during this 
month. It celebrates the resurrection of Jesus from the 
dead, and is observed on . the continent of Europe with 
much pomp and splendor. We wish we might see its 
observance increase from year to year, as that of Christmas 
has done. We give our young readers an Easter hymn, 
written as a school-exercise many years ago, which they 
may like to commit to memory to recite on that day to 
their father or Sunday-school teacher: — 

Let anthems of praise usher in the glad morning ! 

The Lord hath arisen ! — shout, nations, to-day ! 

The star at his birth, in the east faintly dawning, 

Now shines with a lustre which ne’er will decay. 

The Lord hath arisen ! Though guards watched around him, 
Though mighty the stone at the sepulchre laid, 

He burst through the fetters of death that had bound him. 
The wounds of the cross to his followers displayed. 

The Lord hath arisen! — and, o’er men benighted, 

The mild rays of truth from the gospel are shed; 

The pathway along the dark valley is lighted 
By faith, that, like Christ, w'c shall rise from the dead. 

The Lord hath arisen! The soul is immortal, 

And this world of sorrow is not our abode: 

The cold, darksome grave wide hath opened its portal, 

And Jesus, the Saviour, ascended to God. 

Then sound the high chorus, your loud voices raise; 
Throughout all creation let no one be dumb; 

Sing, sing to our God hallelujahs of praise; 

For Jesus, our Strength, our Deliverer, has come! 

EDITOR. 
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A LETTER FROM ONE OF OUR YOUNG 
FRIENDS AT ROME. 

Wb left Paris, on the 5th of January, in the cars for 
Lyons, and, from there, went down the Rhone to Mar¬ 
seilles. After remaining there* three days, we took the 
steamer to Nice. When we arrived at Nice, the morn¬ 
ing of the 12th January, the weather was so mild that 
our cloaks were oppressively warm. Nice is a beautiful 
place, situated on the sea-shore, at the foot of a moun¬ 
tain. Here, for the first time, we saw the orange grow¬ 
ing : the trees were laden with their delicious fruit. We 
drove from Nice to Geneva. I never enjoyed a drive so 
much; indeed, it is said to be the finest in Europe. The 
hard, smooth road lies sometimes on the shore of the dark- 
blue sea; then inland, through groves of orange, lemon, 
and olive trees; then winding on the edge of a mountain, 
with rocky ledges overhanging us, or, in some places, 
passing through tunnels cut in the solid rock; then sud¬ 
denly turning to descend, when, below us, we could see 
a large populated village, situated on the shore, sur¬ 
rounded by mountains, looking so cosy and pleasant 
in its retreat that one almost envies its inhabitants. 
Above it, on a rocky eminence, you will see another vil¬ 
lage ; but, oh! when we entered its narrow, dirty streets, 
we found distance truly lent enchantment In some of 
these towns we would stop to dine, or spend the night, 
as we were four days on the way. We were almost sorry 
to hear the cracking of our postilion’s whip, announcing 
our entrance to Geneva. They are'famous for their 
handling of the whip: I have actually heard one of them 
crack a tune. 
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I was very much disappointed in Geneva. Its loca¬ 
tion is perfect; but the interior of the town, with the 
exception of its three pakced streets, is filthy. These are 
narrow; but the palaces (most of which we entered) are 
magnificent. One has a saloon, the cost of which, with¬ 
out the furniture, was one million francs : the sides are 
covered with mirrors, separated by gilded pilasters; the 
ceiling, with the finest frescoed painting. We remained 
in Geneva three days, and took the steamer one lovely 
moonlight evening for Civita Vecchia. Here we took a 
posting carriage for Rome. The dress of the postilions, 
and the John-Gilpin rate at which they drive, are comical 
enough. The country about Rome is level and uninte¬ 
resting : occasionally a flock of sheep or cattle, with their 
keeper covered with the skin of a goat, give proof of 
some life. At the last post-house, twelve miles distant, 
we had our first glimpse of the great dome of St. Peter’s, 
and we entered the gate of the Eternal City after sun¬ 
down ; but the moon was shining brightly, and, as we 
passed the portico of St Peter’s, we could see the foun¬ 
tains playing in its light. These are the most graceful 
and pleasing fountains of the hundreds in the city. It 
was a long drive to our hotel; and our eyes and heads 
were on the alert to catch a glimpse of the Coliseum, 
Pantheon, or some other prominent ruin. Rut no: 
instead of these, we were passing through Paris-like 
streets, on each side lined with fine modern buildings. I 
felt disappointed; but the next day, when we drove to 
the Coliseum, I gazed in wonder at its vast dimensions, 
standing monarch of the vast ruins by which it is sur¬ 
rounded, — ruins of what was once so great. I was glad 
our residence was not among them. We were again at 

12 
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the Coliseum at moonlight, when, if possible, it looked 
grander still. A large cross stands in its centre. On 
our first visit, we met a body of hooded friars, with their 
crosses, and chanting their monotonous tunes, coming 
from under its arches, and forming a strange contrast to 
the scenes formerly enacted on its arena. From the 
Coliseum, we drove to St Peter’s, — as Hare says, 
“ from ancient to modern Rome;” and I wish I had 
words to express my astonishment Tou can form no 
idea of its vastness and grandeur. Persons at the end 
looked like children; and statuary, which appeared like 
infant angels, were, when we came near them, colossal 
men. The high altar, over ninety feet in height, scarcely 
interrupted the view of the length. This deception is 
pwing to the fine proportions. In one chapel were priests, 
chanting vespers; in another, workmen raising a monu¬ 
ment, beside many persons walking about with their 
guide-books; and yet neither interrupted the other. It 
is very rich in colored marbles, endless quantities of sta¬ 
tuary, immense pictures copied in mosaics, &c., &c. It 
all has the appearance more of an exchange than of a 
house of worship. We went into the ball; but the heat 
was so great, we were glad to get out again as soon as 
possible. 

One Wednesday we went to St Peter’s to see the 
pope bless candles. On each side of the high altar were 
seats erected for the ladies: none were admitted, except 
in black, and veiled. Soldiers lined each side of the great 
aisle to guard the passage for the procession, which soon 
entered, — priests, bishops, cardinals, noble guard, — 
all in variety of dress and uniform, presenting a grand 
appearance. Then came his holiness,—a kind, good-look- 
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mg old man, clothed in crimson, and seated on a gilded 
chair, and, by means of velvet-colored poles, borne on 
the shoulders of twelve men in crimson. A canopy, car¬ 
ried by four in purple, covered his head; and two men, 
with immense fans, walked behind him. The poor, fool¬ 
ish old man gave his blessing, in passing, to a kneeling 
congregation; and then he was placed on a throne erected 
for him back of the high altar, each person, according to 
rank, coming forward to receive his candle, first kissing 
his ring, and then the cross on his slipper. He was then 
trotted out, the procession following with lighted candles. 
It made my heart sick to witness such homage, and to 
hear afterward that one of our own bishops was in that 
procession. We visited the Vatican, where the pope 
now resides; but I have not time to tell you of even the 
principal of its galleries of painting, statuary, and libra¬ 
ries. The pictures are not more than fifty in number, 
yet consist of the finest in the world. The Transfigura¬ 
tion, by Raphael, is said to be the finest among pictures. 
Below the galleries is the mosaic department, belonging 
to the government As for the churches here, they are 
numberless, all rich in marble columns, mosaic pictures, 
pavement, and statuary, which are all explained by a 
long-skirted sacristan with a little black cap. I must 
tell you what we saw in a church the other day. The 
sacristan, or rather the monk, took us into a side-chapel, 
where, between two figures, stood a box covered, by 
which he set lighted candles, and then opened it. It con¬ 
tained a wooden baby, called Bambino. It was wound 
with white satin; its feet in gold wire-work; a diamond 
cross on each foot; a crown of gold, studded with pre¬ 
cious stones, on its head; and its person covered with 
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precious jewels. It was made by a monk, of olive-wood 
from the Mount of Olives, and was painted, they say, by 
St. Luke, while the monk slept; and this horrid-looking 
thing is to represent the infant Saviour, and is sacred for 
its miraculous power of healing. While we were looking 
at it, a monk came to say a carriage was waiting to con¬ 
vey it to the room of a sick person. It does not make 
its visits gratuitously; and in this way the monks are 
supported. 

The great season of the Carnival has passed. In 
former days, when the nobility enjoyed it masked, I can 
realize its great attraction; but this year it was misera¬ 
ble. It lasted six afternoons, commencing at three, and 
ending at five. It is now confined to the Corso, a street 
a mile in length, each cross-street guarded by a mounted 
soldier. Every window and balcony was decorated in the 
gayest manner. The carriages pass up one side, and 
down the other, many of the inmates in fancy dress, and 
masked. As they pass, they are saluted from the bal¬ 
conies with sugar-plums or bouquets; which compliment 
they return. Some of the dresses are pretty, and some 
oomical enough. The throwing continues till five 
o’clock; then a gun is fired, and the carriages disappear. 
In a moment, a company of cavalry clear the street; 
then nine horses come racing by, riderless, but urged on 
by little tin wings beating their sides. They are stopped 
by barricades at the end of the Corso, a gun fires, and 
* all is over. After the race, candles appeared in different 
balconies and through the street, making quite an illu¬ 
mination. The object then was to keep your own light, 
and put out your neighbor’s: all means were resorted to, 
— long poles, handkerchiefs, boquetres, &c. At seven, 
it was over for a year. 
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To-day, we have been in one of the entrances of the 
Catacombs. These are passages cat oat of the solid 
rock, and extending ten miles, — the circuit of the old 
city. By means of torches, we could see piles of bones, 
which formerly belonged in the niches. Numbers of 
finely-wrought sarcophagi, and other valuables, hare been 
found here. — Selected . 


CARELESS ANNIE. 

Mrs. Mackay was sitting, one warm September day, by 
an open window. She looked pale and fatigued; but 
she went on busily with her sewing, while a large basket 
of clothing, needing repairs, stood by her side. At this 
moment, the front door opened hastily, and closed with a 
loud noise. Quick footsteps ascended the stairs; and 
a little girl rushed into her mother’s room, quite out of 
, breath, and threw herself into a large easy-chair. 

u 0 mother! how hot it is! I declare I could not 
study a bit to-day; so it’s no wonder I missed in my 
lesson. I believe Latin wasn’t meant for hot weather.” 

Mrs. Mackay paused a moment in her work, and 
looked at the child. Her hair was hanging over her 
face; her muslin spencer was fastened by the wrong 
buttons, so that it fitted awry; her bonnet lay on the 
floor, half crushed by two or three books which she had 
thrown upon it; and the climax of disorder was exhibited 
in her dress, which was torn across a whole breadth, and 
most deplorably frayed. Mrs. Mackay was not unaccus¬ 
tomed to similar spectacles; but she was tired to-day, 
12 * 
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and it produced on her a more than usually dispiriting 
effect. She suppressed the hasty word which rose to her 
tongue, however, and said, “ I do not like to see your 
bonnet and books on the floor, Annie.” 

“ Yes, I know it is not the place for them; but Pm 
sotired!” 

“ Pick them up now, and put them away, and then 
you can rest afterwards.” % 

• Annie stooped to take them, and cried, “ Oh, see how 
I have torn my dress! I thought I heard something 
tear as I came out of the schoolroom-door; but I was 
chasing that provoking Jennie Wilson, to make her give 
me something of mine.” 

Annie deposited her bonnet in a chair, and held out 
the torn dress. She looked half sorry and ashamed; 
and yet there was a certain recklessness in her counte¬ 
nance, which seemed to contradict any feelings of the 
kind. 

“ Do you see this basket, Annie?” asked her mother. 

“ Your work-basket ? Yes, ma’am.” 

“ Here are two dresses, one apron, and three pair of 
pantalets, to be mended for you, all of which you tore 
last week; to say nothing of a pair of stockings, which 
are so utterly destroyed, that I doubt if they can be 
mended. The mending for Susie, your two brothers, 
your father, and myself, is not one-half as much as 
yours.” 

“ Well, mother, I’m sorry. Can’t you teach me to 
mend them ? ” 

“ I should have taught you long ago; but you are so 
destructive, that it would take more nimble fingers than 
yours to repair your mischief. However, you must help 
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me now. Go and take off jour dress, and put on your 
pink one, and bring this to me, and I will show you 
what you must do. ,, 

“ 0 mother ! that old pink thing, that is so faded and 
outgrown ? I hope I shall not have to wear it to school 
again this afternoon. All the girls laughed the last time 
I wore it.” 

“ Three new school-dresses are as many as any girl 
ought to have in one summer; and, if you spoil those; 
you must wear the old ones.” 

Annie looked very cross as she went out of the room; 
nor was her good humor increased by her sister Susan, 
who, coming up the stairs, and seeing the rent, said, 
“ 0 Annie! ” in a reproachful tone. Annie muttered 
something about people's letting other folks alone, and 
that she knew things that were quite as bad for people to 
do as tearing dresses. 

In five minutes more, Susan Mackay, with her bonnet 
removed and her hair neatly brushed, came into her 
mother’s room. “How warm and tired you look, mo¬ 
ther ! ” she said. “ Let me sew with you. I practised 
early this morning before you were up, and I have no¬ 
thing to do now.” Susan went to the basket, and picked 
out all the stockings. Her own and her mother’s were 
speedily despatched, and she then took those of her bro¬ 
thers. 

Annie came down presently, still looking very sulky, 
and with the torn dress hanging over her arm. Mrs. 
Mackay examined it “ I must take out the whole 
breadth,” she said. “ Annie, pick it out very carefully, 
in order not to tear any of the rest.” 

A ring at the bell was now heard, and a visitor for 
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Susan was announced. She was absent about half an 
hour, and returned with a great deal of news. 

“ It was Alice Loring, mother. She came to tell me 
of a plan our superintendent has for our Sunday school. 
She went yesterday, in spite of the violent shower which 
kept us at home. There is a society about to be formed 
by the children of the S.unday schools, in order to sup¬ 
port a ragged school for those children who are too poor 
to attend the public schools. Alice says that the chil¬ 
dren who were present yesterday all voted to belong to 
it. They are to bring a contribution once a month; and 
in this way the money is to be collected to pay the 
teachers and the other expenses, 

“ It seems to me a most benevolent and useful plan, 
Susie. I am perfectly willing that you should join.” 

“And may I too, mother7” asked Annie. 

“ How can you join it, Annie ? You have no money 
of your own; for you always spend it as soon as it is 
given you.” 

“ But will not you give me some ? ” 

“ I would do so very gladly if I could afford it; but 
you waste so muob, that I cannot.” 

“ I, mother? I’m sure I don’t waste any.” 

“Whenever I buy a dress for you, Annie, I am 
obliged, in consequence of your destructiveness, to buy 
at least a yard more than I otherwise should. You have 
more stockings and shoes, more bonnets and aprons, than 
would be necessary for you if you were careful of them. 
Think how much better it would be to give a poor naked 
child a dress than to tear one, as you have done this.” 

Annie was silent. This argument was unanswerable; 
and she felt, as she had never done before, that her care- 
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lessness was really a sin. When her mother bad blamed 
her, she had called her cross. When she had been told 
how much it increased her mother’s labors, she had 
paid no attention to it; but this was a new idea. It 
struck her forcibly; and she wondered if it would not be 
possible for her to take care of the various articles of her 
dress. 

The summons to dinner interrupted her revery< She 
caught her mother’s dress. “ Then can’t I belong to the 
society*?” she inquired, in a very imploring tone. 

“ I cannot give you any money, Annie, while you are 
so careless. If you have any given you by any one else, 
which you choose to carry as a contribution, I shall not 
prevent it.” 

Annie looked very unhappy. She was not sulky now, 
but she was really sorry. Where should she get any 
money? Uncle John, the only person who ever gave 
her any, was far away in South America. For the first 
time in her life, she regretted the fault, and not, as here¬ 
tofore, the consequences. 

But after dinner, over which Annie lingered, she had 
but five minutes to dress and reach school; so the spen¬ 
cer was not fastened, and the bonnet not tied. As she 
raced along the street, through the mid-day glare, her 
bonnet fell off her head, and rolled off the edge of the 
sidewalk into a pool, which the rain of the day before had 
left in the gutter. She hastily seized it, and ran with it 
in her hand to the schoolroom-door. Unlucky mis¬ 
chance ! there stood the minister, Annie’s minister, 
talking with Miss Waldron ! Annie tried to slip by him 
unperceived, but she did not succeed. “ Why, my little 
Annie! ” he said: “it would have been better if you 
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had set oat from home earlier, and then you would not 
have been obliged to run through all the heat.” 

Annie was too mortified to make any reply. She 
went hastily to her desk, and, hiding her face upon it, 
burst into tears; not without hearing Miss Waldron say 
something which she was certain had reference to her, 
and which ended with that word of portentous sound, 
and still more portentous meaning, — “ incorrigible.” 

Annie’s lesson was badly recited; and she was obliged 
to learn it over again, and recite after school. While she 
was detained, she heard shouts of laughter in the dress¬ 
ing-room ; and when she was dismissed, and opened the 
door which led to it, she saw her unfortunate bonnet 
passing from one bead to another: while one scholar 
thumped the crown, another pulled it on in front; and, 
bad as it was before, it was rapidly becoming worse. 

“ Let alone my bonnet! ” she called. 

“No wonder you are careful of it, it is such a 
beauty! ” retorted the child who was just then figuring 
in it. 

“ Beauty or not, it is mine, and I want it.” 

“ Tt’s my turn! Give it to me! ” said another. 
Annie dashed into the crowd, and seized the bonnet, 
which one of her schoolmates held fast. A struggle 
ensued, in which the straw was badly torn in several 
places; and much worse might have been its fate, had 
not Miss Waldron, hearing the angry voices, come to the 
door, and sent the children directly home. 

“ Miss Waldron,” said Annie, half crying with vexa¬ 
tion, “ if you are not ashamed to walk beside my bonnet, 
I wish you would let me go with you. I know the girls 
will wait outside, and they will make the old thing look 
worse than it does now.” 
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“ You may walk with me, Annie; but perhaps you 
will not like what I shall say to you. I see your habit 
of carelessness growing stronger and stronger every day. 

I do not know where it will end, unless you begin a 
reform immediately. Your torn and soiled bonnet makes 
a very bad appearance; but your character, which is be¬ 
coming more and more soiled every day, looks worse to 
me than the bonnet. I suppose your mother corrects 
you frequently for it, —does she not ? ” 

“ Oh, yes! they all talk from morning till night, — 
father, mother, Alfred, Sue, and even Joseph, who is so 
much younger than I am. I am so accustomed to it 
now, that I don’t mind it.” 

“ But, Annie, don’t you mind the inconvenience and 
trouble it causes your family ? Do you not care when 
you see your mother tried with the extra sewing which 
must necessarily be the resiilt of your carelessness?” 
Annie blushed, but did not reply. She recollected how 
pale her mother had looked when she went home from 
school. “ And torn garments, Annie, are a slight evil 
to the injury you are doing yourself. It already affects 
your mind. Your lessons are but half learned; and you 
are falling behind girls of your own age, when your 
capacity is equal to that of any one of them now under 
my care. Annie, your soul will suffer too: I do not yet 
see the effect upon that; but it surely will show itself. 
Good-by, Annie! ” They had now reached Annie’s 
house. “Give my regards to your mother, and say, 
that, if I can assist her any in correcting this increasing 
fault, I shall gladly do it.” 

Susie opened the door for Annie. “ Now, Annie,” 
said she, “ give me your bonnet, and let me see if I can- 
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not do something to improve it. I do not like to let 
mother see it as it looks now. Poor mother! the heat 
has almost overcome her. She seems really sick. Bat 
how did this get torn so?” she asked, as Annie took it ofL 

“ Those rude girls were all trying it on and pulling it, 
and, when I tried to get it away, they held fast; and it 
would have been torn more, if Miss Waldron had not sent 
them home.” 

Susan looked dismayed; but she carried the bonnet to 
her own room, and washed it with a solution of bleaching- 
powder: then she sewed up the rips. Annie had watched 
the operation with a great deal of interest. “But this 
ribbon will never do, Sue. You can’t wash the ribbon, 
as you did the bonnet.” 

“ I know it. It is shocking.” And Susan surveyed 
it with a most desponding countenance. I really think 
the old ribbon I wore all last summer is better than this.” 
And she brought it from a drawer. “ Yes, indeed it is.” 

“ But mother will know it then.” 

“You did not think I meant to hide it from her?” 
said Susan, indignantly. “I only did not want her to 
see it in such a state, when she was feeling ill, and had 
so much to do.” 

Before Susan’s bed-time, the bonnet was finished. 
“ See Annie’s bonnet, mother,” she said, going into the 
sitting-room. “ Does it not look nice ? It fell into a 
puddle this afternoon; and I have been washing it, and 
putting on my last summer’s ribbon.” 

“ Yes, dear, it does look very nicely. Now I hope it 
will last her a month longer. I had been thinking to¬ 
day that I must buy a new trimming for it.” bd. 

(To be oonttnned.) 
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You are all, no doubt, familiar with the history of this 
blind man, whose eyes were opened by the Saviour. 
Jesus and his disciples were passing through the town of 
Jericho; and as they went out, blind Bartimeus, hearing 
the crowd pass by, asked who it was. He had heard of 
Jesus of Nazareth; for in those ancient times the lame 
and the blind were placed at the city-gates, that they 
might ask alms of the passengers. There also the peo¬ 
ple congregated to talk over the events of the day; and. 
from some one, Bartimeus had heard of the miracles of 
Jesus of Nazareth. He cried to that merciful One to 
have mercy upon him. The bystanders, unwilling that 
a blind man should claim the attention of the Prophet, — 
for blindness was, by the Jews, considered a punishment 
for some sin, — rebuked him, and bade him hold his 
peace; but he cried so much the more, “Thou Son of 
David, have mercy on me ! ” And Jesus called Barti¬ 
meus to him; and, when he found that he had faith to 
believe that he could open his eyes, he bade him receive 
the reward of his faith, and the blind went seeing. 

It i3 the eyes of the spirit that the Saviour opens 
now. If any one will truly believe in him, Christ will 
unseal his inward vision, and life will become as much 
more beautiful to him as it did to Bartimeus of old. 
Let us pray for a like faith, and we shall reap a like 
reward. editor. 

13 
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The fox is, of all animals, the most cunning. In the 
nobler quality of sagacity, he is perhaps inferior to his 
relative the dog, or to the elephant; but both of these 
must yield the palm to him in that peculiar trait which 
we call cunning. This is not always a bad quality; for 
it is frequently employed to defeat evil intentions, and 
oftener still for mere amusement: but it is seldom that 
cunning may be ranked with the virtues. We say of a 
man who resorts to all manner of tricks to secure his 
objects, that he is wily, or that he is “ as cunning as a 
fox.” 

The fox is found in nearly every part of the globe, 
and wears coats of different colors in different localities. 
Sometimes he appears in a suit of glossy black; again 
he is found in a red coat, a yellow jacket, or a gray 
mantle; while, in far northern regions, he dons a robe of 
white, as if he were the most innocent creature in the 
world. 

He is not easily tamed; and hence there are not half 
so many entertaining stories told about him as there are 
about more domestic animals. He loves his freedom too 
well, and is too fond of committing depredations among 
the poultry, to be content to be petted in the house. 
Nor would he be a very agreeable companion; although 
it must be allowed that he is not an ill-looking fellow, 
with his soft gray or reddish coat, his bright eye, and his 
bushy tail. 

He is very rapacious, constantly seeking what he may 
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devour, and seldom disdaining any thing, in the shape of 
fish, flesh, or fowl, which he can lay his paws on. # He 
is fond of rabbits, — epicure that he is! —and displays 
his canning in the manner in which he takes them pri¬ 
soners. Instead of entering the hole which leads to their 
borrowing-place, he saves himself the trouble of dig¬ 
ging his way along, by scenting the track of the rabbit 
above the ground till he reaches the spot where it hides, 
when he digs down, and falls hpon his victim suddenly. 

The fox is very fond of grapes; and in the fables of 
jEsop there is a familiar story of one who came one day 
to a vine hanging full of delicious-looking fruit. The 
fox made great exertions to reach them ; but, finding it 
impossible, he consoled himself by saying that they were 
miserable, sour things, and not worth having. It has 
become, from this fable, quite a proverb, when a thing is 
beyond our reach, to say, “ The grapes are sour.” 

There is another story, of equal truth, told of this 
animal. One day a fox, who was distinguished among 
his fellows by the size of his “ brush ” (a name given 
by hunters to his bushy tail), was so unfortunate as to 
fall into a trap, from which he contrived to escape, with 
a sad loss, however, — the loss of his tail. The cunning 
rascal, while he was deploring his misfortune, conceived 
of a plan to make it turn out to his credit. He was an 
influential fox; and he resolved to try what eloquence 
could do among his fellows. So, after some days of con¬ 
cealment, he made his appearance among his tribe, and 
reported that he had been abroad, where, he said, the 
fashion was to wear no tails; and he earnestly counselled 
his brethren to adopt the fashion, as he had already 
done! But the cunning of one was not a match for 
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the cunning of many, who loudly protested that they did 
not approve the fashion, and did not believe that their 
brother would do bo if he had not first lost his tail in a 
trap. 

A naturalist relates that a fox lost one of his fore-feet 
in a trap, and made his escape. Some two years after¬ 
ward, he was unearthed by some dogs: but instead of 
running, as is usual with the hunted fox, he waited until 
each dog came up to him, and then jumped suddenly 
over him. When he was taken, after repeating this ruse 
several times, it was discovered that he had but three 
feet, and could not run well. 

The same writer tells an anecdote of another fox, who 
wanted very much to secure a hare for his breakfast 
He says that he saw him stealing along the edge of a 
plantation, and looking very cautiously over the low wall 
at some hares which were feeding there. He was too 
cunning to give them chase, for he knew that they would 
escape him in flight; so he resolved to try stratagem. 
He stretched himself out at full length close to a gap 
in the wall, which one or more of the hares might pass 
on leaving the field. His anxiety for a meal prompted 
him now and then to rise up, and peep over the fence; 
but most of the time he laid motionless, not even stirring 
when two or three hares left the field at another gap not 
many feet removed. At length two approached his 
place of ambush; and the fox crouched lower, and his 
ears quivered. As they passed the gap, he sprung up 
like a flash of lightning, and, seizing one of them, killed 
it immediately. He was making off boldly with his 
breakfast, when a rifle-ball suddenly put a stop to his 
course. 
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In a fox-chase which took place in Ireland, Reynard 
was hard pushed, and made for a high wall, over whien 
he sprang, and crouched beneath it; and while the 
* hounds, which took the leap after him, dashed forward in 
full cry, he quietly leaped back again, and made his 
escape. 

In another Irish chase, the fox was so hotly pursued 
that he sprang to the roof of a cabin, and, mounting the 
stone chimney, looked calmly down upon the hounds. 
One of these, however, made after him so resolutely, 
that Reynard had to plunge down the chimney to escape 
his clutches. He descended into the lap of an old 
woman, who thought the visitant came from quite an ill- 
famed quarter, and, shrieking with affright, rushed into 
one corner of the hut, while the fox retreated to another. 
When the hunters came up and entered the cabin, they 
found the fox grinning at the woman, and they took him 
alive.— Selected . 


8TORIES ON THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 

NO. III. 

“ Thoa shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in Tain ; for the Lord will 
not hold him guiltless that taketh his name in vain.” 

“Mother,” said Annie, the next Sunday, when the 
usual group was gathered in the library, “ the third com¬ 
mandment isn’t meant for us, is it? only for bad boys 
and men ; for toe don’t swear.” 

Mother smiled a moment* and then said, gravely, 
11 Yes, Annie, all the commandments are meant for aD 

13 * 
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of us; and the Lord’s name can be profaned in many 
other ways than by using oaths. I am afraid we all 
take it in vain sometimes, Annie.” 

u Why, mother! ” began Annie in surprise; and mo¬ 
ther went on : “ We take that holy name in vain when¬ 
ever we use it unnecessarily or thoughtlessly. You, An¬ 
nie, speak it every morning and night when you kneel; 
but do you always pray , or only ‘ say your prayers ’ ? 
Do you always feel that you are really in the presence of 
God, and speaking to him? and do you address him as 
earnestly and as reverently as if you could see him in his 
glory, or as you would if you remembered that he was 
looking at and listening to you? Don’t you often pray 
to him with your lips when your heart is far from him, 
your thoughts wandering on your books or your play ? 
Well, Annie, you break the third commandment when¬ 
ever you thus take solemn sounds upon a thoughtless 
tongue.” 

11 1 never thought of it so, mother,” said Annie, in a 
low voice. 

“ But you will hereafter, dear, I hope. When you 
kneel to pray, think exactly what you want, and ask 
God for it, no matter how small it be. No prayer is 
beneath his gracious notice, if it be offered in faith and 
sincerity. But it is most ungrateful to his kindness to 
mutter over a few hasty petitions, scarcely knowing what 
you say, or whether he hears you or not, and calling 
his glorious name in a careless, irreverent way. When 
you wish your papa to grant you any favor, no one 
knows better than you, little Annie, how to win him to 
listen. What coaxing smiles, what loving words, you 
use! what perfect trust you have in his wish to make you 
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happy! And, when you have offended him in any way, 
how restless and uneasy you are till you have won his 
forgiveness ! Or, when he brings you a new book or a 
picture, how pleasantly you thank him, and love him 
more and more! — don’t you, Annie ? ” 

Annie looked up brightly: “Yes, indeed, mamma! 
Papa is the dearest, best,—except you , mamma/’ she 
added eagerly. “ Indeed, I do not know which I love 
best.” 

u Well, dear, that is the way God likes us to approach 
him, c as children to a Father able and willing to help 
us ; 9 and, if we always address him in this earnest, sin¬ 
cere, loving way, we shall be in no danger of breaking 
the third commandment, by using his name irreverent¬ 
ly. I know it is hard, Annie, very hard, always to 
control wandering thoughts, and to think of our Father 
so far away in the same manner as of an earthly parent 
whom we can see face to face. But you know there is 
no glory in winning an easy victory; and he will help 
us, and teach us to look up to him with the eye of faith. 
We will try, after this, not to use his name thoughtless¬ 
ly in prayer again, — won’t we, Annie?” 

“Yes, mother,” said the little girl, seriously. 

“ But there are other ways in which we break the 
third commandment. Most little girls and boys have 
a great many exclamations and phrases which are not 
only inelegant, but sinful. I have heard you sometimes 
say, * Good gracious ! ’ or, ‘ Law ha’ mercy ! * or, ‘ My 
goodness ! 9 Now, * Law 9 is only a contraction of Lord , 
as you know; and who is gracious goodness if it is not 
God; for who else is good ? Not one. And 1 0 hea¬ 
vens ! 9 some say, which is his throne; or, ‘ My soul ! 9 
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which ought one day to live with him. Don’t you see, 
Annie?” 

44 1 never thought these were wicked before, mother : 
I’m afraid I never shall break myself of Baying those.” 

44 You can struggle against the habit at least; and we 
are commanded to let our conversation be 4 Yea, yea,’ and 
4 Nay, nay.’ I do not despair of you, Annie; only try.” 

Annie drew a long sigh; at which mother smiled plea¬ 
santly, and said, 44 You begin to think now that this com¬ 
mandment was intended for you also, do you, although 
you do not swear 7 But, my dear, all children have not 
been brought up as carefully, even in that respect, as 
you; and I have known girls — delicate, proud girls, 
too — who did not scruple actually to swear, to curse, 
dreadful as it seems.” 

44 0 mother!” said Annie, in amazement: 44 do tell 
me about them ! You haven’t given me any story yet, 
you know.” 

44 And it is nearly tea-time,” said mamma, glancing at 
her watch; 44 and I really have no story to tell, little 
girl. I remember an old schoolmate of mine, Eleanor 
Thornton, a brilliant, handsome girl, who indulged in 
this sad habit. She was a daughter of 4 Squire Thorn¬ 
ton,’ as he was called, one of the wealthiest men in the 
county, who was devoted to horses and hounds, and gave 
dinners to his sporting friends, where a great deal of 
wine was drunk, and a great many oaths used. Eleanor 
was accustomed to hear her father swear, and so bad 
fallen into a very strong way of speaking herselfi She 
would confirm every declaration with, 4 1 swear it is so,’ 
and the slightest surprise or fright would draw from her 
an exclamation of, 4 My God! 1 We girls used to be 
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very much shocked at first; and some of us, to the last, 
used to plead with Eleanor, and to say we would drop 
her society if she did not leave off the wicked and dis¬ 
gusting habit. But she was such a gay, high-spirited 
girl, that she remained popular, in spite of her fault; 
and the danger began to be, not that she would be de¬ 
serted, but that we should be beguiled into the same sin, 
by constant intercourse with our brilliant and warm¬ 
hearted leader, whom we could not help both admiring 
and loving. 

“ It was very suddenly ended, however. At recess, 
one day, as we were all gathered about the schoolhouse, 
taking our lunch, a couple of itinerant musicians, a man 
with a hand-organ and monkey, and a woman with a 
tambourine, came up, and began to play. They looked 
very picturesque in their strange, foreign costume, and 
with their swarthy faces ; so we drew near, and called 
for our favorite tunes, to which we listened in great de¬ 
light After they had finished, they of course came 
forward, and held out their hands for money. Of this 
we had not thought; and none of us chanced to have 
any. We offered them, however, some of our tarts and 
cakes: but they became very much enraged; and, finding 
we really were not going to give them money, they began 
to curse and swear in much better English than their ap¬ 
pearance betokened they could use. Eleanor, at this, 
grew crimson with anger, and, though we begged her to 
desist, denounced their insolence in the most scornful 
language, and commanded them to be gone. This only 
increased their rage; and their abusive terms were re¬ 
doubled, until Eleanor lost all control over herself, and 
swore at them in terrible wrath. The teacher, hearing 


Digitized by Google 



154 


HAMPTON-COURT PALACE. 


the strange disturbance, came out to the door, and over¬ 
heard some of Eleanor’s words. He was shocked be¬ 
yond all measure, and extremely indignant: he dismissed 
the musicians instantly, and assembled the school. I 
shall never forget the awful way in which he spoke to 
her, nor how distressed we all felt It cured Eleanor 
completely: she sobbed bitterly while he was speaking, 
and finally rushed up to him in her usual impulsive 
way, implored his pardon, and promised amendment; 
and, when we were at last dismissed, she said, in her comi¬ 
cal way, half laughing, half crying, 1 Do, girls, take me 
to the brook and duck me, as they used to scolds in old 
times, if ever you hear me swear again ! ’ But we never 
did , Annie.” sister rate. 


HAMPTON-COURT PALACE. 

There could scarcely have been a more lovely day than 
the 31st of July, 1852,—the day I selected for a 
flying visit to the far-famed palace of Hampton Court. 
It is only about an hour’s ride, by railway, from London ; 
and as I took one of the open cars, with nothing over 
my head but the canopy of heaven, I enjoyed my ride 
so much, that I was almost sorry when the conductor 
announced our arrival at > Hampton Court 

This palace is delightfully situated, on the northern 
bank of the Thames. It was built, as you are probably 
aware, by that famous statesman, Cardinal Wolsey. He 
was at one time high in the favor of his sovereign, 
Henry VIII. He was for some years prime-minister 
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under this monarch. Unless history speaks falsely, the 
cardinal was a very ambitious man; and he determined 
to build a palace for himself which should outshine in 
grandeur and magnificence that of any other uncrowned 
man in Christendom. He succeeded so well, that his 
sovereign became jealous of his wealth and display. The 
king took occasion to question the cardinal, after the 
building of the palace was completed, as to his intentions 
in constructing such an edifice. Wolsey was a cunning 
courtier. Seeing that the king envied him the posses¬ 
sion of such a palace,.and fearing that he would lose his 
place unless he used some caution, he informed his sove¬ 
reign that Hampton Court was intended for the residence 
of Henry VIII. 

Wolsey lived here in more than regal splendor. Here 
he received ambassadors from foreign powers. At the 
height of his power, he was Lord High Chancellor of 
England, Archbishop of York, and Cardinal of Cecily. 
His suite embraced eight hundred persons. His head 
cook wore velvet or satin while on duty. He had near¬ 
ly a dozen chaplains and doctors, a herald-at-arms, a 
sergeant-at-arms, four minstrels, and other officers, as 
the country dealers in dry goods say in their advertise¬ 
ments, “ too numerous to mention.” I do not think it 
very much to be wondered at that King Henry, who 
was himself pretty fond of power, should be jealous of 
such a courtier. 

They showed me the apartments which Henry VIII. 
occupied. I was much interested in the room where the 
beloved Edward VI. was born. Jane Seymour, Ed¬ 
ward's mother, died here. Catharine Howard, who 
succeeded Jane Seymour in queenly honors, appeared 
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publicly here, in August, 1540. The king, having dig- 
' posed of his five wives, resolved to take a sixth, and, 
selecting Lady Catharine Parr, demanded her in mar¬ 
riage. The nuptials were celebrated at this palace in 
July, 1543. 

While Edward VI. resided at Hampton Court, a very 
serious dissension happened in the council, where it was 
proposed to deprive the Duke of Somerset, who was 
Protector, of the custody of his royal ward ; and, in con¬ 
sequence of an alarm given that this was to be done by 
force, the inhabitants of the town of Hampton armed 
themselves for the protection of the young king. 

Queen Mary, and Philip of Spain, passed their honey¬ 
moon at Hampton Court; and, in 1550, they kept their 
Christmas here in great solemnity. The court supped 
in the great hall, which was lighted with a thousand 
lamps. 

Queen Elizabeth used occasionally to reside here; and 
you may be sure the palace was gay enough at such 
times. Here, too, James I. took up his residence soon 
after his arrival in England; and here began the cele¬ 
brated conference between the Presbyterians and the 
Established Church, held before King James as mo¬ 
derator. 

Hampton Court possesses a melancholy interest, from 
the fact of its having been the asylum of poor Charles I. 
when he was obliged to flee from London. He was, in 
fact, imprisoned here, by the army of Cromwell, but a 
short time before he suffered martyrdom. 

Oliver Cromwell himself, the great revolutionist, 
gained possession of this palace in 1656, and resided 
here some years. Charles II. and James II. resided here 
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occasionally. So did William III., who made great im¬ 
provements within the palace and the grounds. George 
II. and Queen Caroline were the last sovereigns who 
resided here. 

I wish I could describe all the objects of interest in 
this immense palace. But such a description would 
occupy a longer time than either you or I could devote 
to it. There are pictures without number in a great 
many different galleries, and a great profusion of statu¬ 
ary. Many of the paintings are portraits of royal and 
other noble personages; though there are a multitude of 
pictures representing scenes in classic history, landscapes, 
gods and goddesses, and ever so many characters noted 
in mythology. Here are pictures by Vandyke, Paul Ve¬ 
ronese, Titian, Rubens, Tintoretto, Andrea del Sarto, 
Lely, and other world-renowned artists. I saw a pic¬ 
ture of Queen Elizabeth which we have reason to believe 
is authentic and reliable. The artist has not given us 
a very great amount of beauty. The “ virgin queen’s ” 
hair is of a sandy color: she holds a vast fan of feathers 
in one hand, and the canvas is completely covered with 
the gaudy ornaments of her dress. She has a Roman 
nose, and a head so loaded with a crown of diamonds, 
that one cannot help wondering how the poor creature 
avoided breaking her neck. I should think that, at a 
moderate estimate, there must have been half a peck of 
precious stones in the crown represented in Zucchero’s 
portrait 

In this palace are the famous cartoons of Raphael. 
These drawings were designed by this great painter to 
serve as patterns for tapestry to decorate the Papal 
chapel, according to the orders of Pope Leo X. They 
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represent subjects taken from the Gospels, and the Acts 
of the Apostles. They were painted about the year 
1520. The cartoons (so called because they were exe¬ 
cuted on sheets of paper) were bought for Charles I. 
by Rubens, the great Flemish painter. They are in¬ 
valuable, and, so far as the works of art are concerned, 
may be regarded as the great attractions of Hampton- 
Court Palace. — Youth's Cabinet 


A LETTER TO SUNDAY-SCHOOL CHILDREN. 

Sunday schools have become, over the length and 
breadth of our land, so much a matter of course, that we 
fear, dear children, that you do not regard them with the 
interest and affection which is due to them. Tour day- 
school teacher is interested in you; and, if your school 
is small enough to afford him opportunities of studying 
individual character, this interest often becomes a stronger 
feeling, and he loves his scholars. 

But your Sunday-school teacher is even more inte¬ 
rested for you. He is to exert an influence on the very 
highest part of your nature, — on your soul. He has 
not taken up the calling, as most teachers of day schools 
have done, as a means of subsistence,* but with a real 
desire to do something for the good of others, and to 
advance the kingdom of Christ upon earth. If it is 
interesting to see the mind expand, and to observe the 
improvement of its faculties, how much more is it to see 
the soul growing “ in wisdom, and in favor with God and 
man”! 
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Such growth is slow. Your Sunday-school teacher 
does not expect you to grow in righteousness as readily 
as you acquire a knowledge of arithmetic or geography. 
In most cases, too, he can only judge of this growth by 
little things, — by signs which an indifferent person would 
not notice at all, and which would make you wonder if 
you knew them. 

One of the most obvious signs by which he judges is 
your attention. It is not enough that you recite well 
the lesson which has been assigned you, — though even 
that is a proof of your interest in the school; but if, 
when the lesson is over, and your teacher begins to talk 
with you about sacred things, you are inattentive, he 
feels that he has done you no good. 

He talks to you of the goodness of the Father; he 
tells you that sin is ingratitude towards him; he tries to 
make you feel how deep, how terrible an evil sin is; he 
tries to awaken a consciousness of it in your own spirit; 
for it is only a consciousness of sin that can lead to a true 
repentance, and a sincere desire to turn from it, and live 
as God would have you live. 

He speaks of Jesus, — of his holy life, and his terrible 
Buffering and death. He would draw such a picture of 
him as will fasten itself on your young minds, and re¬ 
main there for ever; he would make you feel that Jesus 
is a personal friend and a personal helper. He knows 
that the thought of him will drive away temptation; and 
he would have you know and realize it in your own 
experience. 

These great truths he proclaims to you from a full 
heart. But if his earnest and glowing appeal is met by 
indifference; if he sees one boy admiring the buttons on 
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the jacket of his neighbor, and another exhibiting his 
new penknife; if one girl is carefully smoothing her hair 
or adjusting her dress, and another staring round the 
room, —how can he help concluding that he has talked 
in vain ? Even then, though you may have been wholly 
in fault, he does not blame you wholly: he accuses 
himself; he imagines that he has not presented these 
truths in their most attractive form; and he prays that 
God may give him the power to awaken in your young 
hearts an interest in his eternal truths. 

Is it kind, then, is it generous, in you not to give to 
him the small return of an attentive ear? You may 
not now care for what he is saying: but you cannot 
listen long unmoved; and ^oon his words will become to 
you an aid in the path of duty, and you will learn to 
regard him as one of your truest friends. 

Inattention, too, denotes a want of due reverence for 
the consecrated spot and holy time. Most Sunday schools 
are held in the vestry of a church, or in the church 
itself, both of which have been solemnly dedicated to 
the service of God. They always occupy a portion of 
his holy day. Shall you profane the sabbath and the 
sanctuary by wandering thoughts, which do not endeavor 
to fix themselves, or by letting those thoughts rest upon 
dress, or upon the amusements of the past week, or those 
of the week to come ? 

If a child really desires to do right, he has only to 
think of this subject to see it in its proper light; and 
seeing a duty will be but another expression for begin- 
ing to perform it. Attention at Sunday school will 
make attention elsewhere easy and profitable, if not 
always agreeable; and, as he is taught the wisdom of 
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God’s holy word, the seeds will fall into good soil, which 
shall spring up, and bring forth fruit unto eternal life. 

EDITOR. 


••BLESSED ARE THE MERCIFUL; FOR THEY SHALL 
OBTAIN MERCY.” 

Wb all are fellow-pilgrims on a rough and thorny road, 
Oft needing timely succor by friendly hands bestowed; 
Then hearken to the promise that lighteneth our cares: 

“ Blessed are the merciful; for mercy shall be theirs.” 

Beneath the load of sorrow, we hear the poor man sigh; 
And daily to the heaven goes up the orphan’s cry: 

Oh, to their rescue hasten with Pity’s ready feet! 

Be merciful, ye happy! and mercy ye shall meet. 

Upon the dangerous pathway, Sin’s wounded victim lies: 
Ye righteous! pass not by him with proud, averted eyes; 
Go, raise and heal the fallen with loving words and kind; 
Be to the sinner merciful, as mercy ye would find. 

Upon God’s daily bounty our waiting souls depend; . 

As we befriend his creatures, so he will us befriend: 

“ Forgive, and be forgiven,” his holy word declares; 
And, “ Blessed are the merciful; for mercy shall be theirs.” 

When death our souls shall gather before the bar of 
Heaven, 

The measure we have meted shall back to us be given; 
To those who helped the needy the joyful word shall be, 
“To these ye have showed mercy: ye showed it unto me.” 
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Perhaps some of those who remember Uncle Frank’s 
account of the Turks may like to hear something more 
from him. One evening, as his young nephews and 
nieces were sitting by the fire, it was asked whether any 
other people were Mahometans besides the Turks. Seve- 
•ral of the older children exclaimed, at once, “ Oh, yes ! ” 
and one said, “1 know the Persians are Mahometans; ” 
and another said, “ So are the Arabs.” 

“ Do tell us about the Arabs, Uncle Frank,” was the 
general response from the little company. 

“ Can you tell me,” said he, “ where the Arabs live? ” 
“ In Arabia, to be sure,” said one or two of the chil¬ 
dren. 

“That is true,” said Uncle Frank; “but Arabia is 
in Asia, and the Arabs are also scattered over a large 
part of Africa. Cannot some of you tell me what part? ” 
After some silence, Uncle Frank continued by saying 
that they were found throughout the great desert called 
Sahara, which reaches from Egypt, across the entire 
breadth of the continent, to the Atlantic Ocean. There 
are also many of them in Egypt, and in Palestine, and 
the adjoining countries. For the most part, they are 
continually wandering from one place to another, carry¬ 
ing with them all they possess. Their houses are tents, 
which are easily removed, and pitched for shelter wher¬ 
ever they stop. Their chief beasts of burden are their 
camels, from the milk of which they derive an important 
part of their living. As the region they inhabit is a 
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sandy desert, the cultivation of the soil is with them 
entirely out of the question. The fruit of the date-tree, 
which grows here and there where there are springs 
of water, is almost the only edible production of this 
immense tract of country. For most of the necessaries 
of life, therefore, they depend either upon traffic or plun¬ 
der ; and the latter is a very common mode of obtaining 
them. The Arabs have inhabited these countries for a 
very great length of time. Ishmael, the son of Abra¬ 
ham, is generally acknowledged to have been the father 
of a part of the Arabian tribes ; and it is very remark¬ 
able to observe how little change there has been in the 
customs of these people from those which are described 
as existing among the patriarchs in the Sacred Scriptures.. 
Those who read the history of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob 
in the word will find very similar things described in the 
accounts given by modern travellers of the Arabs of 
the desert. For example, the women may still be seen 
drawing water at the wells as they did for watering the 
flocks in ancient times; and the rites of hospitality are 
still observed with the same simplicity as when the pa¬ 
triarchs fetched a calf, and dressed it for their guests. 
Hospitality, indeed, is one of the chief virtues of the 
Arabs; and the stranger who trusts himself to the shel¬ 
ter and protection of the Arab’s tent is sure (at least if 
he be of the same religion) to be made welcome. 

In the hot climate, which the Arabs inhabit, water is 
an article of the greatest necessity, but very often scarce 
and of bad quality. Those who travel in these deserts are 
therefore obliged to carry considerable supplies of water 
with them, which is stored in bags of skins; and these 
are the very same kind of bottles which are spoken of so 
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frequently in the Bible. For the sake of protection 
against robbers, they travel in companies, called cara¬ 
vans, consisting of a considerable number of people and 
camels. In this manner they cross the desert with mer¬ 
chandise, carrying on a considerable traffic between the 
Moors on the north of the desert, and the Negroes on 
the south side of it. Sometimes they pass several days 
without meeting with any water, especially if they miss 
their way, in which they are guided by the stars as mari¬ 
ners are upon the ocean. It seldom or never rains on 
the desert. The law of the Mahometan religion requires 
certain washings before their prayers; but, where water 
is so scarce that it cannot be obtained for this purpose, 
the Arabs are permitted to wash with sand as a substi¬ 
tute. 

The Arabs are not all of the wandering kind. Some 
of them live in towns and cities; while there are others 
who cultivate the soil to some extent. Mecca and Me¬ 
dina — Arabian cities — are chiefly remarkable for their 
historical connection with Mahomet, the founder of the 
Mahometan religion. The new impulse which the esta¬ 
blishment of this religion gave to the Arabian people led 
them to the cultivation of learning; and, at the darkest 
time of what are called the dark ages in Europe, science 
and literature flourished among the Arabs. There are 
very many books written in the Arabic language; though 
but few of them have probably been printed, and fewer 
still translated into our language. They have a great 
variety of poetry, in addition to books on various scien¬ 
tific and historical subjects. Medicine, chemistry, and 
mathematics were among the sciences which they prose¬ 
cuted most zealously. Fables and romances, it is well 
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known, are a favorite kind of composition with the East¬ 
ern nations; and the “ Arabian Nights ” is a specimen 
of the romance of this people, with which most readers 
are familiar. — New- Church Magazine. 


CARELESS ANNIE. 

(Continued from p. 144.) 

After Annie had gone to bed, she heard her mother 
come up stairs. She called her, and delivered the teach¬ 
ers message. She told her, at the same time, what the 
minister had said to her, and that she had overheard her 
•teacher say to him, as she went into school, “incorrigi¬ 
ble.” 

“Incorrigible, Annie? That means a person who 
cannot be corrected. Is this true, Annie 7 Have I a 
daughter who has become so hardened in her besetting 
sin that she cannot be corrected? Her teacher gives 
her up: shall her mother give her up too? ,y 

“Oh, no, no, mother! Do have patience a little 
while longer! do let me try! I do not think I ever 
before to-day thought that it was really wicked to be 
careless; but, when you told me how much I wasted, 
then I felt it was. And Miss Waldron talked to me too, 
mother; and I was so ashamed, I could not answer her 
at all.” 

“I should be very sorry to give you up, Annie; but 
I have tried all the means in my power. I can do no 
more than I have already done to make you see and cor¬ 
rect your fault. It rests now with yourself. I can only 
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hope and pray that you may overcome it. Pray your¬ 
self, Annie; for no real good to the character was ever 
accomplished without prayer. Good-night, my child.* 1 

Annie shed a few tears, and did most earnestly pray 
for strength. The cheerful light of a new day streamed 
in upon her, and she awoke, — awoke to a remembrance 
of her misfortunes of yesterday, and of her good resolu¬ 
tions. Buttons and strings were all properly fastened 
this morning, and her hair was neatly brushed. It was 
quite early, too, — a full hour before breakfast; and the 
notes of Susan’s practising came up distinctly to her ear. 
Annie was about to leave her room, when her eye fell 
on her little Bible, and she blushed to have almost 
forgotten her morning verses and prayer. Again she 
prayed that she might be enabled to overcome her sin, • 
and then ran down stairs to the sitting-room. 

Her mother’s great work-basket stood on the table, 
and Annie’s torn apron was conspicuous among its other 
contents. “ Perhaps I can mend it,” she thought to 
herself as she unfolded it. The rent seemed rather for¬ 
midable as she surveyed it: but then she knew Susan 
would give her the necessary assistance; so, gathering 
together all the materials she needed, she went into the 
parlor. “I am going to mend my apron,” she said; 
“but I do not quite know how it should be done. Can 
you show me?” 

“Yes: I heard mother say that she should put a 
piece under, and then make a neat darn. Find a patch 
that will exactly match, Annie, and baste it under the 
tear on the wrong side.” 

Annie was so unaccustomed to any thing which re¬ 
quires as much care as matching, that the process was a 
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very long one; and several times Susan looked behind 
her, to assure herself that her reckless little sister had 
not left the apron for a race in the garden. At last 
Annie rose, and brought the work for Susan’s inspection. 
The patch was not quite even; but Susan was judicious 
enough to praise Annie’s first effort, even while she un¬ 
basted and refitted it. Then she showed Annie how she 
must dam. 

“Oh, yes; I know, Sue! I’ve seen mother do it 
hundreds of times.” 

“ But it must be done very neatly, and all the raw 
edges must be put out of sight.” 

“ Oh, yes! I am going to see if I cannot do it as 
well as mother does.” 

Susan’s practising was not interrupted again. Once 
she heard Annie sigh, “ Oh, what a little piece I have 
done! ” But she took no notice of her, and the little 
girl went steadily on till the breakfast-bell rang. Then 
Susan rose, and came to see how the work progressed. 
41 It is very neatly done,” she said. 

“ But it takes so long, Sue. I don’t wonder mother 
is in despair at my torn clothes,” said Annie, yawning. 
As Annie replaced the half-finished work in her mother’s 
basket, her mother entered the room. 

“ My little girl has made a good beginning,” she said. 
“ Her hair is neat, and her dress. But why are you 
looking in my basket?” 

“ I have been trying to mend my apron, mother; and 
it is partly done. I wish you would let me finish it.” 

“ That you may do, most certainly. But here comes 
your father. Bring your Bible, Annie.” 

Maggie Loring called for Annie bn her way to school 
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that morning. “ And do you hurry, Annie, and be as 
quick as thought; for I want to go the long way to 
school, for a particular reason.” 

Annie forgot her new resolutions. She threw on her 
spencer without buttoning it, and commenced an animat¬ 
ed search for her bonnet. It was not on the dressing- 
table, where she usually threw it down; nor was it on 
the peg just outside her chamber-door. She looked into 
her closet: there it hung, so white and nice that Annie 
remembered at once yesterday’s misfortunes. She reso¬ 
lutely stood still, and fastened her spencer properly. 
Then she put on her bonnet, and tied the strings care¬ 
fully so that it might not be loosened by any puff of 
wind. She took up the satchel at length, and ran down 
to the entry. 

“You’ve been long enough, Annie, I hope! Why 
did you wait to button your spencer? ” 

“ Because mother desires me to do it before I leave 
the house; and the reason of my being so long was that 
I could not find my bonnet. Did you see how the girls 
treated it yesterday? Well, Sue took it, after I came 
home, and washed it, and put another ribbon on it, so 
that it does not look like the same thing.” 

Miss Waldron, Annie’s teacher, had been very much 
annoyed by the bad writing of the pupils in Annie’s 
class j and, on the first day of their return to school after 
the vacation, she gave each member a new writing-book, 
with precisely the same copy, and told them that their 
rank in their class would depend upon the neatness and 
carefulness of their writing. Annie liked to write, and 
she desired very much to be at the head of her class; 
so that she took unusual pains to form her letters well, 
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and to take but little ink in her pen, that no blots might 
fall on her book. On this particular morning, Annie’s 
writing presented a very fine appearance; and, when the 
copy was finished, she left the book on the outside of her 
desk to dry. 

The next lesson in order was a French translation; 
and Annie opened her desk, and, taking up her large 
dictionary, placed it on the lid. Of course, as the Ud 
sloped backward, just then the dictionary slid to the back 
of the desk. It was a difficult matter to find “ Paul et 
Virginieamid the chaotic confusion which reigned 
within; but she spied it at last, and shut the desk. She 
found her place, and could not translate the first word of 
her lesson. She took up the dictionary, and beneath it 
lay her writing-book, — her nice writing-book. 

Almost every line was blurred: for Annie’s head 
had been used as a support for the raised cover; and, in 
her search for her French book, it had been now raised, 
and then lowered, changing the place of the dictionary 
with each movement, till the book had half obliterated 
the writing. She sighed deeply, and then walked up to 
Miss Waldron’s desk with the writing-book, and placed 
it before her without saying a word. Miss Waldron 
glanced at the book, and then at Annie. The expression 
of her face was very different from that of yesterday, 
when she saw her battered bonnet; and, as she met her 
teacher’s look of inquiry and displeasure, she answered, 
“ It was all my own carelessness, Miss Waldron; and I 
am the more sorry for that very reason. I have been 
trying so hard to be careful to-day ! and then I forgot 
that I had left my book to dry, and put my heavy 
French dictionary on the outside of my desk.” 

15 
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u Your careless habits, Annie,” answered her teacher, 
“have been the growth of three or four years. You 
must not expect to cure them in one day. I think you 
are sufficiently sorry for your fault; and I shall not pun¬ 
ish you. Be careful for the rest of the morning.” 

To do Annie justice, we must say that she did try 
hard to be correct in all her lessons; but so much had 
her inattention grown upon her, that the French word 
which signifies apron was translated picture , and hair 
was rendered horses. Annie went home quite in de¬ 
spair. She was too sorrowful to attempt climbing the 
big horse-chestnut tree in Jenny Wilson’s yard to see if 
some of the nuts might not be ripe; and her slow, drag¬ 
ging step caused her mother to raise her eyes from her 
work in surprise. 

“ Now your dress looks as I like to see it, Annie, when 
you come home; but your face does not. What is the 
matter, my dear?” 

“ Oh, dear, mother! it’s of no use for me to try to be 
careful. I never paid so much attention as 1 did to my 
lessons to-day; and only think what happened! ” And 
she related the history of the blurred copy-book, and 
the mistakes in translation. 

“ I am very sorry, little daughter, that you are so 
discouraged. I do not think you have reason to be. 
You have at least been careful with regard to your dress 
to-day, and that is an improvement; and more than all, 
Annie, you have tried to do what was right, — tried 
harder than ever before, I am sure, from what you say. 
You see now some of the evils of your fault; and I am 
very hopeful for you.” 

“ Mrs. Mackay’s bright smile banished the cloud from 
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Annie’s face. She took off her bonnet, and was about 
to throw it on the table; but the altered ribbon again re¬ 
minded her of her duty, and she went up stairs to hang 
it on the nail from which she had taken it in the morn¬ 
ing. Then she came back and sat down by her mother’s 
side to finish her apron. 

“Mother,” she asked, after a long silence, “when 
shall you buy my winter dresses, and how many shall I 
need?” 

“1 think you will need two; and I shall buy them 
about the 1st of November.” 

“ The 1st of November will not come for six weeks; 
and if I am very, very careful of my clothes, and do not 
tear or spoil them until that time, will you not venture 
to buy only as much as you need to make the dress, and 
give me the rest of the money for that ragged-school? ” 

“ I will gladly do so, if your improvement is great 
enough to warrant it; but it must be very marked, or I 
shall not be able to grant your request.” 

“ I will not promise that it shall, mother, because it 
has been so hard to be careful to-day; but I will try. I 
am sure I shall be more anxious to do right, if what is 
saved will help to teach some poor little children.” 

A month passed away, and our little heroine’s charac¬ 
ter was slowly but gradually improving. We do not 
mean to say that during that time she had never raced 
half dressed through the street, never left her bonnet on 
the table or chairs of the sitting-room, or never failed in 
her lessons at school; but only that these misdemeanors 
had become less frequent. 

“It is cold enough for your blanket-shawl, Annie,” 
said her mother one morning. “ See! I have bought 
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you a new one. Shall you consider it an insult to 
your growing good habits, if I ask you to take great 
care of it? I have bought you a prettier one than I 
should have done, if you had not been endeavoring to 
reform” 

Annie examined the shawl with delight: it was blue, 
of different shades, with a little white and black to set it 
off “ Blue, mother! How glad I am ! I was so tired 
of my ugly red-and-green one! and blue is my favorite 
color. I must give you a kiss; for I believe you are the 
best mother that ever lived. Yes, you little beauty of 
a shawl, I will be so careful of you! The girls shall not 
say, as they used last spring, ( Annie Mackay’s shawl 
looks like a cat’s bed-quilt! ’ ” 

Annie actually looked in the glass that morning, as she 
dressed for school. “ How warm it is! ” she said, as 
she folded it round her; “ twice as warm as the old one.” 

Annie’s schoolmates admired the shawl almost as much 
as she did; but Jenny Wilson added, “It’s a great deal 
too handsome for such a careless thing as you are. I 
wouldn’t have bought you such a pretty one, if I were 
your mother.” 

“ Ain’t you ashamed, Jenny ? ” cried Maggie Loring. 
11 Annie is growing real careful. She always wears her 
bonnet straight now, and never tears her dresses.” 

Annie and her friend Maggie were walking quietly 
home from school, when they heard a great noise behind 
them; and presently a little trembling dog rushed towards 
them, with a tin-pail tied to his tail. At some distance 
followed a party of .rude, noisy, and wicked boys. The 
little animal sank panting at Annie’s feet, as if it could 
go no farther. “ Poor little thing! ” cried Annie, taking 
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it in her arms: “how it trembles! Quick, Maggie! 
take my knife out of my pocket, and cut the string that 
ties this hateful pail.” 

The boys came up in hot pursuit just in time to hear 
the noise of the pail as it fell on the ground, and Mag* 
gie’s words, which were, “Kun, Annie, run! or they* 11 
get him again.” Away ran Annie, with Maggie close 
behind. The boys ran too. Maggie outstripped Annie, 
and entered the gate of her own house. Annie reached 
it just as the foremost boy came up with her. Maggie 
pulled her in: her shawl caught upon the latch; and, as 
she endeavored to run up the little pathway to the door, 
the new shawl was terribly torn. Annie ran into the 
house; and, when Maggie closed the door, she sat down 
and burst into tears. 

11 Never mind the shawl, Annie. Your mother won’t 
care when she knows that you were trying to save the 
dog. I believe you will have to dine with me; for 
the boys are waiting outside. I see them through the 
blinds. Only look, Annie! That one who came so near 
you is a very large boy; and he looks so wicked! Do 
come and see, won’t you?” 

But Annie still sobbed inconsolably; nor did the 
caresses of the grateful little animal, who licked her 
hand and nestled close to her, avail more than her 
friend’s cheerful chatter. EDITOR. 

(To be eontixraed.) 
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A DREAM. 

1 dreamed a dream, dear children, the other night, 
which was very beautiful to me then, and has been very 
significant in thought to me since. Perhaps 1 can 
make it beautiful and significant to you likewise, and 
give you one or two good thoughts from it. We will 
see. 

1 dreamed that, looking up into the sky just in the 
brightness of noonday, I saw the most brilliant con¬ 
stellation of stars, utterly unknown to astronomers,— 
never seen before; but, oh! so softly beautiful, with 
a lustre between gold and silver, and so light-giving in 
itself, that there seemed then no other brightness; an 
immense star, drawn out in lines of light, with a circle 
inscribed around it, and beside it another luminous 
circle, across which glowed a gigantic pen of light . 
These circles enclosed and were surrounded by small, 
bright stars; while, all around, the sky was of the serene 
and cloudless light and blue of noon. I wish I could 
picture it to you, beautiful as it looked in the reality of 
my dream. I could not tell when or how it faded; but 
I dreamed that, when twilight came, I was watching for 
more heavenly wonders, but could see only the wavy, 
mystical Aurora, with its many-flashing, varying hues 
of light and glory, so sublime and so mysterious. 

Would you not have thought it a wonderful and beau¬ 
tiful dream? Would you not have fancied the fairy-folk 
had been whispering in your ears, and touching your 
optics with their elfin, silver wands, to make you see 
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bright and strange things, such as we read of in their 
sparkling, starry caves, and among their palaces of rosy 
diamonds and precious stones ? I thought of elves and 
Curies; but 1 thought more of those bright, beloved, 
though unseen ones, who I believe love to watch around 
us, waking or sleeping, to guard us from evil; and who 
can, perhaps, sometimes give us faint and fleeting 
glimpses of the radiant joy and beauty of their not dis¬ 
tant home of love, if our hearts are open to their holy 
influence. It seems as if they would love to give us, in 
our sleep, beautiful visions and pure thoughts, and thus 
teach us noble and glorious truths. 

The dream gave me many thoughts. A pen of light 
in the heavens! Think you, dear children, it typi¬ 
fied that with which the Recording Angel had that 
day noted down in the Book of Life, for me and for 
each of you, our good and evil thoughts and actions, — 
a record, for eternity, of our duties toward God, toward 
our parents, each other, and our own souls, whether 
well or ill performed? The circle, having neither be¬ 
ginning nor end, has always typified eternity. The 
circle and pen, thus brought together, seemed very sig¬ 
nificant of that account, which, whether we will or not, 
whether we remember it or not, is constantly being kept 
for us all, with the flight of each day and hour, noting 
many things of which we are, perhaps, quite forgetful 
or careleflB or unconscious. What think you the great 
pen had written for us that day, for you or for me ? A 
record of deeds, of thoughtful kindness, generous self- 
forgetfulness, quick obedience, and gentle courtesy to all 
around us 7 A heart of love, and pure thoughts toward 
God, and toward all his children and creatures ? I fear 
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for us all there were more or less of dark shadows min¬ 
gled with the brightness of the lines of light from that 
wondrous pen; some forgetfulness of duty, some care¬ 
lessness of others’ feelings, some unkindness, discontent, 
or disobedience for one or another of us. We did not 
remember — did we ? — that the pen of light still wrote 
on, while we were angry or selfish or fretful. And do 
we remember now that nothing but tears of penitence, 
and new and stronger efforts for goodness, can wash away 
those darker shadows, and leave the record bright as my 
dream-constellation ? 

What do you think is the account of to-day, of the 
present hour 1 A record clear as the silvery light of 
the pen itself, all glowing with holy aspirations and good 
deeds ? If so, the brighter will be our dreams, the hap¬ 
pier each day’s waking thoughts. 

As, at evening, our earth, with all its dear, familiar 
objects, — houses, trees, even mountains,—seem little 
and insignificant, compared with the countless worlds and 
boundless space encompassing it; so is our short life here, 
in comparison with that eternal existence upon which we 
have even now entered, and begun already to make joy¬ 
ously happy, by having great and noble objects, and de¬ 
siring the highest good; or sadly miserable, by selfish¬ 
ness, baseness, and earthliness. 

Let us watch and pray, that the bright angel may 
write for us, in words of light, our daily account: for 
we have the promise, that “ they that be wise shall shine 
as the brightness of the firmament; and they that turn 
many to righteousness, as the stars for ever and ever.” 

h. a h. 
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SPRING. 

The Spring is coming! I have heard the whisper 
Of the warm south-wind breathing forth her name; 
And she has sent her gentle herald forward, 

Her swift-advancing footsteps to proclaim. 

The Spring is coming! For I saw the brown twigs 
Smile as the joyous message passed along; 

And the low-lying grass waved in its gladness. 

And joined the tree-tops in their grateful song. 

The Spring is coming! She is bearing northward 
Her velvet mantle, spangled with bright dowers; 

The pale-blue violet and the maple-blossom 
Put forth their tender leaves ’mid April showers. 

The Spring is coming! and the birds are winging 
Back to their summer-haunts with songs of glee. 

And from their tuneful throats are gayly pouring 
A gush of mellow music wild and free. 

The Spring is.coming! and, amid the welcome 
All nature warbles forth from every part, 

Why should there mingle still one thought of sadness 
With the rejoicings of my own glad heart? 

The 8pring is coming! But she bears not only 
8weet buds and blossoms, beauty, grace, and bloom; 
She wakes the memory of days departed, 

And o'er her brightness casts a shade of gloom. 
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Yes, Spring is coming ! But she cannot bring ns 
Those who were wont to hail her bright return; 

And the warm breezes, with their gentle pinions. 
Rustle the grass on many a lowly urn. 

Yes, she is coming! Fairer than our spring-time. 
With lovelier buds than greet our earthly eyes. 

And with the loved and lost so long departed. 

Shall bloom at last the Spring of Paradise! 

EDITOR. 


GEORGIA SNAKES. 

Among the objects of interest in the t( Empire State of 
the South,” may be ranked its snakes. Some of them 
are very beautiful, and some very venomous. The 
coach-whip snake is a very pretty fellow. While in 
Georgia, I was always glad of an opportunity to culti¬ 
vate his acquaintance. He looks almost exactly like the 
article from which he is named. I think the species are 
perfectly harmless. Adders are very common. Some 
stories are told about their biting propensities; but they 
are not generally believed to be at all venomous. The 
striped snake, so common in the Northern and East¬ 
ern States, abounds in Georgia; so does the black-snake, 
which sometimes attains an enormous size, and frightens 
the boys at a prodigious rate. The Hon. George R. 
Gilmer, formerly Governor of the State, made some 
interesting statements to me about this snake, which, of 
course, must be regarded as perfectly reliable. He gives 
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them as the result of his own observation. I will tell 
you one of these stories presently. 

Among the venomous snakes of Georgia, the rattle¬ 
snake, I believe, holds the highest rank. In those parts 
of the country which are uncultivated, — and there are 
multitudes of acres in this condition, — rattlesnakes 
abound. I have seen the rattles of one which was 
twenty years old. He was an enormous fellow, as you 
may suppose. 

But I must tell you the governor’s story. It is a 
very common thing, he says, for the black-snake and the 
rattlesnake to have pitched battles, in which, strange as 
it may seem to you, the former is generally the victor. 
He tells me that he once saw a famous engagement of 
this kind. A large black-snake encountered a rattle¬ 
snake of respectable dimensions, and immediately at¬ 
tacked his formidable foe. For a while, the battle was 
pretty nearly equal, though the black-snake conquered 
at last. Of course he was aware, by his instinct, not 
only of the venomous nature of his adversary, but of 
his mode of attack. You know the rattlesnake can 
never bite, so as to do any mischief, without drawing 
himself up in a coil, and then striking a hard blow with 
the fang. Aware of this circumstance, the black-snake 
took good care not to let his adversary get a chance to 
effect the spring necessary to the bite. But he was not 
content with defensive operations. Taking advantage of 
a favorable opportunity, he fastened his teeth in the neck 
of the rattlesnake, and, with almost the rapidity of light¬ 
ning, coiled himself, at full length, around the body of 
his dangerous antagonist. This last movement complete¬ 
ly disabled the rattlesnake. The black-snake adroitly 
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crashed his victim in his coils, so cruelly, that my in¬ 
formant has no doubt he cried for quarter. The quarter 
he got, however, was of a very different character from 
that which he desired. He was pretty nearly drawn and 
quartered before he got out of the coil. When the 
black-snake thought he had terminated the last throb of 
life in his poor victim, be began gradually to relax hia 
grasp; but, perceiving 6ome signs of life, he instantly 
tightened the coil again, and held the rattlesnake in that 
position until he was dead. 

Governor Gilmer informed me that the dogs in this 
part of the country learn to hunt the rattlesnake, and 
that they manage to kill him without getting bit They, 
too, are aware of the dangerous character of the snake, 
and dexterously spring at the snake’s throat, and bite him, 
and shake him till his breath leaves his body. The go¬ 
vernor informed me that he had seen his own dog perform 
this feat. 

The truth of the following rattlesnake-story, which 
has been published before, can be implicitly relied on: A 
Southern hunter used to amuse himself, whenever he 
met with a fine specimen of a rattlesnake, with endeavor¬ 
ing to capture it alive. This he was enabled to do, after 
a long practice, by means of a forked stick, with which 
he seized the snake immediately back of the head. He 
once, however, came very near paying dearly for this 
daring feat. As he was out hunting for deer, at some 
distance from the rest of his party, he perceived a mon¬ 
strous rattlesnake, which he seized in his usual manner; 
and then, after placing his fingers firmly behind the 
snake’s head, he amused himself by opening its mouth, 
and endeavoring to examine its fangs. In the mean time, 
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his victim, quite unnoticed by the daring hunter, who 
was entirely absorbed in his examination of the crea¬ 
ture’s head, had twisted its body, in numerous folds, 
around his arm. Little by little, he was conscious of 
a slight pressure, accompanied by an alarming numbness 
in the member. The hunter immediately attempted to 
disengage his arm: at the same time, he was conscious 
that his power to do so was every moment lessening; and 
he had the additional horror of knowing that his fingers 
were becoming powerless to retain his hold. At last, the 
head of the snake began to draw near the palm of his 
hand, and the hunter gave himself up for lost; when, 
fortunately, one of his companions heard the cries of dis¬ 
tress, and arrived, armed, as is common among Southern 
hunters, with a bottle of ammonia. The cork was 
hastily pulled out, and the contents poured into the 
mouth of the monster. Then the frightful scene was 
changed in a moment. The animal, in a^ agony, un¬ 
coiled itself, and fell harmless to the ground, when it was 
easily killed. 

There is no doubt at all of the power of the rattle¬ 
snake to charm its victim. I have heard s6 many well- 
authenticated anecdotes of their charming powers, that I 
cannot help believing in the reality of the art, strange as 
it may seem. 

In Georgia, the greatest enemy the rattlesnake has is 
the hog. Great numbers of hogs are here allowed to 
roam over the fields; and they are encouraged to get 
their living by their wits. * You will stare when I tell 
you that they learn to catch rattlesnakes, and eat them; 
in fact, hogs often thrive on the flesh of these snakes. 
It will strike you as wonderful that the hog does not lose 

is 
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his life by his temerity. Bat you mast know that the 
poison of the snake does not take effect in the fat of 
animals: it is only in that part of the body where there 
are blood-vessels that the venom can be diffused; and 
the hog, you know, is pretty well covered with fat. He 
knows a thing or two, as stupid as we are accustomed to 
regard him. Getting down on his knees, he crawls along 
carefully toward his victim; taking good care that, when 
the serpent strikes, its fangs will pierce only such parts 
as are invulnerable. The snake, after striking two or 
three times, exhausts its power of injecting poison for 
the time being; when the grunting old porker deliberate¬ 
ly rises from his knees, and devours his prey at his 
leisure. Sometimes, however, I am told, piggy is so 
lean that the venom of the rattlesnake takes effect on his 
body, when he dies in a very short time. My friends 
in Georgia, who have abundant means of informing 
themselves, assured me, that, after a drove of hogs had 
for some months frequented a field infested with rattle¬ 
snakes, the latter almost entirely disappeared from the 
stage, while their conquerors would grow surprisingly fat 
on the spoils of their victories. 

The king-snake, a long, spotted fellow, is noted for 
his habit of killing other snakes. He is capable, al¬ 
though he has no fangs and is entirely destitute of 
venom, of destroying rattlesnakes. He kills them main¬ 
ly, if not altogether, by crushing them in his coils. 

The moccason-snake is scarcely inferior to the rattle¬ 
snake in the poisonous character of its bite. This snake, 
too, sometimes attains a mammoth size. I was once 
walking with a gentleman over his plantation, when he 
espied one of these snakes, which, according to his esti- 
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mate, was some eight feet long. They are now and then 
pretty troublesome guests when they grow to so large 
a size. This moccason we discovered within a few feet 
of the spring where my friend’s children came frequently 
to play. I have heard a great many stories of persons 
being bitten by the moccason. The negroes, who culti¬ 
vate the soil, sometimes suffer much, when they are 
clearing up new lands, from the moccason-snakes which 
are concealed under the dry leaves among the bushes.— 
Woodworth . 


M OUT OP THE ABUNDANCE OF THE HEART THE 
MOUTH 8PEAKETH.” — Matt. xii. 34. 

Carelessness in speaking is a very common fault, both 
of children and their elders. How many of you would 
like to be judged by what you say 7 Yet most persons 
have no other way of judging of you. A few intimate 
friends, your parents and relatives, may have the op¬ 
portunity of seeing your actions; but, for the general 
influence which you exert, your words are, in a great 
measure, responsible. How important it is, then, that 
these words should be pure and truthful! 

Great carelessness exists with regard to kind words. 
A person often says a rough, unkind word, without 
attaching much importance to it, and perhaps without 
remembering it afterwards; but that unkind word may 
have touched a sensitive fibre in the heart of the person 
to whom it was addressed. If a dear friend, he will 
know that you did not intend to be unkind, and will 
forgive you, though the remembrance of those words 
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may cost him much suffering; if an indifferent person, 
that word may alienate from you a heart in which you 
might have found affection and sympathy. 

Another quite as common result of want of attention 
in speaking, shows itself in a habit of exaggeration, or 
in neglecting to repeat a thing exactly as it was told or 
happened. This habit has often produced the most 
serious consequences. A remark, trivial and unimpor¬ 
tant in itself, has been added to as it passed from one 
mouth to another, until reputation, credit, and all that 
we hold dear in this world with regard to personal cha¬ 
racter, have been injured. 

It may seem a small thing for an impatient child to 
say to his companion, “ You’ve kept me waiting a 
year ! Jl when ten minutes have been spent in expecta¬ 
tion. The child may say, too, that he is perfectly well 
understood by his playfellow to mean only a great length 
of time. This is true; but it is the beginning of the 
habit of exaggeration, — a fault which grows with such 
astonishing rapidity, that, if we hope to root it out suc¬ 
cessfully, we must commence when it first shows itself 
above the ground. 

The heart has been very aptly compared to a jug. A 
jug, as you all know, has only a small opening at the 
top. "We cannot look inside to see whether it be clean 
or dirty. We are obliged to pour water into it, and 
judge from its color, when we pour it out again, whether 
the jug is clean. So with the heart: outward circum¬ 
stances and impressions, themselves pure like water, go 
into the heart; and by our remarks upon them, by what 
comes out of the heart, it must be decided whether that 
heart is pure or not 
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We have called year attention to this subject, children, 
because we believe it to be one of great importance. In 
the Bible, we are constantly cautioned to set a watch 
over our lips. Check the germ of every thing that is 
unkind or untrue in your words, and your whole life 
will acknowledge the benefit of your early exertion. 

BDITOIL 


CUBA. 

At the present time, there is a great and remarkable 
degree of interest throughout the whole country in 
regard to every thing connected with the Island of Cuba. 
Its geographical position, its political history and future 
prospects, and its intimate connection with our own 
country, fully account for this interest; though its own 
situation, as one of the most beautiful spots in creation, 
and as one of the earliest discoveries of Columbus, must 
ever invest it with a degree of interest far greater than 
aught else. 

Three hundred and sixty-three years ago, the foot of 
the white man first pressed the shores of this ocean- 
queen ; and though no friendly native was there to 
utter a hearty welcome in broken language, as did 
Samoset on the shores of Massachusetts, they found a 
people ready to adore them as beings of a superior 
order, and before whom they prostrated themselves in 
reverence. Alas that an enterprise, undertaken for the 
glory of God, should have been marked by wanton 
cruelty to his creatures i A blight fell upon this beam- 
tiful island when Columbus and his followers landed on 
its soil, and took possession of it in the name of tfo 
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monarchs of Spain, and, with their mouths full of spirit¬ 
ual professions, tortured and oppressed its inhabitants to 
extract from them the wealth which they so earnestly 
sought, and which they fondly deemed they had at 
last found in this fancied Japan, —which fulfilled the 
dream of the great Columbus, and assured him that he 
had nearly reached the shores of Farther India. Cuba 
broke upon him as a paradise. He wrote that one could 
live there for ever; and, with the simplicity of a child, he 
described the beauty and grandeur of its natural scenery 
in the most eloquent language. She is still lovely as 
then, though the inevitable laws which govern the pro¬ 
gression of races have long since erased every trace of 
its aboriginal possessors. 

No one knows the inconvenience of travelling in a 
foreign country, without knowing their language, unless 
he has tried it. You come in contact with boatmen, 
hackmen, and runners, of a like stamp with those in 
our cities, from whom you do not get the most favorable 
impression. 

Cuba has, in fact, but little history. When the word 
is spoken, the mind reverts to it as an everlasting monu¬ 
ment, marking the triumph of that greatness which con¬ 
ceived, and that patience which finally demonstrated, a 
path across the trackless ocean, and discovered a Western 
World; but, before this, all is a blank, and, like its majes¬ 
tic natural productions which have flourished and decayed 
since the world was, all traces of its previous human 
life is lost, without even Indian traditions to tell us who 
lived, what they did, or how they died. Since then, 
from the time that the conquerors massacred the native 
chieftains, who refused the mockery of the religious 
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baptism offered them, and since toil and want gradually 
exterminated the native population, a cry of oppression 
and distress has been wafted on every spicy breeze, and 
the religion of gold has thrown that of heaven far into the 
shade. Cuba is the Indian name of the island; and 
though four other names have been successively given it, 
to honor both the saints and sinners of the Old World, it 
is known only by the aboriginal appellation, which will 
ever perpetuate the memory of the simple race who poured 
their offerings into the white man’s lap, and received him 
into their homes that he might lay them desolate. 

The geographical position of Cuba renders it of great 
importance to this country, as it is capable of command¬ 
ing the whole navigation of the surrounding seas. It 
has a length of about six hundred miles, with a width 
varying from one hundred and eighteen to twenty-two 
miles. A chain of mountains, extending throughout its 
length, divide the island into two parts; and numberless 
small streams from them water it on both sides. The soil 
is of such surprising fertility, that two, and sometimes 
three, crops may be raised from it with ease; and its 
richness requires so little labor, that it well deserves the 
humorous remark made in reference to another land, “ that 
if you but tickle its surface with a plough, it laughs 
out a full and abundant harvest.” The indolence of the 
people, and their disinclination to agricultural labor of 
any kind, are almost excusable when we remember this ; 
and it reminds me of the tale in the “ Arabian Nights,” 
where the servants were forbidden even to think of how 
the table should be spread, so secure was the master of 
the house that some good genii would cover it bounti¬ 
fully. It has been said that no soil on the face of the 
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globe equals this in fertility; and my own limited obser¬ 
vation inclines me to think that it is so. 

One of the most beautiful sights that ever attracted 
my eye was a coffee plantation in full bloom. The 
coffee-plant is an evergreen-tree, from fifteen to twenty 
feet high, with a large and smooth bright-green leaf: 
the flowers are white and sweet-scented, and grow in 
bunches at the base of the leaf. It is usually planted 
in lots of about eight acres, laid out in wide walks, 
the borders of which are planted with orange, banana, 
mango, and other tropical trees, the partial shade of 
which is necessary to preserve the coffee-tree from in¬ 
jury. The luxuriant climbing plants of the tropios 
intertwine their branches, and offer every shade of beau¬ 
tiful flower; and, when the coffee-plant is also in blos¬ 
som, they are so large and abundant, that it seems as if 
a cloud of snow had rested upon each tree; and the 
whole forms a scene of natural splendor fully equal to 
the most exalted idea of the garden of Eden. The 
sugar plantations, however, though the most beautiful 
of any, are by far the most profitable; some of the 
largest yielding an income of over two hundred thousand 
dollars per annum, while the smallest produce about one 
hundred thousand. Sugar, coffee, and tobacco, are the 
three great staples of the island: but sugar yields about 
twice as great a percentage of profit as either of the 
others; and, in fact, the culture of both coffee and 
tobacco has very much decreased. 

The trees of Cuba are unsurpassed in beauty, — I 
always except the hemlock, — such as the palm, maho¬ 
gany, cedar, lignumvitse, and various kinds of ebony; 
and the avenues out of the eity extend for miles, as they 
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stretch toward the plantations, lined on each side with 
the unequalled royal palm, interpersed with other trees. 
The palm overtops all others, many of them rising to a 
height of one hundred and twenty feet. The leaves are 
from eight to ten feet long, and the trunk is as round 
and smooth as if it had been turned in a lathe. Those 
avenues were much improved by the exertions of Gov¬ 
ernor-General Tacon, who, with all his faults, was an 
iron-willed man, and did much for the improvement of 
the island. There is one street, or avenue, the Paseo 
Isabella, that does credit to the taste of any man, and 
equals in beauty that of the far-famed one in Madrid. 
It is interspersed with fountains, statues, and interlined 
with those magnificent palms, dividing it into five sepa¬ 
rate drives, two narrower ones on either side of the main 
avenue. Showy gardens everywhere load the air with 
perfumes. Here the wealth and fashion of the island 
slowly pass and repass in their volantes every evening, 
the postilion of each in silver livery, with boots and spur. 
The walks are crowded with.the admirers of those Cuban 
belles, exchanging the courtesies of the day; while the 
graceful movement of the costly fan keeps time with 
the music of the bands near by. Yet, to break the har¬ 
mony of the scene, a spearsman on horseback, or a 
soldier with fixed bayonet on foot, is always in sight. 
There are only about thirteen hundred thousand acres 
under cultivation; and the yield from them would be 
mach greater, could a little more energy be infused into 
the landed proprietors. The most reliable estimates I 
could form gave about three hundred and forty millions 
of capital invested; from which the net annual profit is 
about fifty millions, or about twenty per cent. 
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I ought, perhaps, to say a* word on tobacco; for Ha¬ 
vana has been long famous for its good cigars: but there 
is, however, very little of the very best kind raised, it 
only covering a few miles. Ten times as much of the 
poorer article is made, bearing the stamp of the good. 

All offices of honor, emolument, or responsibility are in 
the hands of the Spaniards. The Creoles are excluded 
from the army, treasury, judiciary, and custom-houses ; 
and every thought seems to be how to make the most 
out of them. In fact, though Nature has been most 
lavish, their Spanish mother finds a strict duenna neces¬ 
sary, lest the favorite child should assert her liberty 
under the protecting smile of Uncle Sam’s wistful eyes. 

Early in the present century, Don Francisco de 
Aranjo, the most illustrious name in Cuban histoiy, 
first made strenuous exertions toward improving the 
position of the people; and he not only succeeded m 
ameliorating their condition very sensibly, but he pro¬ 
cured what was worth more than all else in advancing a 
knowledge of liberty and civil rights, — the throwing 
open of the ports of the island to foreign trade, whieh 
was done in 1818; and, since that time, we may date 
what of prosperity and advancement they have really 
been blessed with. 

From the time when the first conquerors of Cuba 
committed such wholesale slaughters, that the second 
place on the island was named Matanzas, or the city of 
massacres, until now, the same system has been pur¬ 
sued ; and, though the present natives are descendants of 
the pure Spaniards, they are looked down upon almost 
as much as their own ancestors looked down upon the 
savages. Even the bright-eyed boy of five or six yean 
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will curl his lip in scorn as he answers, “No, senor,” 
when asked if he was bom in Cuba. We can hardly 
realize the petty things to which the strong arm of 
tyranny descends. During the excursion of Lopez, as a 
party of troops were conveying a body of prisoners to 
Havana, one of the miserable captives fell by the way, 
and was left unheeded. A planter near by, moved by 
the ordinary instincts of humanity, had him carried to 
his home to die. This act of Christian kindness being 
strictly illegal, the planter was tormented, oppressed, 
and finally worried into the utterance of some unguarded 
expression; when he was arrested, his property allowed 
to go to waste, and he was in prison not long since. 

Still, it must be admitted that some stringent laws were 
wanting; for, after the strict search of Governor Tacon 
had discovered and broken up several haunts of banditti, 
a leading lawyer was found to be the chief of one of 
them. He escaped by applying a certain blind to the 
eyes of justice, which is too often used with success even 
with us; and, after his departure, six skeletons were 
found quietly reposing in an out-of-the-way place in his 
house. Such instances were far from uncommon; and, 
while Governor Tacon well deserves praise for rendering 
the highways a place of safety, we may regret that law 
is not tempered with mildness; and perhaps, too, we may 
think that severity was the father of those evils which a 
still greater severity now seeks to eradicate. The whole 
evil has arisen from the desire to obtain every dollar that 
could bo squeezed from the island; and the attitude of 
Spain is that of a leech, which continues to draw every 
drop of blood until it becomes exhausted and ruined 
itself. We can never be sufficiently thankful that we 


Digitized by Google 



192 


CUBA. 


live under a wise government, where there is no standing 
army necessary to overawe the people into submission. 
It seemed as if every fourth or fifth man I met was 
dressed in a military suit; and even then they hardly 
appeared to feel safe. 

Every farmer must pay ten per cent on all crops 
except sugar, which is charged with two and a half per 
cent. The trade in ice and fish is a government mono¬ 
poly. Fish is dearer there than beef. A native Creole 
must obtain an official permit before he can ask a few 
friends to a seat at his table. About eight dollars must 
be paid for a single sheet of stamped paper on which 
contracts are drawn. No goods of any kind can be sold 
without a license. Removal from one house to another 
is forbidden until permission is obtained and paid for. 
Every thing living or dead is taxed to the utmost far¬ 
thing; and there is no apparent escape from the evil. 
The inhabitants are forbidden to send their children to 
the United States to school, so great is the fear that they 
will become tinged with our liberal views; and their own 
system of education, when compared with our universal 
and excellent schools, is wretched indeed. Not long 
since, out of about a hundred thousand free children, 
only about nine thousand attended any kind of a school; 
and only three thousand of them were educated at the 
public expense. The public teachers are often notori¬ 
ously incompetent friars. I remember hearing of one 
man who made an ostentatious display of a geography 
which cost him twenty-five dollars, and which informed 
him that the Americans were the greatest stabbers in 
the world. 

(To be concluded.) 
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- TEASING THE DOG. 

“ Gir« Him the biscuit if he wants it,— do, Ellen! I do 
not like to hear him bark so. Here, Major! Poor fellow! 
she ought.not to tease yon.” And Lily Howard put her 
arm round the neck of the dog, who was beginning to 
manifest his displeasure by a series of low growls. 

u Oh 9 it is such fun to make him think he is going to 
hare it, and then cheat him! Just see him! ” she added, 
as the dog leaped up to catch the food, and half shook off 
Lily’s hand, which continued to pat him. 

-Id** think there is any fun in teasing him,.Ellen* 
and ! would not have promised that you should bring him*, 
hie dbtnif if I had known you would do so. Take care! 
b&fejpatly growing angry now.” 

Ellen continued to withdraw the tempting morsel 
Thjgftftlil within his reach, until the dog. apparently re- 
he would bear it no longer. He made a sud- 
de^gpwg from his bouse, and threw both the children to 
tkfcijgVp!^. LHy had been kneeling; and the full force 
MM*** was directed towards Ellen, so that the 
ilMBMip not hurt; but Ellen’s forehead struck a sharp 
fell, and began to bleed profusely. Her cries 
no# alahned the whole household; and father, mother, and 
serfUit* were soon at the scene of disaster. Her father 
tpcit her in his arms and carried her into the house, where 
a large .sticking-plaster was placed over the wound. 

“"And .now tell me how this accident happened/’ said 
Mr. Howard, when Ellen’s sobs had ceased, and Lily, had 
withdrawn her frightened face from behind her mother. 

Ellen blushed. “ O papa ! it was my own fault. I was 
teasing Major about his dinner; and at last he leaped out 

17 
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of his kennel to get it, and came with such force that he 
threw me down.” 

u If that is the case, Ellen, I am not sorry that you 
were hoth frightened and hurt. There is something of 
malice in trifling thus with a dumb animal, who cannot 
understand that it is sport to you. I hope the scar of 
your cut will last long enough to effect a cure in this re¬ 
spect, by continually reminding you of your fault.” 

“I am sure it will, papa. And, now, may I go and make 
friends with Major, and give him his dinner ? ” 

“ Yes; but be very careful to treat him gently.” 

When Ellen came near the dog, and held out a tempt¬ 
ing piece of meat, he growled, and seemed about to fly at 
her. She drew back*in alarm, but, after a moment, again 
advanced towards him, but with no better success. u What 
can be the matter?” she said to Lily. “I think he 
frightened himself, as well as me, when he threw me 
down.” 

“ Let me try,” replied Lily; and she, in her turn, offered 
the food. Major came to take it from her hand, and, while 
he was eating it, allowed her to pat his back. Ellen again 
tried to give him another piece when the first wa9 de¬ 
voured ; but his growl was most decisively expressive of 
displeasure. 

“ Major will not let me feed him,” said she, sadly, to her 
father, who passed by: 

“ I did not suppose he would,” answered he, u although 
I was willing that you should make the experiment You 
have deceived him, and he knows it, and is not willing to 
trust you again. See how he eats from Lily’s hand!” 
Ellen was just ready to burst into tears again, but her 
father prevented it. “ You must not cry, Ellen, or you 
will displace the plaster on your forehead, and the cut 
will bleed again. I do not wonder you feel sorry; for 
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the affection and confidence of an animal are worth some¬ 
thing, and it will be a long time before you can regain it” 

It was a long time indeed. The scar on Ellen’s fore¬ 
head had healed over, the childish dresses of the sisters 
were exchanged for those of womanhood, and still Major 
kept his opinion of Ellen. He wonld sometimes suffer 
her to pat him; but towards Lily the strength of his at¬ 
tachment was manifested. When he died, worn out with 
years, both sisters wept “ I envy you your tears, Lily,” 
said Ellen, “ for they are tears of pure regret; but mine 
have the bitterness in them which comes from that thought¬ 
less act of my childhood.” 

Little readers, are any among you in the habit of teas¬ 
ing the dumb creation around you ? Learn from this little 
sketch that the disposition is odious, even when displayed 
toward a dog; and, still more, if any are accustomed to 
tease their more feeble-spirited companions, let them re¬ 
member that nothing should be sport to them which is a 
source of trouble to another. editor. 


MAY-DAY RECOLLECTIONS OF ENGLAND. 

BY REV. WILLIAM MOURTFORD. 

[The foUowing article was taken in part from a paper called “ May-day 
Blossoms,” published in Dorchester, last year, at a fair held in aid of the 
Children’s Mission. To many of our readers it will not be new; but we felt 
that it was worth a second reading, and that those who h&d never seen it 
wonld derive from it much instruction and pleasure. — Editor.] 

It is not much of May Day that I recollect, for it was not 
very much that I ever happened to see. May Day is not 
now in England what it was five hundred years ago, when 
it was a general holiday; when young persons used to go 


Digitized by Google 



196 MAT-DAY REC0LLECT10N8 OF ENGLAND. 

into the woods, in the early twilight, to gather flowers with 
the dew upon them; when the young men, during the 
day, were accustomed to exercise themselves in archery 
at the town-buts; and when, in the evening, everybody, 
young and old, used to dance round the May-pole. But 
there is still in England much feeling for May Day; and 
all over the country are to be found traces of the love with 
which it was kept, and of the various ways in which it 
was observed in different ages. 

The Irish and the Highlanders call May Day Bealtam , 
— the day of the fire of Bel; and for its coming they 
light fires on the hill-tops, just as the ancient Druids did. 
The month of May takes its name from Maia, a goddess 
of the Romans; and Flora, with them, was the goddess of 
flowers; and of the Roman celebration of Flora in Eng¬ 
land there are many remains. In the south of England, 
there is a town where, under a corrupt word, May Day is 
still called Flora’s Day. 

My own earliest recollection of a May Day in England 
is of my seeing one afternoon, planted in the middle of 
a street, a small tree covered with flowers and ribbons, 
which I was told was a May-pole. Often at other times 
I remember having seen, on May morning, long streets 
looking like avenues of trees, from there having been 
fixed against every door-post a bough of elm or a great 
bush of hawthorn. In the city of York, on May morn¬ 
ing, many times I saw the morris-dancers come in from 
the country, dressed in a manner learned from the Moors, 
and practising a dance which was introduced into Eng¬ 
land by the Crusaders. In Lancashire, one May Day, 
I saw a wagon with a load of rushes piled upon it. The 
sides of the laden wagon were decorated with silver, and 
apparently with any articles of silver which could be pro¬ 
cured to hang there, — cups, salvers, watches, spoons. 


Digitized by Google 



MAT-DAY RECOLLECTIONS OF ENGLAND. 197 

The horses were decked with ribbons; and in front of them 
marched a band of musicians. This procession was called 
rush-bearing, and had been continued yearly from the 
time when it was customary to renew on May Day, in 
the parish church, the rushes which were once used in¬ 
stead of carpets. At King’s Lynn, one morning, I was 
surprised, and a little bewildered, by the strange noise 1 
heard everywhere about. On my inquiring what it was, I 
was answered, “ Oh! it is only the boys with their cows’- 
horns.” And when I asked how it was that so many boys 
should all at once be fancying cows’-horns to blow, 1 was 
told that it was because of its being the 1st of May. On 
the same day, I saw girls making a collection for dolls, 
which they carried; one of which was seated in a little 
room, and another of which was suspended in a hoop, with 
flowers all about her. And I wondered to see, in the 
fenny district of England, how exactly the old Roman cele¬ 
bration of the festival day of Flora was perpetuated by 
boy8 and girls, who yet did not know what they were 
doing,—who were practising exactly what had been taught 
there when perhaps Agricola was governor, and what 
had been approved and enjoyed, by legionaries at work on 
the old sea-wall there, perhaps when the Emperor Severus 
was on his visit to Britain. 

My last recollection connected with May Day in Eng¬ 
land is among my last remembrances of the country; for 
it is of a May-pole, which was a landmark to all the sur¬ 
rounding district. This May-pole is like the mast of a 
great ship. It stands on a very high spot, and is of very 
ancient origin; for when certain rights were granted to 
the lord of the manor there, probably by one of the Nor¬ 
man kings, it was on condition that at Holliwood, in King’s 
Norton, he should keep a May-pole standing for ever. 

By these old holidays, how we feel ourselves linked with 
17* 
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the past,—connected with them who have been before us in 
the world, and who have rejoiced and hoped as we do! — 
the men of three hundred years ago, who carpeted their 
churches with fresh rushes on May Day; the men of five 
centuries since, who celebrated May Day with songs, just 
then fresh and current, about Robin Hood and his archers; 
and with the people of a thousand and two thousand years 
ago; Roman soldiers, who made garlands for Flora; of Eng¬ 
lish flowers, violets and lilies of the valley, primroses and 
buttercups and daisies; and Druids, the home of whose 
worship was in the forests, and who used to make bonfires 
on high places, the night before May Day, in celebration of 
the power by which their woods were growing green over¬ 
head and flowery underneath. 

Yes, and on a morning like this, how we feel that in us 
all there is one soul, and that we are of them, and they of 
us! — the poets, who have sung our thoughts, and made 
music of our feelings; Chaucer, so fond of lying on the 
grass, and gazing at nature and at the coming of spring, 
who exclaimed, — 

“ 0 May, with all thy flowers and thy green! 

Eight welcome be thou, fairy, freahy May — 

and Milton, in his time, that hailed — 

“ The flowery May, who from his green lap throws 
The yellow oowslip and the pale primrose — 

and old Herrick, so fond of flowers, and who was urgent 
with people to rise early and see the trees spangled with 
dew, and, in his own age, who saw — 

“ When as a thousand virgins on this day 
Spring sooner than the lark to fetch in May.*' 

And it is not only by flowers, but also by birds, that the 
advent of May is shown and cheered; for, by May Day, 
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nearly every emigrant bird has returned, — the swallow, 
the cuckoo, the whitethroat, the redstart, the ring-ouzle, 
the swift, and many others. And they appear in regular 
order, one ofter the other; the cuckoo always being pre¬ 
ceded by the wry-neck, and the swallow being always ten 
days in advance of the swift. Also there are certain 
flowers which blossom simultaneously with the arrival of 
certain birds; and for this reason the lady-smock is called 
the cuckoo-flower. And thus, throughout the month of 
April, there is hardly a morning on which some flower or 
bird does not announce May Day as coming nearer and 
nearer. 

The oldest holiday in England, the celebration of the 
beauty and the promise of the year, — it is no wonder, age 
after age, that we find that almost every poet had some 
word for the day as it passed him. Edmund Spenser tells 
his friend Philip Sidney, in the merry month of May, 
how — 

“ Youth’s folk now flooken in everywhere, 

To gather May-baskets and smelling brier; 

And home they hasten, the posts to dight. 

And all the ohuroh-pillars, ere daylight. 

With hawthorn-buds and sweet eglantine. 

And garlands of roses, and sops in wine.” 

Half a century later than these lines, Thomas Morley 
begins one of his ballads thus: — 

** Now is the month of Maying, 

When merry lads are playing.” 

In the manner in which James Shirley describes May Day, 
is shown the classical education of the great dramatist: — 

** Woodmen, shepherds, come away, 

^This is Pan’s great holiday.” 

There is but little of the old jollity in the celebration of 
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this day now, and it is a holiday which is now no vaca¬ 
tion from labor; but yet, perhaps, there comes with it still 
as much sentiment as ever. And many of the later poets 
have linked with it some of their most beautiful and ten¬ 
der fancies, from Matthew Prior, with his sweet verses on 
the May flowers of Chloe, and called the “ Garland,” to 
Alfred Tennyson’s touching history of the “ May Queen.” 
Says the proverb-couplet, — 

“ March winds and April showers 

Bring forth May and May-flowers.*' 

In a different mood from this, and as though fresh from 
his “ Elegy in a Country Churchyard,” Gray writes on him¬ 
self, at the end of his u Ode on Spring,” or rather thus he 
makes some sportive insect say of himself, the moralist: — 

“On hasty wings thy youth is flown; 

Thy sun is set, thy spring is gone: 

We frolic while *tis May.” 

However, whether we frolic or mope or struggle, May 
comes and passes all the same. But yet, if every thing 
is “ beautiful in its time,” specially so is the season cele¬ 
brated in England as the month of May. In the pre¬ 
sence of this beauty, and in our joy at it, how much more 
easily we trust and hope than we do while absorbed by 
little cares, or while walking only among houses and places 
of trade! With the hopefulness of spring, we grow hope¬ 
ful for the whole world, for the universe, and for eternity. 
And, indeed, is there not a something divine, some ordi¬ 
nance of the Creator, in this power of nature to draw our 
souls into the serene, strange, sweet confidence which we 
sometimes feel when the spring is at its best ? An exact 
answer to this question, and a text for May Day, beautiful 
as the season itself, there comes to mind What is recorded 
in two of the Gospels: “ Consider the lilies of the field 
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how they grow; they toil not, neither do they spin; and 
yet I say unto you, that even Solomon in all hi9 glory was 
not arrayed, like one of these. Wherefore, if God so 
clothe the grass of the field, which to-day is, and to-mor¬ 
row is cast into the oven, shall he not much more clothe 
you, O ye of little faith ? ” Do we believe this ? Hard¬ 
ly, hardly can we say that we do. But even if we believe 
it, yet we feel it so faintly! 

In the May-day song by W. C. Bennett, there is senti¬ 
ment of which it would be well that we should bethink 
ourselves now and then, — we who live so much apart from 
Nature as scarcely even to suspect how largely we have 
shut her out from our thoughts and our ways of life. 

“ Come out, come from the cities, 

For once jour drudging s f ay; 

With work 'twcre thousand pities 
To wrong this honored day. 

Your fathers met the May 
With laughter, dance, and labor: 

Come, be os wise as they; 

Come, steal to-day from labor. 

Talk not of want of leisure: 

Believe me, time was made 
For laughter, mirth, and pleasure. 

Far more than toil and trade. 

And little short I hold 
That social state from madness. 

For daily bread when's sold 
Man's natural gift to gladness. 

Then leave your weary moiling, 

Your desks and shops, to-day; 

Tis sin to waste in toiling • 

This jubilee of May. 

Come stretch you where the light 
Through golden lines is streaming, 

And spend — 0 rare delight! — 

An hour in summer-dreaming.” 
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However, wherever we may be, whether among the 
pine-woods of the North or the Cherokee roses of the 
South, at least, as says the “ Mirror of the Months,”— 

“ We in thought will Join your throng, 

Ye that pipe and ye that play, — 

Ye that through your hearts to-day 
Feel the gladness of the May.” 

Poets and birds and flowers, — what a day of them this 
is! flowers and birds and poetry; flowers and birds as they 
have always been, and always will be; flowers and birds 
as they were before Adam was, and also flowers and 
birds as they seemed to the poets; flowers and birds as 
now through the poets they seem to us, — things of beauty, 
and joys for ever; spiritualized, visibly living in another 
light than that of the sun, and created to nourish in us a 
something which eye hath not seen nor ear heard.' Oh I 
the poets we remember to-day, and the creatures which 
they have made their own, and yet which are ours also, all 
the more fully for being theirs,—Keats and the nightingale, 
Logan and \he cuckoo, Shelley and the skylark, Bryant 
and the bobolink, Barry Cornwall and the stormy petrel, 
Mary Howitt and the humming-bird, and Elizabeth 
Browning and the sea-mew; the daffodil and Wordsworth, 
the anemone and Hartley Coleridge, the daisy and Burns, 
and the ivy with Felicia Hemans. Nor, among the poets 
of the spring, ought that writer to be forgotten, — anony¬ 
mous, but belonging to New England,—through whom now 
there is to be heard the voice of the grass. A word or 
two of that utterance, how pretty and quaint, and, more 
indeed than pretty, how beautiful! — 

“Here I oome, creeping, creeping everywhere: 

By the dusty roadside, 

On the sunny hillside, 
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Close by the noisy brook. 

In every shady nook, 

I come oreeping, creeping everywhere. 

Here I come, creeping, smiling everywhere: 

All round the open door. 

Here, where the children play. 

In the bright and merry May, 

I come oreeping, oreeping everywhere. 

Here I come, creeping, creeping everywhere. 

More welcome than the flowers 
In summer’s pleasant hours: 

The gentle cow is glad. 

And the merry bird not sad. 

To see me creeping, oreeping everywhere.” 

And Thomson, the poet of the u Seasons,” — we have 
not jet even mentioned him among the authors brought to 
our remembrance by the spring. But are they so much 
to us, the poets ? Yes, indeed they are. And is it not 
true that all of us, whether we are readers or not, have 
profited, even more largely than we know of, by the 
manner in which our thoughts have been enlarged and 
our feelings refined by writers, whom we have never 
even thanked for the good they have done us? Then 
let us acknowledge that, somewhere or other, there is 
a great debt owing by us. Now, it is a debt, some 
small part of which we can discharge by helping to open 
the eyes of the morally blind, so as that God’s works may 
look to them as they do to us, and so as that they also 
may see and hear in nature what we do, and may share 
in our feelings about May Day, and may feel themselves 
growing more fit for heaven by loving the beauty with 
which God so clothes the grass of the field, by minding 
the ways and songs of birds, and by having their souls 
grow sensitive to the spirit of the woods, — solemn, myste¬ 
rious, fearful, and yet joyous too. 
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LILY’S NEW YEAR’S DAY. 

Mrs. Selwyn came to the door of the parlor, and looked 
in. Her husband sat reading the “ Christian Register; ” 
the two youngest children were chatting together in a sub¬ 
dued tone, and two others seemed busy with books. Ap¬ 
parently, she missed the face she was looking for; and, 
turning away without speaking, she passed up stairs. 

“ Very busy, Lily ? ” she asked, gently, as she entered 
a room where a young girl sat by a table, reading. 

Lilias looked up: there was a shade on her sweet face; 
but it was of thought, not sadness. “Not busy at all, 
dear mother,” she answered. “ But it is the last Sunday 
of the year, you know; and I have been looking over my 
sermon-book. You have not forgotten that you -desired 
us all to write down what we could remember of the ser¬ 
mons we heard ? ” 

“ And this is your record ? ” said Mrs. Selwyn, taking 
the book from her daughter’s hand, and turning over the 
leaves. “ You have done well indeed.” 

“ Not nearly so well as Anna,” she replied. “ Her ab¬ 
stracts have been as full again; at least, at first” 

“Anna has had other things to think of lately,” said 
Mrs. Selwyn, smiling. 

“ But she has never neglected this,” exclaimed Lily, ea¬ 
gerly ; “ not once, I believe, before or since she left us; 
though Philip rather laughs at her for it” 

“ But your own abstracts are much more full in the lat¬ 
ter part of the book,” remarked her mother. “ The exer¬ 
cise strengthened your memory, it seems.” 

“Yes; but I do not think it was so much that I have 
been more interested lately.” She hesitated a moment, 
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for her timidity and reserve seldom allowed her to speak 
of her own feelings. “ Do you remember, mother, this 
sermon, last September, — 6 Choose ye this day whom ye 
will serve ’ ? ” 

Yes, Mrs. Selwyn well remembered. She had noticed 
that all her children had listened with deep attention; and 
she had hoped that the solemn, earnest appeal would find 
a response in some, if not all, of their hearts. The two 
youngest had perhaps not reached an age when any im¬ 
pression would be very lasting; but the elder ones, — it 
was surely time for them to think seriously on religious sub¬ 
jects. Her hopes had been disappointed. Emma, thought¬ 
less by nature and habit, even more than girls of fifteen 
usually are, had soon forgotten whatever impression the 
sermon had made; and Julia, the eldest, had admired the 
eloquence of the discourse, and the grace of its delivery, 
without giving one thought to the solemn subject itself. 
Anna, though she had spoken freely to her mother of the 
feelings excited in her heart, and her desire for improve¬ 
ment, had soon been absorbed by the preparations for her 
marriage; and Lilias was too shy to speak at all. 

These remembrances passed through Mrs. Selwyn’s 
mind as her daughter was speaking; and, after a minute’s 
pause, she answered, “Yes, Lily, I recollect it very well. 
Is it from that time that you date your increased in¬ 
terest ? ” 

“Not exactly; I had been interested before: but Mr. 
Maynard was very solemn, you know; and I could not for¬ 
get that sermon at all.” 

“ You did not wish to forget it, my love ? ” 

“ Oh, no! but I felt as though I ought to make my de¬ 
cision then; and I tried to decide as I ought. I did not 
dare to trust myself, I have so often made resolves and 
forgotten them; so I thought I would say nothing to any 
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' ‘one till the New Year; and, in the mean time, I would 
watch myself, and see if I really did desire to serve God, 
or if my decision was only a passing feeling.” 

u And now ? ” asked Mrs. Selwyn, drawing her daugh¬ 
ter closer to her. 

“ Now I think I may'say my choice is fixed. I do ear* 
nestly desire to be a Christian. But I fail so often, I do 
so many wrong things, that I should be afraid, if I were 
not sure God would help me. The sermons I hear help 
me a great deal, especially Maurice’s. I think Maurice 
preaches to me even more than Mr. Maynard does.” 

u Perhaps you feel the words more, knowing his charac¬ 
ter so well. It is a good plan to take home to ourselves 
the truths we hear. And what of to-day’s sermon, Lily ? ” 

“ On joining the church ? Mr. Maynard did more to 
discourage than to encourage me, I think. But I am very 
young yet, and it is not a question to be decided hastily. 
I must consider of it.” 

u True, my child ; and, to aid you in the decision, here 
is a little volume which I am sure you will value. 

“ 1 Communion Thoughts: Bulfinch.’ The same who 
wrote the beautiful* Lays of the Gospel ’ ? Oh, thank you, 
dearest mother! Are you going ? Just one thing first. 
Mr. Maynard has been our pastor so little while, and I 
know him so little, that I should hardly feel like talking 
with him; and yet there are some things a clergyman 
could answer better than any one else. Might I ask 
Maurice?” 

u Ask Maurice by all means, my child. He considers 
you quite as much a sister as Anna, I am sure, and would 
be gratified to have you come to him with any questions, 
especially those which fall more particularly within his 
province as a clergyman. You will feel more at ease 
with him, too, than you could with any one else. But 
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don’t stay too long here by yourself, my love. Come 
down to us soon.” 

New Year’s Day came, and, agreeably to the wishes of 
the young people, was clear and pleasant. There was to be 
a gathering at Mr. Selwyn’s house, in the evening, of the 
two families, which, nearly connected and always on terms 
of the greatest intimacy, had been still more closely united 
by the marriage of Philip Bradford and Anna Selwyn. 
But the young Selwyns could not wait until evening; and, 
as Philip had taken a house at no great distance from that 
of his father-in-law, Emma and Hatty had resolved to pay 
their sister a morning visit, and carry her the gifts they 
had prepared. Upon mentioning their plan, Vincent and 
Lily at once offered to accompany them; and the four set 
out together. 

Entering Mrs. Bradford’s neatly arranged parlor, they 
found their sister examining some books, evidently new, 
with which the table was covered. She looked up as the 
door opened, and joyous greetings were interchanged; 
after which, the young visitors displayed the gifts they 
had brought; and Anna, returning to the table, bade them 
come and see what Philip and herself had prepared for 
them. 

“ Books! all books! ” exclaimed the laughing Emma. 
“ How convenient it must be to have a bookseller for a 
husband, Nannie! ” 

Anna smiled, and, slipping a little box into Emma’s 
hand, bade Hatty go to the sofa, and search there. “ And 
Lily,” she said, “ that row of books is Maurice’s gift to 
you, — your favorite author, you see.” 

“ * Martyria,’ — ‘ Euthanasy,’ — ‘ Thorpe,’ ” — read 
Emma. . “ Much good may they do Lily! I should fall 
asleep over any one of them in ten minutes.” 
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“ Or over any other book,” remarked Vincent, who was 
already devouring a volume long desired. 

“Is Maurice at home, Anna?” asked Lilias, softly. 
“ May I go up and see him ? ” 

“ Certainly, darling; you’ll find him in the study.” And 
Lily slipped away unnoticed by the others; for Vincent 
was too deep in his book, Hatty 4oo much enraptured with 
the beautiful wax doll she had found, and Emma too busy 
admiring the pretty ring she had just placed on her finger, 
to heed her departure. 

The study-door was ajar; and the timid young girl hesi¬ 
tated before entering; for, though Maurice Bradford had 
always seemed like a brother, she had seldom spoken 
with him on religious subjects, and she did not know how 
to introduce what she wanted to say. The young clergy¬ 
man had heard the light step, however, and spoke. 

“ Is not that Lily Selwyn ? Come in, Lily, and let me 
wish you a happy New Year.” 

“ A happy New Year to you, Maurice, and thanks for 
your welcome gift.” 

“I am glad I happened to know your taste,” he an¬ 
swered. “ Come, sit by me, and tell me hbw all goes on at 
home. I returned only last night, and have had no time 
to question Anna.” 

Lilias sat down, and they conversed for a few minutes 
on common subjects; then she relapsed into silence, for 
her mind was too full of her own thoughts and wishes to 
be long withdrawn from them. 

“ And so,” said Maurice, at last, looking earnestly at 
her, — “so you begin the new year, dear Lily, as a follower 
of the Lamb, — as a disciple of Him who is the Truth 
and the Light ? ” 

Her cheek flushed, and she looked up. “ How could 
you tell?” she asked. 
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* I could read the signs; I have read them for some 
time past. I cannot tell you how rejoiced I am that you 
have taken this resolve. It must make you very happy 
too.” 

u Yes,” she said, hesitatingly, “ if I were not afraid.” 

“ Afraid,—with God to aid you, with Christ ever near 
you ? You remember the hymn, — 

* Though sometimes unperceived by sense, 

Faith sees Him always near, — 

A guide, a glory, a defence: 

Then what have we to fear * 1 ” 

“ Not afraid exactly in that way, Maurice; only afraid 
that my own resolution may give way, — that the continued 
struggle with wrong habits and long-indulged weaknesses 
will make me weary.” 

“ Such fear may be a safeguard, Lily. But, then, it 
need not be a struggle, a conflict, a great while, even if it 
is at first.” 

“ Yes, I know, I am sure, that by and by, if I perse¬ 
vere, what is duty and conscience now, and may give me 
pain, will become love and joy. But there must often be 
a struggle with temptation, — must there not, Maurice ? ” 

“ Perhaps,” he said, thoughtfully; “ and yet I think it 
need not be so. Let it be, Lilias, instead of a struggle, 
a casting off of sin and temptation. If it come near, it 
need not touch you. Have you never thought how de¬ 
lightful it would be to live, like the earliest disciples, in 
Christ’s actual presence and companionship? Yes, I see 
you have; and you have fancied, too, how, if temptation 
came, it would be powerless, with Him near to warn or 
encourage; that even the knowledge that He was watch¬ 
ing your progress with sympathy and love would be a 
sufficient safeguard. But, Lily, we have that watchful 
presence, that companionship, now; or we may have it. 

18 * 
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We know that he is ever with his disciples, for he has 
promised it; and. the eye of faith can see him. Should 
temptation come, or discouragement, suffering or trial of 
any kind, it cannot harm one, who, like the beloved 
disciple, leans upon the Saviour’s bosom. Trials will 
come, he will support us; sorrows, he will soothe us with 
the tenderest compassion; temptations may assail us. Let 
them pass unheeded: we are Christ’s; we have nothing 
to do with sin.” 

The fervor of his tone, the gentle earnestness and per¬ 
fect faith expressed both in look and voice, said as much 
to Lily as the words, though those filled her with a new 
hope, a new joy. He said nothing more, nor did she wish 
to hear more then; and, after a few moments’ silence, she 
rose to go. Maurice, who had seemed lost in a reveiy, 
rose also. "You are going, Lily? Good-by, then; and 
come to me freely with any doubts or difficulties in which 
you think I can assist you.” 

The young folks had already gone home, not choosing to 
wait for her; and Mrs. Bradford would gladly have kept 
her favorite sister to dine with her, but Lily resisted all 
urging. 

“ I should be glad, you know, Anna; but mother has so 
much to do to-day.” 

“ As if Emma and Julia couldn’t do all that is neces¬ 
sary ! Stay, Lily, that’s a darling.” 

“You wouldn’t have me begin the New Year with ne¬ 
glecting a known duty ? You love me too much to wish 
that, I know.” 

“I wish- Never mind. Go, then, if you must; 

but I shall borrow you of mamma for a week or two, as 
soon as the holidays are over. Don’t mind your books; 
Philip will bring them over when he comes to-night. 
Good-by, dearest.” 
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Lilias returned home; and the bright smile with which 
she met her mother’s inquiring look told Mrs. Selwyn 
that her interview with the young clergyman had been 
satisfactory. 

There are, in the life of every one, some seasons — 
days, hours, or it may be only moments — to which we 
look back afterward with thankfulness or with regret, ac¬ 
cording as their influence has been for good or evil,— 
seasons which seem to have cast a brightness or a shade, 
a sadness or a joy, over all 'the coming time, and whose 
remembrance and effect never leave us. Thus it was 
with Lily Selwyn. The dawning light of the New Year 
had indeed witnessed her simple, heartfelt consecration of 
herself to the service of the divine Master: the resolve, 
meditated for a long “time with reflection and prayer, 
had at last found utterance. But she was of a nature 
singularly reserved and timid; and, while these qualities 
often prevented her from seeking the sympathy she need¬ 
ed, her self-distrust and deep conscientiousness made her 
liable to discouragement. And thus it might, it probably 
would, have happened, that after a time, disheartened by 
what seemed her failures, and weary of continual striving, 
she would have turned sadly aside from the true path, and 
sought solace in earthly things. 

That short interview with Maurice, however, had al¬ 
tered all her future. It is true, he had said nothing that she 
did not already know, that she had not heard many times; 
but the thought presented in a new light, and deepened in 
its power by the fervent faith of the speaker, touched her 
heart as never before. From that moment, the heavenly 
influence seemed to guard her from evil. “ The compan¬ 
ion of Christ may not fear,” she whispered to herself; and 
her timidity gave place to fearless confidence. “We are 
Christ’s; we have nothing to do with sin,” she said, re- 
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pe&ting Maurice’8 words; and temptation passed her by. 
When trial and sorrow came, her patient fortitude never 
faltered. “ Christ is with me,” she thought, with a joy 
that was almost triumph; “ and, with him to strengthen 
me, I can bear all things.” 

Her mother marvelled at the rapid improvement in her 
character; her younger sisters reverenced, while they 
loved her. Anna, happy in her home, and unconsciously 
scattering sunshine wherever she went, leaned on Lily as 
her greatest earthly support; but it was not for years that 
Maurice Bradford knew how much influence his words 
had had, or how often Lilias blessed him in her heart as 
she recalled that New Year’s Day. a. a. 


NEST OF THE TITMOUSE. 

Bibds are very skilful architects, so far as constructing 
their own houses are concerned; yet their skill is merely 
instinctive, no progression or improvement ever being 
made. The first essay of the young bird is as perfect as 
the nest of a veteran songster. There is a great differ¬ 
ence in the abilities of birds, each building according to its 
circumstances and wants, from a simple indentation in the 
naked sand up to the swinging castle in the air constructed 
of down and hair. 

Among the nests of remarkable construction may be 
reckoned that of the long-tailed titmouse. This bird, 
which is no bigger than a wren, and is almost incessantly 
in motion, takes innumerable means of precaution for the 
comfort, safety, and concealment of its dwelling. It is 
made like a hollow ball, with a small opening on one side. 
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This orifice serves the double purpose of door and win¬ 
dow, and is so well barricaded that neither cold nor rain 
can penetrate into the interior. This is effected by an 
admirably contrived screen, before the entrance to the 
little citadel, of downy feathers, which is very pliant, to 
admit of ingress and egress, and yet exclude the weather. 
Yet this is not all. From its very diminutive size, this 
bird is afraid of numerous enemies, and therefore has re¬ 
course to wise artifice to conceal its asylum. It fastens 
its nest to the trunk of a tree, aod covers it carefully and 
skilfully with the twigs and leaves of the parasitical 
plants that cluster around the stem to which it adheres, 
and contrives to give to the inimitable structure the ap¬ 
pearance of being a part of the bark. Having exhausted 
its skill in the deception, intended only to deceive enemies, 
the little creature enters its mansion, and rears its young 
under the protection of the pious fraud, — Selected, 


OUR MAY-PARTY. 

We had a pleasant fancy the other morning, while we 
were thinking about May-day celebrations, — such a plea¬ 
sant one, that, as you all assisted in it, it must be commu¬ 
nicated to you. We thought of a u Child’s Friend " May- 
party ; and we assembled in our mind all our readers, great 
and small, with all the kind friends who endeavor to make 
its pages pleasant and instructive. Can you not fancy this 
party too? — children from the Far West, bringing their 
tribute of wild; strange prairie flowers; children from the 
sunny South, with the splendid blooms which their earlier 
spring calls forth; children from the wide Empire State, 
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and from the sands of New Jersey, with wreaths of peach- 
blossoms ; and the many from our own New England, with 
the pale houstonia and violet, the nodding columbine, and 
a few late sprigs of May-flower, or, as it is called some¬ 
times, ground-laurel. 

Where shall we go Maying? what spot will suit ns 
all ? Shall we transport ourselves to Florida, where the 
jessamine hangs thickly in the hedges, and the fig and date 
are in blossom ? Shall we roam by the broad Mississippi, 
or on the shores of the “Big Sea-Water”? No, none 
of these. The last flower we mentioned calls to mind a 
spot dear to all Americans. Let us go to old Plymouth; 
let us stand on the Forefathers* Rock. Our Northern 
springs are late, it is true, and we shall not find flowers in 
profusion; but we shall see much that is pleasant, and the 
associations of the place will more than compensate for 
any want of “ buds and garlands gay.** 

Where shall we go first? We must all stand on Fore¬ 
fathers* Rock, which time and busy feet have worn so that 
it is scarcely visible; and it should be added, that the sharp 
instruments of visitors have done their part, until the good 
people of Plymouth, fearing lest their rock should be en¬ 
tirely carried away, have taken a large piece, and enclosed 
it with a railing in front of Pilgrim Hall, where memen¬ 
toes of the early settlers are preserved. Let us stand 
there, one by one; and, if we do not feel an indescribable 
thrill of emotion, it is because patriotism has died out of 
our hearts, or < has never been an element of our charac¬ 
ters. 

But we will not linger here. Warehouse-walls shut in 
around us, and we are seeking the fresh breath of heaven. 
Let us go to the burying-hill. The ascent is very steep; 
and you will notice that a street runs at the top of a cliff 
just beyond the rock. That hill was the first burying- 
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place of the Pilgrims. There they made the graves of 
those who “ fell in the wilderness/’ and sowed them with 
corn, lest the Indians should see the mortality which pre¬ 
vailed among them. 

And now we come to the “ Old Burying-ground,” at 
the top of a hill which overlooks the town of Plymouth 
and its beautiful harbor. See how that long, narrow 
beach stretches round, like an arm to keep off danger! 
How white and beautiful is the beat of the waves on the 
farther side! In winter, the waves often dash entirely 
over it, presenting a most glorious spectacle. That range 
of blue hills, which rises so beautifully to the right, is the 
Manomet Hills, and forms a fit setting to this gem of a 
bay, which lies nestled at their base. Across the bay, on 
the other side, is the town of Duxbury. You can see its 
lighthouse, and the roofs of its houses, if your eyes are 
sufficiently keen. See that white sail, dancing up and 
down, in the direction of that small island! How striking 
the contrast between its whiteness and the dark blue of 
the bay I The island is Clark’s Island, named from the 
man who first landed upon it. There is a house upon it, 
which is the residence of a very hospitable gentleman, 
who, in the warm, summer weather, often brings his boat 
to the town, and carries back large parties to the island. 

And, now, shall we extend our walk ? Behind the town 
are some grand old woods, and some famous ponds, which 
deserve the name of lakes. There grow lovely wild 
flowers, and the tall trees are “ bearded with moss.” No, 
do you say ? To Pilgrim Hall ? 

We rejoice that the spirit of the spot has thus taken pos¬ 
session of you. Let us go and examine these relics of the 
ancient time, — that famous chair, and the iron pot, which 
once belonged to Miles Standish; the old records, and the 
modern but beautiful picture. Our May Day will have 
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been a useful one, if it kindles or revives in our minds 
sentiments of veneration and gratitude towards those stern 
and noble men. editor. 


CUBA. 

(Concluded from p. 192.) 

It was in the month of March last that I sailed for Cuba, 
in the beautiful steamer M Crescent City,” which has since 
foundered on the Bahama Banks; and, on arriving at the 
entrance of the harbor, we were obliged to remain outside 
till morning, in consequence of a law passed by the cau¬ 
tious Spaniards, since the Lopez invasion, that no vessel 
shall enter port after the evening-gun is fired. This 
caution is very annoying to strangers, and is sometimes 
productive of unpleasant consequences. I remember an 
Englishman who was seen by some Spanish officials 
sketching the Moro Castle from a boat; and they forth¬ 
with gave him lodgings in its interior, as an enemy dan¬ 
gerous to the security of the island. It required all the 
ingenuity of the consul to satisfy those in power that his 
countryman merely intended to gratify a passing whim; 
and it was not until some one pointed out that the draw¬ 
ing was so wretchedly bad that it would be taken for al¬ 
most any thing else sooner than what it was intended for, 
that they concluded to let him go. A German, who was 
more of an artist, endeavored to sketch the rude plough 
with which they still dig up the soil; when a soldier seized 
him, and carried him before a commanding officer, charged 
with sketching the fortress. It was not until a full con¬ 
sultation had been held that they decided the sketch to be 
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a plough instead of a castle or some warlike affair, and let 
him go too. I am bound to say, however, that, under the 
present enlightened captain-general, the greatest courte¬ 
sies are extended to all who are properly introduced ; and 
my son obtained immediate permission from him to visit 
the Moro, and allow an English lady-friend to sketch the 
scenery from and about this fortress. Before landing at 
the Custom-House Dock, some very sallow and solemn 
looking gentlemen examined the baggage. They were 
very polite, and were extremely so to me, passing my 
trunk without examination; and I found myself once more 
in the streets of Havana, where I met my son, who was 
just returning with renewed health to New York as 
bearer of despatches to our government. 

Not far from the landing is the spot where, according to 
tradition; Columbus first heard Mass. The tree under 
which he erected his temporary altar was only blown 
down a few years since; and there is now a small chapel 
there, which is opened with great ceremony once a year. 

One of the first things that attracts the attention is the 
curious appearance of the buildings. They are all light 
colors, and different shades are seen in the same building. 
Thus, the first story may be a light green, and the next a 
delicate blue; while the next house may be a salmon color, 
and the next a bright orange. The effect, in a brilliant 
sunlight, is almost dazzling to an eye accustomed to our 
more sober architecture; and they seem to add another 
degree of heat to the burning air. There is but one 
street in Havana worthy the name: the rest are little al¬ 
leys, dividing the houses, and with a little raised curbstone 
for a sidewalk, which will not allow two persons to walk 
abreast. Trucks and carriages are dashing through these 
alleys at a pace which gives one uncomfortable notions of 
safety; and we are not sorry to find ourselves at the door 
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of our hotel uninjured. Whoever expects to find the hotel 
of his imagination, in Cuba, will be sadly disappointed. 
A cot, with no bed, and only a simple quilt, a bureau, 
washstand, and rocking-chair, form the whole furniture of 
even the best bedrooms; and the living is as different 
from our own as can be imagined. 

You rise early, and drink a cup or two of coffee while 
you are dressing, and also eat two or three oranges; after 
which, you pass away the time to the best advantage till 
nine o’clock, when you have breakfast That is the regu¬ 
lar hour all over the city; and more than one-half of the 
day’s work is accomplished before it The Havana mer¬ 
chant goes to his business, and then home to breakfast, as 
we in the city go home to our dinner; and many of them 
do no business after that meal. Fish, flesh, and fowl, of 
almost all kinds cover the table, together with cucumbers, 
green corn, and all the fruits which are so luxuriant in the 
tropics; but flour is a scarce and expensive luxury, the 
duty charged being almost prohibitory. The excellence 
and variety of vegetables do away, to some extent, with the 
want of it; and he who has roughed the world for himself 
can live very comfortably. Catalonian wine is generally 
used at breakfast and dinner, but no coffee. It is soft and 
pleasant, about as strong as cider; and, when taken with a 
lump of ice from Boston, it is very palatable. The cook¬ 
ing is generally good; but, even on the tables of the 
wealthiest planters, the best sugar is the coarse brown: 
the process of refining is not considered necessary where 
it is made. In fact, they seek to live with the least ex¬ 
penditure of labor; and, though it may suit them very 
well, I must confess to a temperament suited to working 
a little harder, and having things a little better. 

Very little can be said in favor of the sleeping arrange¬ 
ments at most of the hotels. One is never safe from 
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intrusion. Bed after bed is filled up in jour room, as new 
guests flock in; and after every other available place has 
been occupied, if you have been put into the double-bed, 
in honor of being the first comer, it is ten chances to one 
if you have not a companion; and, if he is not ready to 
die of a fever or some other disease, you may think your¬ 
self fortunate. 

In one thing, however, too much cannot be said in their 
favor; and that is their unbounded hospitality. One is 
sure of a welcome wherever he goes: still, if your host or 
hostess press you to accept their horses and houses as 
your own, be careful and not understand them literally. 
It is a point of Castilian etiquette never to allow any one 
to express admiration of any thing without offering it as 
a present, though it is nothing but a compliment. 

Not much can be said in favor of the religion of Cuba. 
It is true that the churches are always open; but the 
merchant has seldom time, and the planter seldom inclina¬ 
tion, to attend service. The women are much more fre¬ 
quent worshippers; and, as is often the case elsewhere, her 
devotion stands out in beautiful contrast to man’s want 
of it. 

Speaking of women, reminds me that Cuba has some 
elements which would indicate it as a favorable residence 
for that portion of the sex whose strong minds induce 
them to assert their rights, and to deny any dependence 
upon or obligation to man. An innkeeper was once 
asked how many guests he had in the house. “ Fifteen 
teamen” was the reply, “besides a few men and children; 
say about forty in all.” 

I had occasion to go to a livery-stable for a saddle- 
horse ; and, after passing by a dozen or more horses, I was 
shown a door, where I entered, and was met by a large, 
fine-looking woman, dressed very neatly in white,—the 
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mistress of the establishment. Her room was not larger 
than a doable-stall, yet was well furnished, her two chil¬ 
dren finding all the necessary playroom. She called a 
boy who could speak; and we soon made a bargain. 
While standing there, two horseloads of green corn¬ 
stalks came in. The woman promptly superintended the 
weighing and paying. Though a little out of her sphere 
of action, she seemed really a helpmeet indeed for any 
man. 

In the larger cities and towns there are good physicians, 
and the science of medicine is as far advanced, perhaps, 
as it is with us; but, at the plantations, the hospital de¬ 
partment is under the charge of some African JEsculapius, 
who puts the whole medical faculty to shame in his skil¬ 
ful compound of specifics, which, in his opinion, never fail 
to cure. Snake-butter, for instance, is an infallible remedy* 
for rheumatism. It is extracted from the largest snake 
on the island; and, when they succeed in catching and try¬ 
ing him out at just the right time and under the most ap¬ 
propriate circumstances, they feel rich in the possession of 
a wonderful remedy. 

While I was riding out one morning, I saw a singular 
curiosity, — a Spanish officer breaking in a company of 
African negroes to become a part of the militia. It 
seemed queer enough, and I wondered what I should see 
next They were practising at a mark, breast-high; but, 
from some cause or other, they could not hit it at all. 
Colored men never make good soldiers or sailors; and I 
could not help thinking, that, if they were placed opposite 
to a few of our volunteers, that company would never 
train again. 

The horses in Cuba are small, and seem to be about 
as much of a mixed race as the people themselves. 
Occasionally you see one, that bears the stamp of its An- 
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dafaman blood, prancing through the streets under a mili¬ 
tary rider. Their mode of bringing commodities from the 
country is generally upon horses or mules; the owner or 
driver riding the forward one, and the next tied to the 
leader’s tail, and so on in succession, with a network over 
the mouth of each. They have no hay, except that im¬ 
ported, using the green corn-stalks sowed broadcast for 
feed; and all have to give way for their immense loads in 
the narrow streets. They appear to pretty good advan¬ 
tage about the streets and avenues; but the country roads 
are a match for them. Sometimes you are wallowing 
through a sand-bank, now wading a river breast-high, and 
again pushing aside the boughs of an apparently impene¬ 
trable forest. Sometimes the driver pulls along the horse, 
and again the horse manages to draw along the driver. 

Of cattle, I will say they are all a mouse or dun color, 
with a dark streak on their backs, of good size; their bul¬ 
locks drawing by a yoke in front of the head, made fast 
by strips of raw-hide around the horns, and driven by a 
goad seven or eight feet long. Their cows are all driven 
into the city, and milked into the buyers’ measure. The 
calves are generally drove with them, muzzled. 

The women work on the plantations as hard as the men; 
but they look more healthy, and live longer than our 
ladies who work with the needle, and appear to enter into 
all amusements with great spirit One of the greatest 
amusements is cock-fighting. At almost every grocery 
or corner you will see a rooster, plucked of most of its 
feathers and tied up by one leg, ready to challenge all 
comers. Thousands upon thousands of dollars change 
hands, in a very few minutes, upon the issue of a cock¬ 
fight The great national amusement, however, is the 
bull-fight, which, however gratifying it may be to the 
Spaniard, would seem totally uncongenial to us. 

19 * 
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The Tacon Theatre, so named in honor of Governor 
Tacon, was the largest theatre in America until the build¬ 
ing of the Academy of Music in New York. The Ca- 
banos and its outwork, the famous Moro, are the principal 
fortifications of Havana; and they have been supposed 
to be impregnable. They are both built of the pale- 
yellow stone of the island; and the Cabanos is so ex¬ 
actly like the rock on which it stands, that it is almost 
impossible to tell where the castle begins, and where the 
rock ends. In the Moro are twelve famous guns, face¬ 
tiously called the twelve apostles. The Cabanos was 
built by King Charles III., who ordered no expense 
to be spared upon it; and so well was he obeyed, that it 
is said to have cost forty millions of dollars. In spite of 
his natural stupidity, the king was aroused when the cost 
was mentioned to him; and, taking up his spy-glass, he 
began a careful survey of the horizon. When asked what 
object he sought, he replied, “ I am looking for the Caba¬ 
nos ; for surely such a costly thing can be seen any dis¬ 
tance.” 

The native Cubans are generally civil, but the Span¬ 
iards require a gentle hint sometimes. I was walking 
<me day with my friend Baldwin, of Kingston, when the 
path was obstructed by a large Spaniard. I gave him a 
gentle push, saying, “ Allow me to pass, sir.” He obeyed, 
but with such scowling looks that my friend exclaimed* 
u Col. Pratt, you must take care, or you will get into trou¬ 
ble: did you not see how bitter that fellow looked?” 
“ No*” was the reply; “ I never pay any attention to such 
things. If he has not the politeness to give the right of 
way, I will take it.” 

I saw the spot where Crittenden and his comrades were 
shot; and I also saw Estrampes garroted, besides paying 
him a visit in prison. When I saw him, he was in the 
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chapel of the prison, where all condemned prisoners are 
obliged to pass the day before execution. He had on no 
manacles of any kind, and received me with great cour¬ 
tesy, offering me a cigar, which I lighted at the one which 
he was smoking. He then gave me a long one as a me¬ 
mento of him, which I shall always preserve. He had a 
tall, manly figure, was easy and graceful; and he met his 
death with dignity. He shook my hand at parting with 
much emotion, and, dropping a tear as he spoke, thanked 
me for my visit of sympathy. He said it was hard for 
one to die so young, but that he should endeavor to meet 
his death as became a man. The next day I witnessed 
his death; and his last words were, “ Death to tyrants! 
Live liberty I live Cuba! ” The instrument of his death 
is termed the garrote, and it consists of an upright post, 
and an iron collar fitting the neck, which is suddenly con¬ 
tracted with a screw, and dislocation is instantaneous. It 
is more merciful than hanging, though rather more shock¬ 
ing to the feelings. 

The Cathedral at Havana is one of the most striking 
buildings I ever saw, though its chief interest consists in 
the fact that it contains the bones of Columbus. On a 
marble slab is the bust of the great discoverer; and here, 
also, are the chains with which an ungrateful monarch 
loaded him to whom he owed so much. 

Their wharves are good: the best are the Government’s 
Dock, covered with awning, and made convenient for 
loading and unloading ships, which is always done over 
the bow. 

The Cubans are passionately fond of music; and the 
streets and squares are crowded with carriages on a 
pleasant afternoon and evening, while the air is full of 
sweet sounds. It is considered highly improper for a 
lady to set her foot in the streets or to enter a store; and 
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shopping and every thing else is done in her carriage. 
The merchants bring samples of their wares, and make 
their bargains on the sidewalks. The storekeepers do 
not always place their name over the door, as we do; but, 
instead, they use some fancy designation, such as the Gem 
of the Sea; Beauty; the Stars; America; and every con¬ 
ceivable name which they think will please the fancy. 
They always make allowance for being beaten down about 
two-thirds in their price; a thing worth remembering, if 
a visit is made there. 

The architecture in Cuba is very peculiar. The houses 
are sixty or eighty feet square, and generally two stories 
high, of a soft cut stone or concrete, with a tile or flat roof. 
In lieu of windows, they use a circular grating of round 
iron, about four to six inches apart, and eight or ten feet 
high, with shutters inside. They have no glass. They 
have but one entrance, through an upright double-door in 
the centre, through which all must enter, inmates of the 
house, and horses and carriages, into the square. Around 
this are situated the kitchen, and apartments for servants 
and horses. The next story contains the parlor, dining¬ 
room, and bedrooms. They have no cellars. Houses 
. and streets of all Spanish towns are said to be alike. 

The ladies seldom wear bonnets, caps, or carry a para¬ 
sol : they sometimes throw over their face a dark, rich veiL 

It is not considered a breach of etiquette to stand for 
a moment and gaze in at the window, if you see a pretty 
face; and if you lift your hat, and say, “ Beautiful! ” you 
will be very likely rewarded by a sweet smile as you pass 
on. Any attempt at what they would deem rudeness, 
however, would be infallibly returned by a few inches of 
a stiletto between the ribs. To avoid gazing into a room, 
or into a beautiful lady’s face, would be looked on as a 
desire to inflict a slight I must say that a compliment of 
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the kind I have mentioned, from an American, is esteemed 
more highly than from their own countrymen, as they con¬ 
sider ours to come from the heart, while they know their 
own is mere empty courtesy. So, too, if you see a lady 
going from church to her carriage, she is glad to have you 
offer to assist her, even if you are a stranger; and if she 
is a pretty girl, and you tell her so, after she gets in she 
pleasantly thanks you for your admiration, and both par¬ 
ties separate, pleased with the kindness of compliments, 
even if they never meet again. It strikes our own women 
as rather singular at first. One lady from the Northern 
States was utterly shocked, as she appeared in the streets 
for the first time, to see two gentlemen lift their hats to 
her, with the compliment, “ You are fit for heaven, lovely 
and beautiful American ! ” But, before she returned, she 
had become so accustomed to such compliments, that she 
felt no astonishment in being told, by the waiter of a res¬ 
taurant, that the beautiful lady’s refreshments had been 
paid for by a gentleman who admired the glances of her 
bright eyes. 

The population of Cuba consists of about one hundred 
thousand Castilians, two hundred thousand Creoles, one 
hundred thousand free negroes, and six hundred thousand 
slaves. The Castilian despises the Creole, the Creole 
hates the Spaniard, the free negro hates them both, and 
the slave hates them all. I believe this will give as good 
an idea of the state of feeling toward each other as a 
whole volume would. 

Much as one finds to dislike in Cuba, there is an inde¬ 
scribable charm about the whole island, that causes us to 
leave it with regret. A residence there seems to pass 
away like a dream in some fairyland, and the awakening 
to reality is often rough and unpleasant For many 
months after, every thing comes up again in night-visions ; 
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and, were it not that man has stamped his own deteriorat¬ 
ing seal upon one of the fairest works of Heaven, Cuba 
would be a perfect paradise. 

When I am asked if I would annex Cuba, I say, first, 
“ Beware of covetousness; ” then, “ As they are, so let them 
be.” They are of a different race, language, and religion, 
and we are better off without them. On them rests an 
eternal mortgage to superstition and the dark race; and I 
am not one who feels inclined to try and pay it off. If 
we would seek where this great and irreconcilable differ¬ 
ence between the races is, we shall find it, in some mea¬ 
sure, attributable to climate,* and in part to the widely 
diffused intelligence of our own people, and the almost 
universal contempt for learning among theirs. It is our 
proud boast that no child need be unable to read: they 
can hardly find one that can read. 

It is to this universal spirit of study, and our ever-rest- 
less desire for information, that I, a mechanic, whose home 
is in the mountains, and whose life has been spent in 
actual labor, find myself called upon to address ah au¬ 
dience like the one now before me, and in.a place once 
the capital of the Empire State. 

And I would say, in conclusion, it is not by adding 
other countries to our own that we must look for great¬ 
ness and advancement. Beautiful as they may be, and 
overflowing as they are with milk and honey, we have a 
land which contains all the elements of prosperity, if we 
but put forth our strong arms and our intelligence. With¬ 
out labor, man cannot be happy; and whenever I take a 
trip to foreign lands, no matter how lovely they may be, 
my heart swells as my eye once more takes in my native 
shores; and in the bosom of the Catskill Mountains I can 
find as pleasant a resting-place as heart could wish. In 
the people, on every side, I see a race unequalled in 
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natural intelligence, industry, and refinement; and in the 
United States I see a country of which we may well be 
proud. Let us not envy others, but be grateful that our 
lot has been cast in the pleasant places of earth. 


STORIES ON THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 

NO. IV. 

* “ Remember the sabbath-day to keep it holy. Six days shalt thou labor, and do 
all thy work; but the seventh day is the sabbath of the Lord thy God: in it 
thou shalt not do any work, — thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy 
man-servant, nor thy maid-servant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is 
within thy gates. For in six days the Lord made heaven and earth, the sea 
and all that in them is, and rested the seventh day: wherefore the Lord 
blessed the sabbath-day, and hallowed it.” 

“ Don't you think, mother,” said Annie, looking up 
suddenly from the book over which her curly head had 
been bending, — “ don’t you think the fourth commandment 
is very, very hard to keep? Do you believe any one 
does it ? ” 

“ I hope so, Annie,” answered mother, gravely; " and I 
don’t know that I find it more difficult than the others. It 
requires constant prayer and watching, you know, to 
enable us to remember always, and obey the divine com¬ 
mands ; and the grace obtained by this prayer and watch¬ 
ing will assist us as much in this commandment as in the 
others.” 

“ Yes, mother, I know,” said Annie, despondingly; “ but 
still this seems the' hardest to me. Since we’ve been 
having these nice Sunday evenings, mother, and I’ve got 
so interested in the commandments, I’ve been trying so 
much every week to keep the one we had talked about 
that Sunday, and not to forget the others' either; and this 
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week I had not forgotten to praj about it every day, and 
I hoped so that I should not break one all the week; and 
I almost dared to believe I had not , until to-day; and to¬ 
day, mother, spoiled all. The whole time of church I was 
looking at Ellie Seymour’s new dress, — such a lovely 
blue and tan plaid! — and wishing you would get me one 
like it; and, after church, I managed to walk nearly all 
the way home with her, just to ask her where she had got 
it from. I knew it was not keeping the sabbath holy to 
talk about such things: but still I kept on, and that made 
me feel wrong; and, when I came home, I was cross to 
Georgie; and so it goes! ” 

Annie had spoken hurriedly, half ashamed and half im¬ 
patient, and mother looked both pleased and pained. She 
took hold of the little hand that fidgeted on her lap, and 
said, gently, — 

“I am glad my little girl is trying to ponder these 
things in her heart, that she may walk in the law of the 
Lord; and sorry that she allowed her vanity —was it, 
Annie? — to lead her astray to-day. But she knows 
where to seek forgiveness and assistance; and next week 
she must watch and pray still more.” 

“ Yes, mother,” said Annie, humbly; " but still I am 
afraid I never shall learn to be good att day Sunday. 
Did you , mother, when you were a little girl like me?” 

u Not always, daughter,” was mother’s grave reply. u I 
had a great many attempts and failures, like you. It was 
very hard to keep in a proper spirit all day,— ‘be good,’ 
as you call it; and after Sunday school and church 
were over, and I had readmy library-book, the long after¬ 
noon, which passes so pleasantly to you now, as you say, 
with your catechism, was very tedious to me, after I began 
to feel that it was wrong to talk and think of week-day 
matters. And once I broke the sabbath so openly, so 
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flagrantly, and suffered so much from it, that it made me 
very careful ever after for myself, and even now for my 
children.” 

“ Tell me about it, mother! ” asked Annie, eagerly. 

“ I was never a strong, lively child, like you, Annie; 
and, when I was near your age, my mother grew really 
alarmed about me, I was so thin, and had so little activity; 
and she was afraid I would grow up delicate and nervous, 
or be grave and unchildlike; for I had no sisters as com¬ 
panions. So she and my father arranged that I should 
make a visit of several months to an aunt, who lived by 
the sea-shore, so that the sea-breeze and the companion¬ 
ship of my cousins might combine to make me strong and 
dieerful. I was very fond of my uncle and aunt, but 
knew very little of my cousins: still I anticipated a very 
pleasant time ; and after the parting from home was over, 
and the tedious journey, and the first strange feeling, I did 
feel very happy, and the time passed most pleasantly 
away. It was such a new delight to me to have compan¬ 
ions of my own age! and I did not know whether I loved 
best Ada or Sophy or Helen. Clem was a merry, 
spirited boy, and Jamie and little Theo very nice children; 
and there were crowds of little negroes on the plantation. 
We had charming times in our rambles about the beach 
in search of shells and sea-grapes; and through the pine- 
woods, gathering burrs to make little baskets; or stringing 
holly-berries into mock coral necklaces for Baby Nellie’s 
dainty white neck, or for the nut-brown arms and throats 
of Dido and Comfort, our little negro attendants. Then 
there were carriage-parties and horseback excursions, and, 
in summer, surf-bathing; for aunt excused us almost alto¬ 
gether from lessons while I was there, in her anxiety 
that I should return home quite well, and with plenty of 
strength and spirits. I thought plantation-life vastly pre- 
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ferable to our quiet town customs, and soon grew almost 
as wild and spirited as my cousins. The days flew bj 
charmingly; and Sunday made little difference in our oc¬ 
cupations. It was very strange, at first, to see unde and 
aunt go to church, and leave the children at home, except 
one or two; and, for the first two or three weeks, they al¬ 
ways took me and one of my cousins in turn. The church 
was five miles distant, and the carriage would only hold 
four; and besides, there was almost always some grown¬ 
up guest staying at the plantation, who, of course, would 
be preferred to us. I wondered that my cousins never 
seemed to care, and rather preferred staying at home; 
but one Sunday, when there were several guests, and I, 
too, was obliged to remain behind, I discovered the reason 
of their content They had the whole house to them¬ 
selves, and could play and romp to their full satisfaction, 
without the restraint of older persons being near; and 
they had been so accustomed to spending the sabbath at 
home, under the care of old Aunt Pleasance, the house¬ 
keeper, that they had grown to look forward to it as the 
freest and gayest day of the week. It was before I had 
any very serious feelings on the subject, but it was very 
different from the quiet sabbaths we bad at home; and I 
knew it was wrong, though I supposed unde and aunt 
could not well help it For a long time I resisted their en¬ 
treaties to join them in their wild play, their running and 
romping through the house, with a dozen little black chil¬ 
dren after them, and their loud laughing and talking. I 
took a Sunday-school book from the library, and went up 
to my own room to read; but they discovered my retreat, 
and laughed at me so unmercifully, and begged me so 
heartily to join them, and all so merrily and good-humored¬ 
ly, that I yielded to their persuasions, and went with them 
down to the beach to search for some beautiful shells which 
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Clem said the tide had floated up that morning. So the 
day wore away. The presence of company prevented 
annt from hearing us recite the verses and hymn she gene* 
rally required of us on Sunday afternoon; and, though 
my conscience reproached me a good deal that night, the 
next day’s busy pleasure lulled it to sleep, and next Sun¬ 
day I was very well content to remain away from church 
again: for Clem had promised to give us a row, in his 
canoe, upon the little creek that made up from the sea 
quite to the railing of the lawn. 

“ So it happened that almost every Sunday was passed 
in some such way. Aunt was quite satisfied that Aunt 
Pleasance would take good care of us; and, as no accident 
ever happened, she made no inquiries into our morning 
pursuits. Meanwhile, I grew quite careless of my old 
sabbath duties, and thought it was quite harmless to 
amuse ourselves in any innocent way, such as walking or 
playing, forgetting that amutemerti was not the purpose of 
the day. I made a point of studying my hymn and verses 
well and cheerfully, and thought that sufficient, and that I 
was much better than my cousins, who often murmured at 
what they called those dull afternoons. 

M So the period of my visit slipped away. My father 
had come for me. Every one was delighted with the 
change that had taken place in me, and congratulated me 
upon my roses and my high spirits. But, happy as my 
mother was to have me back with her, so well and bright, 
I still noticed very often her eyes fixed upon me with an 
anxious, pained glance, which I was at a loss to under¬ 
stand. I should have been very much shocked if I could 
have read her meaning, and known that she almost re¬ 
gretted the exchange I had made of my thoughtfulness 
and reverence for bloom and smiles. She could not but 
notice my impatience of sabbath restraints, my weariness 
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in church, and my fretfulness during the afternoon read¬ 
ings, and it made her very sad to mark the change; bat 
she never spoke to me directly on the subject, and it went 
on in the same way until one Sunday. It was the day 
before my mother’s birthday that the great trouble came. 
I had been very busy all the week before, in every leisure 
moment^ crotcheting a pair of dressing-slippers as my gift 
to her: but, as it was a great secret, I had only to take 
them up by fits and starts, to avoid her notice; and, de¬ 
spite my assiduous industry, twelve o’clock on Saturday 
night found them still unfinished. I had sat up toiling pa¬ 
tiently thus late; and now it was Sunday ; and, moreover, 
I was perfectly unable to remain awake any longer. 
Monday was my mother’s birthday; and I could not bear to 
be disappointed in my long-cherished plan of having the 
slippers at her bedside that morning. I fell asleep, ex¬ 
hausted with my long labor, and with my vain projects for 
fulfilling my wish; and next day, as I was dressing, I 
formed the wicked resolve to stay away from church, and 
finish the slippers. My ideas of sabbath duties had been 
so completely subverted by my visit to my cousins, that I 
had very few compunctions, and accordingly pleaded a 
headache, and remained at home. As soon as the house 
was clear, I hurried to my room and sat down to work, 
stifling my conscience by thoughts of my mother's pleasure 
in my pretty and useful gift; and so I sat bending over my 
work for long hours, and never looked up, until suddenly 
an exclamation of astonishment and horror sounded near 
me, and, looking up, I saw my mother 1 

“ O Annie! may there never be such a scene between 
you and me, daughter! I cannot repeat all my, mother 
said,—her stern reproof, her shocked exclamations, her 
self-reproaches, at not having been still more watchful with 
me. I was sullen and rebellious at first, and was many 
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days in disgrace. My mother positively refused ever to 
wear the slippers; the very sight of them distressed her, 
she said; and, in my passion, I threw them out into the 
street. It was a sad week for all, for I would not acknow¬ 
ledge my fault: but mother was very kind; and at last I 
grew penitent, and was forgiven, by my heavenly as well as 
my earthly parents, I trust Since then, I have been very 
careful and very prayerful with regard to the sabbath, 
until it has become to me, as it should be, a day of sweet 
rest and peace, though earthly thoughts will still some¬ 
times obtrude upon its sacredness. 

M So you must not be discouraged, Annie. Watch and 
pray, my child, faithfully and perseveringly; and we shall 
yet say, ‘ This is the day the Lord hath made: let us re¬ 
joice and be glad in it’ ” sister rate. 


CARELESS ANNIE. 

(Conoloded from p. 173.) 

Want of truth and openness formed no part of Annie’s 
character. She had never in her life felt an impulse to 
conceal any thing; but when the wicked boys had gone, 
and she was on her return home, she did wish it were 
possible to hide from her mother all knowledge of the 
torn shawL But a crimson flush passed over her counte¬ 
nance as she said to herself, “ No: whatever other faults 
I may have, I will not be untrue.” 

Annie’s mother was in her sitting-room, alone; and An¬ 
nie told the story just as it had occurred, without seeking 
to excuse herselfj or even saying, “ I couldn’t help it.” 
She watched her mother’s countenance as she proceeded, 
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and was surprised to see the look of sorrow and dis¬ 
pleasure, which it wore when she first showed the shawl, 
gradually change into interest and pleasure. 

“ Now, mamma, what shall you say to me ? I don’t 
believe you can say any thing to make me more sorry: for 
it is now almost the 1st of November; and I should have 
had the money for the ragged-school, I am quite sure, if 
it had not been for to-day.” 

“ I can mend the shawl very neatly, Annie; and, if yon 
are careful to wear the other corner on the outside, the 
rent will seldom be noticed. I am strongly inclined to 
praise you, and not to give you a word of blame. I am 
very glad you were humane enough to save that poor 
little dog from falling into the hands of his tormentors. I 
am quite sure, that if, in accordance with your newly formed 
habits, you had said, ( I can’t touch this dirty little crea¬ 
ture, for I shall soil my new shawl,’ I should have been 
seriously displeased with you. Perhaps, if you had al¬ 
ways been a careful child, you would have preserved your 
shawl in this instance. You would have thought of it, 
and folded it closely to you, as you passed through the 
gateway; so that a habit of carefulness, if acquired long 
ago, would have enabled you to have preserved the beau¬ 
ty of your new shawl. I cannot blame you now; but it 
would have happened otherwise if you had always been 
careful. Do you understand me, Annie ? ” 

“ Yes, mamma; I understand it perfectly. But now 
about my dress, and the ragged-school money.” 

a We must make a compromise, Annie. I will get 
your school-dress, buying a yard more than you need, just 
as usual; and if, at Thanksgiving, I have no further occa¬ 
sion to complain of you, I will buy the exact quantity 
for a nice dress, and give you the price of the extra ma¬ 
terial” 
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“Thank you, mamma! I was afraid you would not 
think I deserved any thing. Bat I am sorry that I must 
wait a whole month more for the money. Perhaps it 
will do me good in the end, however, by making me more 
careful.” 

When the 1st of November came, Annie had im¬ 
proved so much, that her teacher wrote a note to Mrs. 
Mackay to say how much she was pleased with Annie’s 
correction of her fault She had gained, and maintained 
for a fortnight, the head of all her classes; and Miss Wal¬ 
dron thought that she might be promoted by the New 
Tear, if she continued her new habits of attention. An¬ 
nie did not know what the note contained; and she looked 
in Miss Waldron’s face to judge of its contents from her 
expression: but, seeing a very pleasant smile, she felt en¬ 
couraged, and ran home with great haste to give the note 
to her mother. “May I see it, mamma?” she asked, 
when Mrs. Mackay had finished reading. Mrs. Mackay 
gave her leave; and then, taking from the table near 
which she was sitting a scrap of paper, she wrote on it 
- the word “ incorrigible.” When Annie looked up, Mrs. 
Mackay showed her the paper, and said, “ Which do you 
like best, — Miss Waldron’s note to-day, or her word six 
weeksago?” 

“Oh, the note, mother! I am so glad she wrote it, and 
so glad you let me see it! I did not know she thought of 
promoting me. Now I shall work harder than ever. 
The class above mine is Maggie Loring’s; and it will be 
so pleasant to be with her! and then perhaps Miss Wal¬ 
dron will let us fttudy together. She does let the girls, 
once in a while.” 

But, though Annie was learning to be careful in out¬ 
ward things, she found it very difficult to remember to be 
careful in regard to the duties which were followed by none 
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of the immediate consequences of carelessness. She often 
forgot her prayer in the morning; and then she could not 
but acknowledge at night that she had been guilty of 
other omissions, — so small, perhaps, as to escape the eyes 
of her watchful friends, but large enough for conscience 
to treasure up, and bring to her remembrance, as she re¬ 
called the events of the day. Often, too, she forgot what 
her friends desired her to do. Sometimes an errand for 
her mother, sometimes a little kindness for her sister or 
her schoolmates, were forgotten; and, when she remem¬ 
bered them too late to perform them, she sighed bitterly 
over the habit that had gained such mastery in her souL 

The much-desired Thanksgiving Day at length came, 
and Mrs. Mackay gave Annie the reward she had fairly 
earned. Annie was almost wild with delight. She set off 
for church with a real thanksgiving in her heart. All the 
family — a numerous one, of aunts, uncles, and cousins — 
were to dine that day at Grandfather Mackay’s; and, after 
church, the children went to his house. 

Annie had a cousin, Willie Aiken, who was full of wild 
sports and pranks, and who was glad sometimes to meet 
Annie, and to induce her to enter into some of his noisy 
fun. On this day she was more than ever ready for fun, 
because she had the consciousness of having done right 
Willie sat next her at the well-filled table, and, as he 
passed her plate to her, made a mock-heroic bow, and 
wave of his hand. The whole contents of the plate were* 
by this movement, thrown into Annie’s lap. Willie was 
very much frightened. The older members of the family 
were busily engaged in talking, and no one appeared to 
notice the two children. 

“ Don’t tell, Annie, don’t tell 1 ” Willie whispered: u my 
mother would punish me so, if she knew itl and your 
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mother will not think it is strange, because she is always 
telling you how careless you are.” 

“ Annie’s lip quivered; a great part of the happiness 
of her Thanksgiving Day was destroyed by this unlucky 
caper: but she was a generous child; and, as she rose to go 
from the table, she gave the desired promise. 

She came back again before any of the older people 
missed her, and tried to be as merry as she was before, 
but in vain. Her spoiled dress occupied all her thoughts. 
After dinner, she went to an old domestic, who had pro¬ 
mised to try to take out the grease-spots. This was soon 
done; but a large dark stain, the mark of cranberry jelly, 
remained, and would not come out 

u Thank you, Sarah! Don’t trouble yourself about it 
any more. I am very sorry, because I was trying very 
hard to keep this dress nice, and mother thought I was 
learning to be careful.” Sarah made one more effort; but 
the stain seemed fixed, and she told Annie to go and have 
a good play with her cousins. 

Fortunately for Annie, her sister Sue, sitting on the 
other side of Willie Aiken at table, had seen the accident, 
and heard the conversation; but her mother was so en¬ 
gaged in talking during the afternoon and evening, that 
she could not speak to her. When the party broke op, 
Mrs. Mackey’s sister wished Sue to spend the night at 
her house. Permission was readily granted; and, in the 
little bustle which attended her departure, Sue forgot to 
tell her mother about Annie’s stained dress. 

Annie could not sleep that night till she had shown it 
to her mother. Mrs. Mackay looked very much grieved; 
and Annie was pained to think that she had fallen in her 
mother’s estimation by apparently ceasing to be careful, 
after the hope of reward was over. She cried a great 
deal, and said she was very sorry; and her mother an- 
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swered, u Ton are too tired and too excited to talk to* 
night: to-morrow I will hear about it.” 

The next morning, a long conversation took place be¬ 
tween mother and daughter. Annie found it very hard to 
tell the truth, and yet to keep her promise to Willie; and 
once or twice she was obliged to ask her mother to refrain 
from questioning her any farther. “ I think I must take 
your money, Annie, and keep it till the New Year. Do 
you think a girl who has done so careless a thing de¬ 
serves the reward, even if it was given her for her pre¬ 
vious carefulness ? ” 

Annie wept bitterly. She had not thought that her 
mother might take away the money. She rose, after a 
few minutes, and went up stairs to get it, in order to re¬ 
turn it. When she came down, she found that Sue had 
returned, and was talking with her mother. 

The moment Sue saw Annie’s tearful and swollen face, 
she ceased talking of her aunt, and asked, u What’s the 
matter, Annie ? Are you crying about your dress, which 
was spoiled yesterday ? ” And then turning to her moth¬ 
er, as Annie nodded her reply, she said, “ You must not 
blame Annie, mother. It was not her fault Willie 
Aiken was playing; and, as he gave Annie her plate, he 
contrived to turn its contents into her lap. He was 
frightened when he saw what he had done, and made 
Annie promise not to tell that he had any thing to do 
with it” 

Annie burst into a fresh flood of tears; but this time 
they were tears of relief that her character was cleared 
in her mother’s eyes. Mrs. Mackay took her in her lap, 
kissed her over and over again, and, when she was calm, 
said, ** I think a little misunderstanding, Annie, does no 
harm, if it is the means of showing me that you have a 
truly unselfish nature, and have been generous where it 
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was very hard to be so. I will not say a word about the 
dress; and, indeed, I think I shall like to look at the stain, 
because it will remind me that I have a little daughter 
who will submit to punishment, and to being misjudged, 
rather than break a promise or betray a companion.” 

Annie met with no farther misfortunes which prevented 
her from enjoying the pleasure of giving away what she 
had so perseveringly earned. She was already reaping 
the benefits of greater carefulness, in greater happiness at 
home and at school, and in the consciousness of improve¬ 
ment, and she was sowing the seeds of future usefulness. 
She learned, too, that it is never wise to make a pro¬ 
mise like that to Willie; and, whenever afterward she 
was tempted to do so, she remembered her unhappy ex¬ 
perience, and resisted the temptation. editor. 


THE GOATSUCKER. 

The Latin name for goatsuckers, the bird sometimes 
called the night-hawk, is Caprxmulgus ; and they are among 
the Paueres what the owls are among the birds of prey. 
These birds are very closely related to the whippoorwill: 
indeed, I regard them as belonging to the same family. 
They fly at night or twilight: they have soft, loose, thick 
plumage, which does not make any noise when the birds 
are on the wing; and they have large round eyes, and long 
wings. Their beak opens to such a width that they can 
take the largest insects into it, fixing them there with their 
glutinous saliva; and, when the air enters, it makes a 
humming noise, like that of a large-sized spinning-wheel. 
Their nostrils are like tubes; their great toe turns very 
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much forward, and the nail of the middle toe is notched 
like a saw. This is said to be a provision by which they 
are better able to seize their prey; but some persons de¬ 
clare it is to comb the bristles, which grow like moustaches 
on each side of their beak. 

Goatsuckers are found in all parts of the world except 
Asia. One of the species from Africa has a very long 
feather springing from each wing, which is bearded only 
at the top. An American species is of a very large size, 
and utters loud cries. Some of the Indians are very 
superstitious about them, and, believing that the souls of 
their dead inhabit their bodies, never take away their lives. 
They say, that, if one cries at a white man's door, it is a 
sign of sorrow, but at the Indian’s door it is an omen 
that some dreadful misfortunfe will occur; and they await 
the fulfilment of the presage with the greatest anxiety. 
Their cries are said to be, “ Whip poor Will! ” and there¬ 
fore they are called by this name; and in Demarara one 
is supposed to be always saying, u Work away! Work, 
work! Willy, come, go! Willy, Willy, Willy!” The 
name of goatsucker is applied because these birds pick 
off the insects on the backs of cattle, as they lie reposing 
on the ground. 

In Van Diemen’s Land is a funny little species, which 
lives in the hollow parts of the gum-tree; and, when the 
tree is knocked, it peeps its head out of the hole to see 
what is the matter. It does not make any nest, but lays 
from four to five white, roundish eggs in the hole. When 
it is attacked, it makes a hissing noise like an owl, and 
turns its head in every direction, as that bird does. 

The speoies known in England only stops from May to 
August: its colors are black, brown, white, gray, and that 
of rusty-iron, arranged in bars, streaks, and spots. 

Selected. 
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THE LAND STORM. 

SEE ENGRAVING. 

Hi* V U ■ . . *i / r. • f 

Many such a storm as is represented in our engraving 
have we seen from a beautiful spot which was for several 
years our summer retreat. The highest elevation of land 
near was only a few steps from the house, on the other 
side of the road, which ran directly over the top of the 
hill; and, when a storm was rising, it was our great de¬ 
light to stand on this hill, and watch the clouds as they 
gathered and rolled up from all parts of the horizon. To 
the north and west, distant mountains bounded the pro¬ 
spect with a rich and beautiful interval of valley and culti¬ 
vated plains; and, at the west, a little river added its silvery 
thread to the beauty of the scene. At the north-east was 
a group of nearer hills ; and, nestled at their base, was the 
village. White, fleecy clouds would gather at first in the 
west, gradually growing darker on their lower edges, and 
rolling up over Wachusett. Then they would spread to¬ 
wards the north and east, growing darker and more mag¬ 
nificent every minute. Then the rain would begin to fall 
upon some of the far-away valleys; and the lightning 
would dart in its zigzag course from cloud to cloud, or 
would light up the whole heavens as with a sheet of fire. 
Every thing on our hill-top — trees, grass, and living 
creatures — seemed to pause in utter silence; while, be¬ 
low, the giant elms tossed their branches, and bowed in 
the mighty storm-wind which rushed past them. Then 
how gloriously the thunder reverberated from the hills! 
peal after peal re-echoed and sent back, till even the White 
Mountains, two hundred miles distant, seemed to catch the 
last faint vibration, and send it back to us. How continu- 
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008 was that grand harmony ! for scarcely was die echo 
silent when another burst came from the heavens above, 
and set in motion again the listening air. At last it drew 
nearer us. The black clouds seemed to settle upon the 
village spire, and we could see the rain falling there in 
torrent*$ while the wind came striding up the hillside, toss¬ 
ing the crest of the splendid elm which shaded our houses 
and twisting the gnarled branches of the trees in the old 
orchard as if they had been only reeds. Then the first 
drops began to fall, and we sought shelter in the house. 
From the western windows, we saw the clouds lift them¬ 
selves from the west, and the yellow sunlight gild the 
crown of old Wachusett, and creep towards us, till the 
rarer danced in the rays. And these beautiful effects were 
heightened by the near falling of the rain, which softened 
Hke a mist the brightness of the distant prospect Often 
have the glorious songs of David come in those momenta 
to oar minds, and we have said, with him, “ The Lord 
reigneth; he is clothed with majesty: the Lord is clothed 
with strength, wherewith he hath girded himself. The 
world also is established, that it cannot be moved. 

« Thy throne is established of old; thou art from ever¬ 
lasting. 

“The floods have lifted up, 0 Lord, the floods have 
lifted up their voice; the floods lift up their waves. 

u The Lord on high is mightier than the noise of many 
waters; yea, than the mighty waves of the sea.” 

EDITOR. 


THE HYDRA. 

On of the most interesting creatures which live in the 
water is a little worm called the hydra* The substance 
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of which H is composed is a sort of jelly. It is of the 
shape of a tube-worm, but so small that you might almost 
mistake it for a stalk of hay. Naturalists place it in the 
order of zoophytes; that is, living creatures whose organs 
are placed around their mouths like the rays of a daisy, 
and so are sometimes called radiated animals. The hydra 
belongs to that division of soophytes called polype ; that is, 
creatures whieh have a fringe of arms around the mouth. 
The hydra is higher in the scale of life than the sponge, 
because it has tentacuta, at arms, which the sponge has 
not 

Hydras are very quick to know when they are touched, 
and try directly to hide themselves. But they never feel 
what we call pain. You may cut one into four or five 
pieces, and it hurts it no more than cutting our hair into 
four or five parts. This is because God has seen fit to 
make the jelly-tube of a hydra without any nerve of feel¬ 
ing in it But its Creator has given the little creature a 
sense of light, as well as some will of its own. The hy¬ 
dra is a fresh-water gentleman, and it is not unlikely that 
he may be a near neighbor of yours; for he lives in weedy 
ponds, and in the slow-moving water of ditches. About 
May, the hydra is found abundantly in the ditches. Yoa 
and I may have often passed by without observing him; 
for he looks like a delicate thin hair or tube, about the 
length of one of your finger-nails; and, if at all fright» 
ened, he curls himself up into a small circle. 

These hydras were first observed about one hundred 
years ago by a Mr. Trembley, of Geneva, in Switzerland.. 
This gentleman was fond of looking at plants; and one 
day, when he was closely examining some water-plants 
which he had placed in a basin, his attention was caught 
by something that resembled small strings of the stalk 
sticking to the leaves. He watched these strings or 
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fluents to see what they could be; and very soon he found 
they moved, and snapped up insects, and even worms. 
He saw these little strings did not like to be in the dark; 
for they crept round to that side of the basin where the 
most light fell. Do you think Mr. Trembley threw his 
basin of plants away ? No, indeed! he was deeply in¬ 
terested : he felt sure that be was looking at some little 
creatures no man had before observed. For several years 
he kept them on the leaves of water-plants, and fed them 
with insects and small water-worms. He often examined 
foem with his microscope, and then found that the hydra 
has neither head nor feet; that it has no shell over it, 
no skin, no bones, no muscles; but that it is altogether one 
soft, transparent tube of jelly flesh, open at both ends, 
having only a few spots or grains in its flesh, which spots, 
some think, are made of lime. 

One end of the hydra’s tube is narrower than the other. 
This narrow end some call the tail, some the foot, because, 
when the hydra curves up the edges of this end of its 
tube, it forms a sort of cup or sucker; and, by this sucker, 
it sticks tight to the stems and leaves of plants. The 
widest end of the tube is called the mouth; and this mouth 
has a crown all round it of ten or more tentacula, or ten¬ 
drils, as fine as the most delicate baby’s hair. These fine 
arms are hollow; and the hydra can either push out these 
tendrils, or bury them in its hollow body, just as a snail 
draws in its horns. When the hydra wishes to send forth 
Sts arms, it fills them with a little fluid, which it forces into 
them from the inside of its tube; and, when it wants to 
draw in its arms, it empties them, and then they shrink 
down close to the mouth. 

Mr. Trembley found the hydra a very voracious crea¬ 
ture. It was always casting its arms about like fishing- 
lines, and prowling over leaves in search of insects, small 
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warms, and shell-fob. If an insect did bat toaeh one 

arm, the hydra felt it in a moment, and, quick as thought, 
twirled two or three more of its arms round the struggling 
captive, pouncing upon it like a spider on a fly. As soon 
as its prey was safe, it bent its arms round, and twisted 
the worm or insect into its mouth; then, opening wide 
its tube, it would often swallow a portion of food that 
looked bigger than itself. Mr. Trembley once saw two 
hydras throw their long arms over the same worm. They 
pulled and tugged to get it away from each other, til} at 
last the largest and strongest conquered, and drew both 
the captive worm and the smaller hydra into its mouth. 
u Poor little hydra! now you are dead,” thought Mr. 
Trembley; but this was a mistake. To his astonishment, 
he beheld the little hydra very happily landed in the 
inside of the bigger one’s tube; and there it lay, sucking 
away at the same worm which the juices in the large hy¬ 
dra’s tube were dissolving; and, when the worm was all 
eaten up, the big hydra cast the little one, uninjured, out 
of his mouth. Another time, Mr. Trembley was desirous 
of knowing what the inside of the hydra’s tube was like; 
so he turned the hydra’s tube inside out, like the finger of 
a glove. Do you think this killed the living hydra? 
Not it; it mattered not to the little creature which was 
the inside or which was the outside of its body; and the 
turned hydra went on eating as if nothing had happened. 
When the hydra has eaten all it wants, it usually looks 
like a quiet round ball, having its arms drawn short in 
round its mouth. 

When the hydra wishes to walk upon a leaf, it fixes the 
sucker end of its tube tightly down, and then stretches out 
its body till the mouth end leans on the leaf. Then, loosen¬ 
ing the sucker, it gently draws the sucker-foot close up to 
the mouth, and, again fastening it down, throws its mouth 
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forward- Thus it travels on. But, before its mouth is 
thrown forward, the hydra always seems to stop, as if 
t hinking what to do next. So it takes this gentleman a 
long summer’s day to travel seven or eight inches. But, 
if the hydra is in a great hurry, it makes somerset after 
somerset, like a boy, and so rolls itself onward. 

In the water, the hydra glides along most pleasantly. 
It begins by raising the foot end of the tube out of the 
water to dry its fiat edges; then, gently pulling the dry 
foot just under the water, the water shrinks away from 
the edge of the dry foot, and, rising a little way up round 
the tube, a sort of cop or hollow is left between the water 
and the end of the dry sucker. This little hollow keeps 
the hydra from sinking; and, till its foot becomes wet, it 
hangs in the water at its ease, gliding across the pond or 
ditch; and, all the way as it swims, it casts its fishing-lines 
about for food. That is something like the way in which 
we trail for blue-fish and pickerel. 

Since the jelly flesh of the hydra has no nerve in it to 
occasion pain, the hydra is very tenacious of life. In¬ 
deed, it seems almost impossible to kill this little ereatnre. 
Mr. Trembley, one day, cut a hydra into two pieces: not 
one of the pieces shrunk or curled itself up. But the 
mouth end began to fish; and presently he saw a new 
foot beginning to grow at the cat end; and, to his surprise, 
the foot-piece, which he had cut off, had in four or five 
days a new mouth, and fresh tentacula, or arms, thrown 
.out Even a single arm, when it was cut of£ soon made 
a perfect hydra. At one end a mouth sprouted out, and 
at the other end a foot appeared. From this circum¬ 
stance, we find that the powers of life are the same in'all 
-parts of the hydra’s body, just as we find that in the cut¬ 
tings of a geranium there is perfect life in each little pieee 
of a cut-off branch; for one end throws out a root, wide 
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branches come forth at the other end of the stalk. It has 
been observed, too, that hydras which grow oat of cat-off 
pieces are always larger than those which are born of a 
parent. When they are born, they seem to grow on the 
sides of the parent like buds on a tree. These little jelly 
bads keep growing till they become a tube, having a 
month mid crowned with arms, and a foot end with a 
sucker. When these are complete, the little hydra hills 
off the parent, and walks or swims away. — Youth's Gobi - 
a*. 


THE IBIS. 

Among the birds of Egypt, there are few more beautiful 
than the ibis, which you know the ancient Egyptians used 
to worship. Bayard Taylor, who writes the most plea¬ 
santly and racily of all Egyptian travellers that I have 
ever read, gives the following description of birds in gene¬ 
ral, and the ibis in particular: “A most beautiful feature 
in the Nile voyage is the sight of birds, as tame as if do¬ 
mesticated, perching on your boats, on the house-tops, cm 
the palms, on the backs of oxen and of camels, chirping, 
warbling, skipping everywhere, as free and joyous as if 
they never knew an enemy. Nor have they an enemy in 
the native population; for the Egyptians do not molest 
birds: only travellers affright them with the sportsman’s 
gun. This may be because the Egyptians are an un¬ 
armed people; but, to whomsoever the credit belongs, let 
Egyptians have the praise of the land where birds are 
safe and free. Most sweetly do they carol, at sunrise and 
at sunset, in the acacia groves and in the palms. Some of 
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unknown names are of beautifol plumage and dattests 
form; but tbe bird for which the traveller looks, from the 
moment he enters Egypt? is the pure and sacred ibis. We 
had several times seen, at a distance, a bird that we oon- 
jectnred must be this; bat to-day we had a nearer view, 
that, by comparison with the sculptured form, quite satisfied 
ns of its identity. It was a most delicate creature, about 
a foot long from the beak to the tip of the tail, with long, 
slender legs, and a neck that curved gracefully, and ten* 
minated in a long, crooked beak. It was of stainless 
white, and, when it flew, seemed rather to swim with gen¬ 
tlest motion on a buoyant sea. The selection of such a 
bird as sacred, and the association of it with their re¬ 
ligions sculptures, show a nice sense of beauty in the old 
Egyptians. There swims not in the air a bird of soch 
delicacy of form and purity of color.” — Selected. 


"I’LL BE REVENGED ON HIM.” 

"Comb along, Charlie Barrow: I can’t wait for yarn, 
if yon stop talking there. No more last words, I say.” 
This speech was made, in an imperious, impatient tone, by 
Master James Graham, a boy of some thirteen or foot*- 
teen yean, attired in the most elegant costume, and twill¬ 
ing in his hands a miniature cane. The companion whom 
be addressed was perhaps a year younger than 
plainly and neatly dressed, who was talking to a boy of 
about his own age, whose patched and foded garments bens 
evidence of struggles with pinching poverty. Chartts 
seemed to pay no attention to the impatience of his pky*. 


Digitized by ^.ooQie 



u f]LL U UYKVGIB OK BDL V 248 

fallow, but finished his conversation; and than, bidding the 
poor lad a kind and friendly farewell, he rejoined James, 
who was tapping his shining patent-leather boots with the 
end of his cane, for want of a better employment 
“ Why do yon stand talking to that ragged fellow, Char¬ 
lie? ” he cried* “ I should think yon would have too much 
spirit to be seen speaking to him.” 

u And I should think, James, that you would have too 
much good sense, not to speak of any thing better, to make 
snch a remark as that” 

“ Good sense ? I don’t see that sense has any thing to 
do with the matter; and, if it has, I rather think it is on 
my side* He is in a different rank of society from yon 
and me; and I don’t see why we should notice him.” 

“ I did not speak to him to gratify him then; though I 
should do so, if I had no other reason. I wished to in¬ 
quire for his mother and sister.” 

u Mother and sister I Worse and worse! Why, how 
happened it that you knew he had any ? And how came 
you to know him at all ? ” 

44 Before you came to live in the neighborhood, James, 
John Iiee was my only playmate; and I am glad to play 
with him now, whenever he can be spared for a little 
amusement* He used to go to our school; and though he 
dressed plainly, and it was evident that wealth did not be- 
bis family, there was nfit a boy better loved or 
more respected. I sat next him for a long time; and I 
noticed that his clothes, when they grew old, were not re- 
pimsd, ** heretofore, with plain though good articles, but 
t^epm^ carefolly patched and darned. One morning, 
when he came to school, he looked very sad; but, as we 
mMMMpimd ,ta attend to our lessons, I did not find out 
tin cause. After school, he went to the master’s desk 
apd told him that he could no longer attend school, be* 
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mom bis services were needed at home. The master was 
very kind, and inquired if he could not be spared for a 
part of the day; but John said that he had obtained em¬ 
ployment as a doctor’s boy, and that he was needed at al 
hours of the day. I was sorry enough for him, poor fel¬ 
low $ but we agreed to see each other as much as possible 
in the evening. I go very often to his house. His father 
has been dead many years. The fortune which he left 
was quite small, but enough to support the widow and her 
two children comfortably, though with strict economy. It 
was John’s darling wish to go to college, and be educated 
for an engineer; and the energies of the whole family 
were exerted to gratify this desire. But the failure of a 
company in which half of Mrs. Lee’s property was in¬ 
vested put an end to all these bright plans; and John was 
obliged to seek an employment which might support him¬ 
self, and add something, however little, to the scanty re¬ 
sources of the family. 

" No one could know Mrs. Lee without feeling an in¬ 
voluntary respect for her. She never complains, and is 
all the time busy with her needle, except the necessary 
time spent in nursing her daughter, who is an invalid. 
John loves his sister dearly. She is sixteen, — three 
years older than himself; and it is his delight to do any 
thing for her in his power.” 

" All that may be true, Charlie, and John Lee may be 
a very good boy; but, still, I don’t see why we should as¬ 
sociate with him.” 

" I have known John Lee three years, and have never 
discovered any thing bad in him. He has his faults, of 
course; but he is a far better boy than I am.” 

" Very probably; but there is such a want of refinement 
and good breeding in that class of people! ” 

"Wrong again, James. Your mother is an oiogaaf 
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woman; her manners are potished and lady-like, but no 
mere so than Mrs. Lee’s. If Mrs. Lee, by a sadden tarn 
of fortune, were to become mistress of sach an establish¬ 
ment as your father’s, she would be equally capable of the 
etiquettes and refinements which you consider so neceo* 
saiy.” 

u Upon my word, Charlie, you grow quite eloquent. 
Why don’t you go and play with those fellows ? ” — point* 
ing to a group of quarrelsome, dirty lads, who were kick¬ 
ing football. 

u Simply because I do not believe our tastes and pur¬ 
suits would agree. They would not be happy in my 
company, and I should not enjoy theirs. John Lee apd I 
have many pursuits and thoughts in common; and so we 
have chosen each other for friends. Come, James, shake 
off this nonsense, and let me introduce John to you. 
He’s a capital fellow, though a little shy at first.” 

“ No, no, Master Charles! It is bad enough to go with 
you, if you will persist in associating with him, without 
becoming acquainted with him myself.” 

Charlie’s spirit was a little roused at this; but he knew 
that he could not convince James, if he became angry; so 
he quietly let the subject drop, hoping that circumstances 
might prove to James the folly and worldliness of his 
opinions, if they were worthy the name of opinions. 

John had lingered a moment to look after Charles, and 
heard James call him a ragged fellow. He did not stop 
to hear Charlie’s defence, but hurried off, his cheek glow¬ 
ing and his eye kindling with indignation. His first im¬ 
pulse was to teU his mother how insulted he had been. 
ft But no,” he thought: “ it is hard enough for her to be 
poor, without hearing any thing foolish boys may say to me. 
I’ll be revenged on him myself, though; see if I won’t! ” 
When John entered his home, he found his sister unusual- 
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1y languid. u Can I do anj thing for you, Mary?* 9 ha 
asked. 

“ If you will read to me, John, I shall like it very much. 
Mother has been so busy finishing the sewing which must 
be done to-night, that I could not ask her.” 

John took the Testament, and read. At length he came 
to the passage, “ If thine enemy hunger, feed him; if he 
thirst, give him drink; for in so doing thou shalt heap coals 
of fire on his head.” 

u I believe that verse was made for me,” thought John. 
“ I wonder if I could not get my revenge in that way ? 
Perhaps I might” 

Three weeks after, John Lee was startled from his 
sound slumber, in his little attic over the doctor’s office, by 
the violent ringing of the office-bell Hastily throwing on 
his clothes, he ran down to the door. The rain was pour¬ 
ing in torrents, and the wind blowing violently. The mo¬ 
ment he opened the door, James Graham sprang in; but, 
seeing only John, he asked in a hurried manner for the 
doctor. 

“He has gone to his cousin’s to spend the night,” 
replied John, “ and will be at home at eight o’clock to¬ 
morrow morning.” 

u Oh, my mother! my mother I What can be done ? 99 
cried James. “ I have been to the other doctor, and be is 
sick; and my mother will die if she cannot get relief.” 

“ The doctor would come, Master Graham, I am sure, 
if you would send for him.” 

“ But we have no one to send. My father is absent on 
business; and our servant has only been with us a day or 
two, and does not know the way. I would go myself, if I 
knew it Oh, dear! Something must be done quickly.” 

John considered a moment, and then resolved that it 
would be right for him to leave his post and go for his mas- 
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ter. u Master Graham/’ he said, “ if yon will run home 
and tell your servant to get your chaise ready, I will go 
over for Dr. Ayres. He often trusts me to drive his 
horse; and you need not fear any accident. I will come to 

your house as soon as I can.” 

In quarter of an hour, John sprang into the chaise at 
Mr. Graham’s door, and drove rapidly away. It was a 
lonely ride under any circumstances, but in the dead and 
darkness of night it seemed doubly so. The muttering 
of distant thunder, too, was soon heard, and the cloud ap¬ 
proached nearer and nearer. Now a flash of lightning 
startled him, lighting every object for a moment with a 
strong glare, which only made more terrible the succeed¬ 
ing gloom. John had a courageous disposition, and his 
mother had strengthened it, frequently saying to him* 
u There is nothing to dread, my son, but sin.” 

Nevertheless, he could not help an indefinable sensation, 
half fear, half loneliness, at finding himself, with the ex¬ 
ception of his horse, the only animated thing amid the 
wild contest of the elements. The brave animal seemed 
to feel that something was at stake. Although at every 
flash of lightning he plunged violently, and held his head 
as closely to the ground as possible, as if to shut out the 
flaming heavens, still he kept boldly on. The twenty 
minutes of John’s drive seemed to him an hour. Fortu¬ 
nately, the doctor had not retired. He had been engaged 
in a long conversation with his host, which had detained 
him, without thought of the hour, until after midnight; 
and then the fearful grandeur of the storm prevented his 
retiring. 

M You, John, at this time, and in such a storm ? ” lie ex¬ 
claimed, as he answered the boy’s hurried summons. 

u Yes, sir. Mrs. Graham is very ill, and her husband 
away ; and neither Master James nor the servant knew 
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the way here. I offered to come and get you. I hope I 
did not do wrong to leave the office, sir.” 

“ No, no; quite right! Wait a moment, and I will be 
ready.” 

Dr. Ayres went into the house to take leave of his hosts 
and in a moment more the wheels rolled swiftly down the 
gvenue on the homeward way. The thunder and light- 
ping had almost ceased, though the rain still fell in tor¬ 
rents. Dr. Ayres insisted upon driving, and bade John g» 
to sleep, if he could, in a corner of the chaise. Under 
the doctor’s more powerful hand, the ride home occupied 
only about fifteen minutes. He sprang out of the chaise 
at the door, and hastily entered the house. John, half 
asleep, now that the necessity for action was over, wet 
and tired, slowly followed. He had reached the garden- 
gate, when he felt himself seized by the arm; and, turn¬ 
ing round, he saw James Graham. 

“You must not go home till you have dried your 
clothes,” he said. “ There is a great fire in our diniwg- 
room. Come in, and sit down and rest” 

In vain John tried to excuse himself. James pulled 
him back, and, dragging him into the comfortable dining¬ 
room, where the fire did look cheerful certainly, he placed 
him in an arm-chair directly in front of it, and gave him 
a cup of the hot coffee which the housekeeper had made 
for the doctor in the midst of all her hurry and distress 
In a few moments, the doctor entered the room. 

“ I’m glad to see you here, John,” he said; “ for I need 
some medicine, and I think you can find it for me.” He 
gave him the directions; and away went John, as if there 
had been wings to his feet The doctor thought he had 
better remain at Mr. Graham’s half an hour longer, as 
his services might be required again. James, during this 
time, was constantly running between the door of hit 
mother’s room and the dining-room. Now he listened to 
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tier faint moans of pain; and then, unable to bear to hear 
her distress any longer, he rushed back to the dining-room. 
At length the doctor came down stairs again; and, in an¬ 
swer to the boy’s eager inquiries, he informed him that his 
mother was now out of danger, but that she required great 
quiet, and that the best thing he could do would be to go 
immediately to bed. M As for you, John,” he added, * yon 
may go home, and sleep as hard as you can, to make up 
for lost time.” 

u Wait a minute, John,” cried James, as the doctor left 
the room, and John prepared to follow. “ I called you 
hard names the other day, and I am very sorry for it I 
should like to know you better; for I am sure you are a 
boy of the right spirit. I can never forget ”—here Jameses 
voice became choked — u what you have done for us to¬ 
night ; and, if my father can ever befriend you when you go 
out into the world, I will answer for it that he shall do it 
But don’t think that I imagine any thing would repay your 
kindness; only I should like to show, better than by 
words, how much we feel it” 

John went home very happy. He had revenged his 
injury in the truest way; and James was more sorry for 
his thoughtless and heartless words than if John had 
planned the most subtle scheme of injurious vengeance. 
Boys, will you try this method of revenge ? You will find 
it, as did John, by far the most satisfactory and effectual. 

EDITOR. 


WORSHIP OF THE GANGES. 

I Know of no one among all our foreign missionaries 
who writes more readable letters home than Dr. Scudder, 
who has long been laboring among the idolaters of India. 
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WORSHIP OF THE GANGES. 


From one of his letters, I learn some interesting facts. It 
seems that rivers are favorite objects of worship with the 
Hindoos. One of the most celebrated of these is the river 
Ganges. It is called the Ganges after the Goddess Gunga. 
The Hindoos say that the Goddess Gunga — who was 
produced from the sweat of Vishnu’s foot, which Brahma 
caught and preserved in bis alms-dish — came down from 
heaven, and divided herself into a hundred streams, which 
are the mouths of the river Ganges. All castes worship 
her. The sight, the name, or the touch, of the river Gan¬ 
ges, takes away, it is said, all sin. To die on the edge of 
the river, or to die partly buried in the stream, or to drink 
its waters while their bodies are besmeared with mud, is 
supposed to render them very holy. On this account, 
when it is expected that a person must die, he is hurried 
down to the river, whether willing or unwilling. Some¬ 
times the wood which the people bring to burn their bodies 
" after death is piled up before their eyes. Oh, how inhu¬ 
man is this! After it is supposed that they are dead, and 
they are placed on the pile of wood, if they should revive 
and attempt to rise, it is thought that they are possessed 
with the Devil, and they are beaten down with a hatchet 
or bamboo. 

Were you standing on the banks of the Ganges, you 
might perhaps, in one place, see two or three young men 
carrying a sick female to the river. If you should ask 
what they are going to do with her, perhaps they would 
reply, “Weare going to give her some Gunga to purify 
her soul, that she may go to heaven; for this is our mo¬ 
ther.” In another place, you might see a father and 
mother sprinkling a beloved child with muddy water, 
endeavoring to soothe his dying agonies by 6aying, “ It 
is blessed to die by Gunga, my son; to die by Gunga is 
blessed, my son.” In another place, you might see a man 
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descending from a boat, with empty water-pans tied around 
his neck; which pans, when filled, will draw down the poor 
creature to the bottom, to be seen no more. Here is 
mnrder in the name of religion. He is a devotee, and 
has purchased heaven, as he supposes, by this his last 
deed. In another place, you might see a person seated in 
the water, accompanied by a priest, who pours down the 
throat of the dying man mud and water, and cries out, 
“ O Mother Gunga! receive his soul.” The dying man 
may be roused to sensibility by the violence; he may 
entreat his priest to desist; but his entreaties are drowned. 
He persists in pouring the mud and water down his throat 
until he is gradually stifled, suffocated, — suffocated in the 
name of humanity, — suffocated in the name of religion. 

It happens sometimes, in cases of sudden and violent 
attacks of disease, that they cannot be conveyed to the 
river before death. Under such circumstances, a bone is 
preserved, and, at a convenient season, is taken down and 
thrown into the river. This, it is believed, contributes 
essentially to the salvation of the deceased. 

Sometimes strangers are left on the banks to die, with¬ 
out the ceremony of drinking Ganges water. Of these, 
some have been seen creeping along with the flesh half 
eaten off their bones by the birds, others with limbs torn 
by dogs and jackals, and others partly covered with in¬ 
sects. 

After a person is taken down to the river, if he should 
recover, it is looked upon by his friends as a great mis¬ 
fortune. He becomes an outcast Even his own children 
will not eat with him, nor offer him the least attention. 
If they should happen to touch him, they must wash their 
bodies, to cleanse them from the pollution which has been 
contracted. About fifty miles north of Calcutta are two 
villages, inhabited entirely by these poor creatures, who 
22 ® 
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have become outcasts in consequence of their rec over y 
after having been taken down to the Ganges. 

At the mouth of the river Hoogly, which is one of the 
branches of the Ganges, is the island Sanger. Sanger 
Island is the place where formerly hundreds of mothers 
were in the habit of throwing their children to the croco¬ 
diles, and where these mothers were wont to weep and 
cry if the crocodiles did not devour their children before 
their eyes. Think what a dreadful religion that must be 
which makes mothers willing to do such things! The 
British government in India has put a stop to the sacrifice 
of children at that place: but mothers continue to destroy 
their children elsewhere; and will continue to destroy 
them, until Christians send the gospel to them. It is not im¬ 
probable that many children are annually destroyed in the 
Ganges. Mothers sacrifice them in consequence of vows 
which they have made. When the time to sacrifice them 
has come, they take them down to the river, and encou¬ 
rage them to go out so far that they are taken away by 
the stream, or they push them off with their own hands. — 
Selected, 


SICKNESS. 

Oh, how the weary hours and days drag on! Perhaps 
you are suffering severe pain in head, or limbs, or body. 
Perhaps the pain shoots along the nerves, now here, now 
there, always changing; or remains in one spot until you 
think any change, even a worse pain elsewhere, would be 
a relief. Those nerves, how wonderful they are! — a 
whole system of telegraphs. Comes an enem f in shape of 
disease or pain to attack any part of the body, be it ever 
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so minute or distant, and instantly the nerves telegraph 
to Aeatf-quarters of the trouble, and make the brain sym¬ 
pathetically feel with the suffering member. It is very 
wonderful and curious, and quite beyond our power of 
understanding, how these delicate fibres can so affect our 
thinking organs, and bring to our minds knowledge of 
what our bodies do and feel and suffer. 

But when pain seizes them, and they give us notice of 
terrible head or tooth ache, of fevered blood and aching 
limbs and great weakness, then we are inclined to consider 
them somewhat troublesome monitors, to forget their wise 
and good uses, to overlook the exquisite pleasure they 
often give, and dwell only upon the wearisome pain, which 
we are sometimes disposed to think nothing will ever cure. 
Perhaps we must lie in bed from weakness, unable to 
occupy or amuse ourselves in any way; we may hear our 
companions out enjoying the fresh air and health and 
liberty, playing their games, going where we so much like 
to go, and doing things we like to do, while we must bear 
pain and fever, and strive to make ourselves patient; or, 
what is harder to a thoughtful person, must see others 
performing our duties, with the additional care of waiting 
upon us, — duties we should be so glad to do if we could, 
— while we can only lie still, and study out again and 
again, though already so weary of it, the pattern of the 
room-paper, and imagine how it would look if it went some 
other way from what it does, or was some other color; or 
look for the hundredth time at the pictures on the wall, 
searching for some new point or new idea, or thinking 
over the old train of thought connected with them. Most 
probably our appetite quite deserts us, so that not even 
choice delicacies, such as in days of health we should 
consider rare treats, can tempt it; and, to our aching 
heads and weary eyes, even the sunshine becomes painful, 
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and we gladly shut out the blessed light of day. And so 
the hours go wearily on, how slowly! If we could only 
make them move as slowly when we are well and occu¬ 
pied and happy, and they seem to fly so swiftly past us I 
Or if we could only hasten their pace a little now, and 
bring the time of relief and health onward! 

“ Oh pain and benumbing Badness 
liat brood in the heavy air ! ** — 

we feel, if we do not say, and perhaps grow quite im¬ 
patient and discontented with our lot 

Rather a dark picture, is it not ? Let us see if there 
are no sunny spots to be found. Many of you have 
doubtless had illnesses, and suffered severe pain, or per¬ 
haps have been kept by weakness from joining your com¬ 
panions in their games and studies and duties. Did you 
find it very hard ? Were there not some pleasant things 
about it that made you sometimes almost forget the suffer¬ 
ing and disappointments? We will try to find some of 
these pleasant things, — compensations they are, — and to 
remember them the next time a cold, or headache, or more 
serious illness, confines us to the house. 

And one of the first is, I think, the luxury of sleep . 
True, that luxury does not always come to us, or, coming, 
does not always refresh us. Pain and fever keep away 
the gentle messenger of rest, or feverish dreams and rest¬ 
lessness weary and overtask you; but, if you do lose 
your consciousness in a quiet, easy nap, how wonderfully 
refreshed and brightened you feel! It seems like waking 
in a new world, where at first pain and weakness are not 
I do not imagine there are many physical sensations 
sweeter than that of waking from sleep so renovated, 
except, perhaps, going to sleep, and losing thus your sense 
sf suffering and weariness. 
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Then, when your head and eyes have suffered from the 
glare of day, have you ever noticed how beautifully, softly, 
and soothingly the twilight steals on, and night shuts down 
over your weary world, — 

“ Like a curtain from God’s own hand it flows, 

To shade the couch where his children repose,”— 

like his own tender love, encompassing and blessing us, 
showing us new beauties and wonders that daylight hides ? 
Is sickness any thing like the night, teaching us truths and. 
lessons we should never learp in health, as night discloses 
her own peculiar jewels and glories, never exposed to the 
eye of day ? 

Probably, when you are well, you like fun and frolic and 
noise; you do not want to be still; dislike quiet above 
all things: but, if you have been sick, did you never feel 
very grateful to the kind friends who moved so softly 
about your room, and hushed all disturbances, and antici¬ 
pated your wishes? And, if you have had sleepless 
nights, have you ever listened to the silence , and felt how 
beautiful it was ? On a still winter’s night in the country, 
that intense silence is like music to some weary brains, 
and it is almost worth a sleepless night to feel its soothing 
power. 

But there are also the kind attentions of friends to 
cheer you ; very often a warm interest expressed for you, 
of which you were quite unconscious; and an unselfish 
love evinced for you by father and mother, brothers and 
sisters, which makes you happy now, and will always 
make you happy if you treasure *it in that wonderful 
storehouse where you hide many treasures,—your memory. 

A thoughtful friend brings you a fragrant bouquet: 
were ever flowers so lovely or odorous ? They give you 
a delight unknown before, and seem to whisper of new 
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life and health, of freshness and beauty, and all that is 
fair. You watch and treasure them to the last bud or 
fading leaf or blossom, with more care than you would if 
they were not so fragile and fleeting in their loveliness; 
and many a holy hope and thought do they bring your 
silent heart Or a beautiful picture may give you the 
same thoughtful joy, and cause you to forget all pain and 
weariness for a time. 

The pleasure of getting well, too, — what a delight 
that is! To grow strong and hungry, to go about, and 
ride or walk out, — you must experience it to appreciate it 
And another thing you must experience is the pleasure of 
overcoming your impatience and discontent, of keeping 
your cheerfulness even through disappointment and suffer¬ 
ing, having a spirit so bright as to make all things bright 
about you. Try that! 

And, if you ever intend to be sick again (or if you never 
yet have had that experience), I should recommend you 
very earnestly to store your mind with pleasant verses of 
poetry and soothing hymns, the beautiful and cheering 
thoughts of others. There is great pleasure in learning 
them; and you will find it a greater one when you can 
neither read nor talk, and must perhaps pass some solitary 
hours to amuse and cheer and refresh yourself with repeats 
ing poetry and hymns. You can find them suited to all 
moods of mind and heart, and interest yourself thus often, 
when without such a means you would find it much harder 
to bear pain and confinement. Many a sufferer — from 
not merely a short illness, but life-long invalids — could tell 
you of the comfort and ease bestowed by recalling beautiful 
poems and holy hymns learned in health, but gaining new 
meaning and beauty in sorrow and sickness. 

Older people often prize the leisure which convalescence 
afibrds as a time for thought, and for rest from the busi- 
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ness and cares which usually perplex and weary them* 
You do not feel this need; you want to be active at work 
or play, to be learning new things in life, and using all 
your restless powers in studying the objects around you. 
But even the youngest of you may feel the pleasure of 
knowing the heavenly Father’s nearness and love, and 
may learn to know that in sickness this faith in him and 
love toward him may be more clear and more delightful: 
you may learn also of that other life, which is to be more 
beautiful and more noble than this, where there is no more 
pain, for which we are now daily preparing ourselves. 
Perhaps you may have drawn very near to the gate which 
opens into that new life, and almost made the change from 
earth to heaven. There is nothing to fear in that change, 
if you love goodness and holiness; for Jesus,has said, 
* Suffer little children to come unto me, and forbid them 
not” Strive, above all things else, to keep your truth 
and purity untarnished, that, blessing you, he may add, 
“ Of such is the kingdom of heaven.” h. s. h. 


THE FALL OF THE ROSSBERG. 

One of the most terrible calamities of modern times was 
that of the great land-slide in Switzerland, generally known 
as the fall of the Rossberg, In my early boyhood, I had 
read a thrilling account of the disaster; and I have a dis¬ 
tinct recollection now of lying awake at night, thinking 
about it, and shivering with terror as each heart-rending 
scene passed in review before my mind. Little did I 
venture to hope then that I should ever climb the moun¬ 
tains of the classic land of William Tell, and see with my 
own eyes the spot where so many human beings were 
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ingulfed by the treacherous Bossberg. I had dreams, 
sometimes, of long rambling amid such scenes in foreign 
lands; and pleasant dreams they were, too, from which I 
was always sorry to awake. However, these dreams be¬ 
came realities in after-life; though even then they often 
seemed like dreams. 

It was in the month of June, 1852, that I visited the 
charming valley, once so widely desolated by this ava¬ 
lanche from the Rossberg. The day before, I had climbed 
the Righi, and, that very morning, had seen the first beams 
of the sun light up the tops of the snow-covered moun¬ 
tains. Our excellent guide, with baggage enough on his 
back, we thought, to make a respectable load for Her¬ 
cules, bad conducted us safely down the slope of the Righi 
to Arth, a somewhat insignificant village on the margin of 
Lake Zug; and here we were right in the neighborhood 
of the Rossberg and its victims. Before I describe the 
catastrophe which has made this spot so memorable all 
over the world, let me give you a glimpse of a Swiss 
mountain-guide. He is a character, you may be sure of 
that. I have a picture of him, which I must exhibit to 
you. Don’t for a moment suppose that the artist has 
exaggerated the size of the loads he is able to carry. 
The man we employed carried, apparently with the utmost 
ease, all the way up the Righi from Weggis, and down on 
the other side to Arth, a load which, for weight and bulk, 
was perfectly astonishing. It consisted of three carpet- 
bags, one valise, three overcoats, three shawls, two um¬ 
brellas, sundry walking-sticks (for future use; the alpen¬ 
stock is the fashion among the Alps), besides a budget of 
curiosities too numerous to mention. And I have seen 
other fellows, in the same line of business, carry still 
greater loads. Some of the peasants in this part of Swit¬ 
zerland, who cultivate little patches of ground and keep 
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a few cows, will go to market with a load which a don¬ 
key would stagger under; and, what is more, they will 
smoke half the time, and sing cow-herd songs the other 
half. They are as merry as the chamois that roam over 
the mountains. 

But I must not detain you longer from the account of the 
fall of the Rossberg, which took place in the beginning of 
the present century. The village of Goldau is built over 
the very place where former villages were buried. Dr. 
Zay, of Arth, was an eye-witness of the catastrophe 5 and 
I will avail myself of his description of it, as well as his 
statement of the cause which produced it. 

The Rossberg, or Rufiberg, is a mountain four thousand 
nine hundred and fifty-eight feet high. The upper part of 
it consists of a conglomerate or pudding-stone, formed 
of rounded masses of other rocks cemented together, and 
called by the Germans Nagelfiue, or Nail-rock, from the 
knobs and protuberances which its surface presents, re¬ 
sembling nail-heads. From the nature of the structure 
of this kind of rock, it is very liable to become cracked; 
and, if rain-water or springs penetrate these fissures, they 
will not fail to dissolve or moisten the unctuous beds of 
day which separate the nagelfiue from the strata below it, 
and cause large portions of it to detach themselves from 
the mass. The strata of the Rossberg are tilted up from 
the side of the Lake of Zug, and slope down toward Gol¬ 
dau like the roof of a house. If, therefore, the day which 
fills these seams be washed out by rains or reduced to the 
state of a slimy mud, it is evident that such portions of 
the rock as have been detached from the rest by the fis¬ 
sures must slip down, like the masses of snow which faH 
from the roof of a house as soon as the lower side is 
thawed, or as a vessel, when launched, slides down the 
inclined plane, purposely greased to hasten its descent 
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Within the period of human records, destructive land-slips 
had repeatedly fallen from the Bossberg, and a great part 
of the piles of earth, rock, and stones, which deform the 
face of the valley, derive their origin from such catas¬ 
trophes of ancient date; but the most destructive of all 
appears to have been the last The vacant space along 
the top of the mountain, caused by the descent of a por¬ 
tion of it, calculated to have been a league long, one 
thousand feet broad, and one hundred feet thick, and a 
small fragment at its further extremity, which remained 
when the rest broke off, are also very apparent, and assist 
in telling the story. The long and wide inclined plane 
forming the side of the mountain, now ploughed up and 
scarified, as it were, was previously covered with fields, 
woods, and houses. Some of the buildings are still stand¬ 
ing within a few yards of the precipice which marks the 
line of the fracture. 

The summer of 1806 had been very rainy; and on 
the 1st and 2 d September it rained incessantly. New 
crevices were observed in the flank of the mountain; a sort 
of cracking noise was heard internally; stones started out 
of the ground; detached fragments of rocks rolled down 
the mountain. At two o’clock in the afternoon, on the 
2d of September, a large rock became loose, and, in falling, 
raised a cloud of black dust Toward the lower part of 
the mountain, the ground seemed pressed down from 
above; and, when a stick or a spade was driven in, it 
moved of itself. A man, who had been digging in his 
garden, ran away from fright at these extraordinary ap¬ 
pearances. Soon a fissure, larger than all the others, was 
observed; insensibly it increased. Springs of water ceased 
all at once to flow; the pine-trees of the forest absolutely 
reeled; birds flew away screaming. A few minutes before 
■five o’clock, the symptoms of some mighty catastrophe 
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became still stronger; the whole surface of the mountain 
seemed to glide down, but so slowly as to afford time to 
the inhabitants to go away. An old man, who had often 
predicted some such disaster, was quietly smoking bis 
pipe, when told by a young man, running by, that the 
mountain was in the act of falling. He rose, and looked 
out; but came into his house again, saying he had time to 
fill another pipe. The young man, continuing to fly, was 
thrown down several times, and escaped with difficulty: 
looking back, he saw the house carried off, all at once. 

Another inhabitant, being alarmed, took two of his chil¬ 
dren and ran away with them, calling to his wife to follow 
with the third; but she went in for another who still re¬ 
mained (Marianne, aged five). Just then, Francisca 
Ulrich, their servant, was crossing the room with this 
Marianne, whom she held by the hand, and saw her mis¬ 
tress. At that instant, as Francisca afterward said, “ The 
house appeared to be torn from its foundation, and spun 
round and round like a top. I was sometimes on my 
head, sometimes on my feet, in total darkness, and 
violently separated from the child.*’ When the motion 
stopped, she found herself jammed in on all sides, with her 
head downward, much bruised, and in extreme pain. She 
supposed she was buried alive at a great depth. With 
much difficulty she disengaged her right hand, and wiped 
die blood from her eyes. Presently she heard the faint 
moans of Marianne, and called to her by her name. The 
child answered that she was on her back, among stones 
and bushes, which held her fast, but that her hands were 
free, and that she saw the light, and even something green. 
She asked whether people would not soon come to take 
them out. Francisca answered that it was the day of 
judgment, and that no one was left to help them, but that 
they would be released by death, and be happy in heaven. 


• Digitized by L»ooQ[e 



266 


THB FALL OF THE ROS8BBRG* 


They prayed together. At last Francisca’s ear was struck 
by the sound of a bell, which she knew to be that of Stein* 
enberg; then seven o’clock struck in another village $ and 
she began to hope there were still living beings, and en¬ 
deavored to comfort the child. The poor little girl was at 
first clamorous for her supper; but her cries soon became 
fainter, and at last quite died away. Francisca, still with 
her head downward and surrounded with damp earth, 
experienced a sense of cold in her feet almost insupport* 
able. After prodigious effort, she succeeded in disenga¬ 
ging her legs, and thinks this saved her life. Many hours 
had passed in this situation, when she again heard the 
voice of Marianne, who had been asleep, and now renewed 
her lamentations. In the mean time, the unfortunate fa¬ 
ther, who with much difficulty had saved himself and two 
children, wandered about till daylight, when he came 
among the ruins to look for the rest of his family. He 
soon discovered his wife, by a foot which appeared above 
ground. She was dead, with a child in her arms. His 
eries, and the noise he made in digging, were heard by 
Marianne, who called out. She was extricated with a 
broken thigh ; and, saying that Francisca was not far off, 
a further search led to her release also, but in such a 
state that her life was despaired of. She was blind for 
some days, and remained subject to convulsive fits of ter¬ 
ror. It appeared that the house, or themselves at least, 
had been carried down about one thousand five hundred 
feet. 

In another place, a child two years old was found un¬ 
hurt, lying on its straw mattress upon the mud, without 
any vestige of the house from which he had been sepa¬ 
rated. Such a mass of earth and stones rushed at once 
into the Lake of Lowertz, although five miles distant, that 
one end of it was filled up; and a prodigious wave, passing 
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completely over the Island of Schwanou, seventy feet 
above the usual level of the water, overwhelmed the op¬ 
posite shore, and, as it returned, swept away into the lake 
many houses with their inhabitants. The village of See- 
wen, situated at the further end, was inundated, and some 
houses washed away; and the flood carried live fish into 
the village of Steinen. The chapel of Olten, built of 
wood, was found two miles from the place it had previous* 
ly occupied; and many large blocks of stone completely 
changed their position. 

The most considerable of the villages overwhelmed in 
the vale of Arth was Goldau, and its name is now affixed 
to the whole melancholy story and place. A party of 
eleven travellers from Berne, belonging to the most dis¬ 
tinguished families there, arrived at Arth on the 2d of 
September, and set off on foot for the Righi a few minutes 
before the catastrophe. Seven of them had got about two 
hundred yards ahead. The other four saw them entering 
the village of Goldau ; and one of the latter, Mr. R. Jen- 
ner, pointed out to the rest the summit of the Rossberg, 
where some strange commotion seemed taking place. All 
at once, a flight of stones, like cannon-balls, traversed the 
air above their heads; a cloud of dust obscured the val¬ 
ley ; a frightful noise was heard. They fled. As soon as 
the obscurity was so far dissipated as to make objects 
discernible, they sought their friends; but the village of 
Goldau had disappeared under a heap of stones and rub¬ 
bish one hundred feet in height, and the whole valley pre¬ 
sented nothing but a perfect chaos! Of the unfortunate 
survivors, one lost a wife to whom he was just married; 
one, a son; a third, the two pupils under his care. All 
researches to discover their remains were fruitless. No¬ 
thing was left of Goldau but the bell which hung in its 
steeple, and which was found about a mile off With the 
• 28 * 
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rocks, torrents of mud came down, acting as rollers; but 
they took a different direction when in the valley, the 
mad following the slope of the ground toward the Lake of 
Lowertz, while the rocks, preserving a straight course, 
glanced across the valley toward the Righi. The rocks 
above, moving much faster than those near the ground, 
went further, and ascended even a great way up the 
Righi. Its base is now covered with large blocks carried 
to an incredible height, and by which trees were mowed 
down as by cannon. 

A long track of ruins, like a scarf, hangs from the 
shoulder of the Rossberg, in hideous barrenness, over 
the rich dress of shaggy woods and green pastures, and 
grows wider and wider down to the Lake of Lowertz and 
to the Righi, a distance of four or five miles. Its great* 
est breadth may be three miles; and the triangular area of 
ruins is fully equal to that of Paris taken at the external 
Boulevards, or about double the real extent of the in¬ 
habited city. The portion of the strata at the top of the 
Rossberg which slid down into the valley is certainly 
less than the chaotic accumulation below; and there is no 
doubt that a considerable part of it comes from the soil of 
the valley itself, ploughed up and thrown into ridges like 
the waves of the sea, and hurled to prodigious distances 
by the impulse of the descending mass, plunging upon it 
with a force not very inferior to that of a cannon-ball. 

The effects of this terrible convulsion were the entire 
destruction of the villages Goldau, Bussingen, and Rethen, 
and a jiart of Lowertz. The rich pasturages in the valley 
and on the slope of the mountain, entirely overwhelmed 
by it and ruined, were estimated to be worth one hundred 
and fifty thousand pounds. One hundred and eleven 
houses, and more than two hundred stables and ch&lets, 
were buried under pieces of rocks, which of themselves 
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form hills several hundred feet high. More than four 
hundred and fifty human beings perished by this catas¬ 
trophe, and whole herds of cattle were swept away. Five 
minutes sufficed to complete the work of destruction. The 
inhabitants of the neighboring towns and villages were 
first roused by loud and grating sounds like thunder. 
They looked toward the spot from which it came, and 
beheld the valley shrouded in a cloud of dust. When it 
Jbad cleared away, they found the face of nature changed. — 
Youth's Cabinet. 


THE JAPANESE. 

The country of the Japanese consists of several large 
and small islands, lying close together at a short distance 
from the eastern coast of Asia. They are among the 
most civilized of the heathen nations; and they exercise 
a great variety of useful and ornamental arts, in some of 
which they surpass even the ingenious Chinese. As to reli¬ 
gion, they are idolaters, — a large portion of them being 
followers of the Buddhist religion, which consists in the 
worship of Buddha, otherwise named Gaudama, who was 
supposed to be an incarnation, or human manifestation, 
of the Deity.* Others adhere to the more ancient reli¬ 
gion of the country, which is called Sinto. Their' worship, 
it is said, consists in prayers and prostrations. The cele¬ 
bration of festivals, and going on pilgrimages, are among 
their religious acts. Their temples are ordinarily built 
upon eminences, in retired spots, at a distance from bustle 

* This religion, which originated probably in India, is very widely 
spread over the eastern part of Asia. 
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and business, surrounded by groves, and approached by a 
grand avenue, having a gate of stone or wood, and bearing 
a tablet or doorplate, which announces the name of the 
deity to which it is consecrated. The temple itself is 
described as a small, mean wooden building, either empty, 
or containing only a mirror of polished metal set in a 
frame of braided straw, and at the entrance a basin of 
water, in which the worshippers wash for purification. 

Their private dwellings are slightly built of wood and 
plaster, one or two stories high, and partitioned into rooms 
only by movable screens. The windows are of paper 
instead of glass. The houses being constructed of wood, 
even in their large cities, subjects them to frequent and 
destructive fires. They have had the art of writing for a 
long time, and also that of block-printing after the manner 
of the Chinese. Books are therefore common; and read¬ 
ing is a very common amusement among them. Among 
their books are mentioned poems, lives of their great per¬ 
sonages and saints, histories, entertaining and instructive 
narratives, &c. Besides their own mode of writing, they 
also employ the Chinese characters, apparently in a simi¬ 
lar way to the use of French and other foreign phrases in 
our books. The Chinese language also, or at least its 
written characters, seems to be taught as a kind of learned 
language among them,—a necessary accomplishment of 
a literary profession. 

Japan was first made known to Europeans by Marco 
Polo, between five and six hundred years ago. About 
three hundred years ago, the Portuguese sent missionaries 
to Japan to convert the natives to the Catholic faith. 
They were very successful, and large numbers embraced 
Christianity in the form in which it was presented to them 
by these missionaries; but a jealousy, not without reason, 
of the interference of these foreign teachers in the affairs 
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of tbe government, induced the Japanese to banish them 
from the country, and to require their converts to re* 
nounce their new faith. They were severely persecuted, 
and in fact exterminated. Since that time, the Japanese 
have kept themselves entirely secluded from the rest of 
the world, admitting only a trifling trade with the Chinese 
and Dutch, and allowing no foreigners to set foot within 
their territories, except under strict guard. The most 
that we know of them has been derived from accounts 
given by the Dutch, who visited Japan for trade, and 
whose only opportunity of seeing the country was an 
occasional visit of ceremony to the dairi or emperor at 
Jeddo, the capital city of the empire. 

The Japanese chiefly subsist upon vegetable food, and 
fish, it being contrary to their religious principles to in¬ 
dulge in animal food. By some sects, the deer, hare, and 
wild boar were eaten, and some birds by the poorer classes^ 
Although they have had, from time immemorial, the 
horse, the ox, the buffalo, the dog, and the cat, none of 
these are ever used for food. Of vegetables they possess 
a great variety, including most of those cultivated in our 
gardens. The staple article of food, however, is rice: 
barley is cultivated for the horses and cattle. From rice 
they also prepare a kind of intoxicating liquor called 
saki, of which they use large quantities. 

The laws of the country are very strict; and a very 
eftaetdegree of order is maintained in all ranks of society. 
After the banishment of the Portuguese missionaries, all 
the inhabitants of the country were required to perform 
the Ceremony of trampling on the cross, in order to insure 
thn ^watest security against any attachment to the Catho* 
lla religion. This ceremony, it is said, is still yearly per* 
formed under the direction of appropriate officers. This 
severity towards Christians and Christianity appears to 
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arise from no special hostility to the Christian doctrines, 
but from an extreme jealousy of foreign influence and 
interference, which leads them to exclude, with the great¬ 
est rigor, every thing which can give it opportunity of 
entrance. From the same jealousy, they are unwilling to 
communicate to foreigners the knowledge of their own 
language, or of the geography and state of their country. 
On the contrary, they are very inquisitive to learn what¬ 
soever they can of foreigners, even to the minutest par¬ 
ticulars. From the intercourse maintained with the Dutch, 
by the occasional visit of a Dutch trading-ship, they have 
kept themselves informed of whatever they wished to 
know of the state of foreign affairs, and of the progress 
of the arts and sciences in Christian countries, of which 
they have adopted as much as seemed to be useful to 
themselves, — such, for instance, as the art of calculating 
almanacs, constructing time-pieces, &c.; for, in this re¬ 
spect, they have manifested a disposition quite opposite to 
that of the Chinese, who have affected to despise every 
thing foreign. — New- Church Magazine . D. H. h. 


THE OLD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 

Perhaps our little readers have not forgotten the old 
man of the mountain, and his half-promise that they 
should hear from him again. He did not forget you; 
though he was unable to fulfil his desire, and write an¬ 
other letter. With the cool winds and falling leaves of 
autumn, his strength gradually failed. Seated in his arm¬ 
chair, now removed from the old elm-tree to the ample 
fireside, serene and happy, though very, very feeble, he 
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would watch for hoars the ever-changing clouds that flitted 
across the deep-blue sky, or the trees now robed in the 
brilliant and varied hues of the autumn. It was a beau¬ 
tiful but sad sight to see him, once so active and energetic, 
now so calm and peaceful, patiently awaiting the time of 
his departure, so near at hand. 

One Sabbath afternoon I went, as usual, to make my 
weekly visit The first snow of the winter had fallen 
during the past night, and the earth was now robed in a 
mantle of the purest white; the rays of the setting sun 
were reflected back as from a wilderness of diamonds; the 
air was keen ^ and piercing. As I walked quickly on, the 
few calm words which he uttered at my last visit flashed 
quickly upon my memory: “I shall hardly outlive our 
first snow; I am going home very soon.” Involuntarily 
I quickened my steps. Robin, who was now staying with 
him, opened the door, and hushed my usual welcome, 
whispering in a low voice, “ Grandpapa is asleep; pray, 
don’t wake him. He has been chilly and cold all day,” 
continued Robin; u though I have heaped log after log on 
the fire, as you see.” —“ Where is your mother, child? ” 
said I. “ She went to lie down a little while ago,- and left 
me to wait on grandpa. When the sun was setting, he 
told me* to lift the curtain, that he might look out, and 
said, ‘ It is very beautiful! ’ and then he went to sleep.” 
He was indeed asleep: it was the sleep of death, as 
calm, as heavenly, as full of peace, as the last sunset on 
which he gazed. It was a fitting time for him to die, so 
ripe in years and virtues. Death had no terrors for him: 
he only thought of it as going to his heavenly home, and 
always spoke of it with hope and joy. We hardly dare 
to mourn him; for we know that he is happy now. 
Thus peaceful, calm, and happy, was the end of the 

OLD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 

A. M. 
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THE SEASONS. 

FIRST CHILD. 

I love the Spring, when first the leaves and flowers 
Peep from the ground, 

And the rain falls with its refreshing showers 
And rushing sound. 

Ah, then how gayly, gladly pass the hours 
That Spring has crowned! 

I love the ffrst soft airs that, gently blowing, 

Break Nature’s sleep ; 

And the free streamlet from the hillside flowing, 

So full and deep ; 

And velvet carpet of the green grass, growing 
On plain and steep. 


SECOND CHILD. 

Give me glad Summer, for the Spring is chilling 
With its fresh gales; 

But the warm breath of Summer, ever filling 
With joy the dales, 

Comes, and to my heart, attuned and willing, 
Tells its sweet tales. 

Yes 1 give me Summer; for the earth is ringing 
With glad delight; 

And lovely flowers in every field are springing, 
Than Spring’s more bright ; 

And the sweet warblers of the grove are singing 
From morn till night 
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The Autumn, with its wealth of fruits abounding, 

I love the best: 

The harvest-home is merrily resounding; 

And gay the jest 

Of the good farmers, when, the board surrounding, 
They take their rest 


Then wears the sky a deeper tinge, and brighter 
The sunset’s hues, 

And the full moon makes night than day seem lighter, 
And gleam the dews, 

Till the white frost locks all in keeping tighter, — 

His reign renews. 


FOURTH, CHILD. 

Mine be the Winter, with its dazzling glory 
Of drilled snow; 

And the old trees, that bow their heads so hoary 
To winds that blow: 

Then, then I hear the ghost or wizard story 
By firelight glow. 


The pure, clear air, that whistles through the valley, 
To me is dear: 

I let its breezes with my garments dally, 

Nor danger fear, 

When forth into the storm I boldly sally 
With hearty cheer. 

24 
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All have their joys, —the Spring, that brings the roses 
Among its train; 

The Sommer fair, that thousand sweets discloses 
On hill and plain; 

Then the ripe Autumn, with its well-filled closes 
Waving with grain. 

Last, Winter comes, and, round the fireside bending, 
We feel no cold. 

Then from our full hearts let us ever, sending 
Forth praise untold, 

Thank the great God, and pray that we, ascending, 
May reach his fold. 

EDITOR. 


“ CONSIDER THE LILIES OF THE FIELD HOW THEY 
GROW. 0 — Matt. vi. 28. 

We have chosen, dear children, a text appropriate to the 
season of the year. Before this month has passed, the 
lilies, as well as many other beautiful and early flowers, 
will cover the face of the earth with their bright blossoms. 
Our Saviour always drew his teachings from the objects 
that surrounded him; and we, too, would draw our lesson 
for the month from the silent and pure preachers which 
grow, too often disregarded, in our daily path. 

Consider the HUes. How well each flower is adapted to 
its place, and springs up in just the soil which is needed 
to make it flourish best! We do not find the columbine, 
which needs a dry soil, by the brookside; nor the white 
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violet, which requires moisture, among the rocks: but the 
columbine repays us for a scramble up the steep hillside, 
and the white violet is cheaply -obtained at the expense of 
a few splashes of mud and water. 

God has put each in the fitting spot* Ought we not, 
from this great fact, to learn, that, in his garden of the 
world, he has placed his human fiowers in just the best 
places for them ? One child thinks he should be happier 
if he had not so many brothers and sisters. This thought 
shows a selfish heart; and God has wisely given that 
child brothers and sisters, that he may be obliged to give 
up selfish actions, and learn to be generous, not only in 
deed, but in thought. Another would like to be rich, so 
that he might never be obliged to exert himself. He 
would like to take his ease, and to be waited upon; but 
God sees that riches would only increase the indolence of 
his disposition, and has ordained his lot in a family where 
he must learn from infancy to help himself. We might 
go on with these instances; but two will suffice to show 
you our meaning. 

If you examine a flower with an older friend, who can 
tell you its different parts, and the office which each part 
performs in the plant, you will gain a new and beau¬ 
tiful idea of the wisdom of God; and you will learn, too, 
that every thing in creation is busy, even to the leaves and 
flowers, which might be supposed to be idle. The root 
draws the moisture and nourishment from the ground: 
4m leaves have their office to perform in attracting the 
snqfhine *od the dew, and in extracting from the air the 
element necessary to the life of the plant The flower 
must come to perfection, and its leaves must drop off, in 
order that the seed of the future flower may ripen. 

^ God has adorned the earth with these, his beautiful 
creations. Many of them are of no known use to man or 
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animal. Thousands of them grow up and wither where 
the eye of man never sees them, as if God, in making 
this lovely world, would leave no portion without its orna¬ 
ment, no place that did not bear witness to the exceeding 
greatness of his love. The moss of the desert bad power 
to fill with love and gratitude and faith the soul of Mungo 
Park when he was perishing in the desert, and inspired 
him with the courage to make the needful exertion to save 
his life. Shall we not, too, learn faith in the goodness and 
fatherly care of Him who has “ so clothed the grass of 
the field ” ? editor. 


LETTER TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 

My dear Fanny, — Will you think I pass over the 
hounds of friendship, if, in answer to your kind letter, I 
give you a moral lecture ? To speak the truth to a per¬ 
son, especially a truth which concerns his own character, 
is a very difficult task; and I trust I may perform it in all 
gentleness, and that you will take it as it is meant Of 
course, if I did not feel interested in you, and did not see 
in you the elements of many good qualities, I should not 
take the trouble to do this. It is because I really desire 
your good that I write. 

But without further preface, since mine has been too 
long already, let me say that I fear you have not sufficient 
independence of character. You are too much influenced 
by those with whom you are thrown or whom you happen 
to fancy. I do not speak now of your readiness to oblige, 
which is so attractive in a young girl, but the excess to 
which that readiness carries you, and which will prove 
fatal to many excellences if it is not checked. 
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The first which it must injure is your truth. I knoto 
there are a great many forms of speech which have come 
to be considered as mere words of politeness, and which 
tore uttered as matters of course; but every young person 
should guard against using them, unless in perfect sinceii* 
iy. For instance, I heard you say to Miss Harrison, in 
reply to her invitation, that you should be happy to visit 
her 5 and afterwards you told your mother that you knew 
no inducement strong enough to tempt you to stay with 
her. If this was the case, why would it not have been 
better to thank her for the invitation, and express your 
sense of the kindness that prompted it, without sacrificing 
truth ? I know Miss Harrison is sensitive and exacting 
in regard to etiquette; but I think she would have been 
satisfied with the expression of your pleasure at her 
civility. 

It is embarrassing oftentimes, I know, to reconcile 
truth and politeness. I have been frequently called upon 
to admire a picture which I did not like, or a book which 
I could not approve, or some article of apparel which 
seemed to me in excessively bad taste. Formerly, I used 
to praise every thing, as I was expected to do; but a 
shrewd old lady opened my eyes to the folly and wicked¬ 
ness of this; and now I find a great many ways of being 
perfectly civil, and yet preserving my truth. I think no 
one has a right to be offended, if you say that your taste 
is not suited, provided you say so in a lady-like and proper 
manner. 

“ Oh, don’t ask her! ” I once heard one lady say of an¬ 
other : “ she thinks every thing is pretty; and her judg¬ 
ment is not worth a farthing.” I afterward saw the lady 
in question, and knew from observation that she had fallen 
into the habit of acquiescing in the opinions of her friends, 
from a want of sufficient independence to disagree with 
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them; and her friends found her out, and valued her 
opinions, at length, at just what they were worth,— 
nothing. 

You lessen your confidence in yourself, and your own 
self-respect, by this want of independence. How is it pos¬ 
sible for you to do otherwise than despise yourself when 
you are conscious that you are continually violating truth 
and principle ? and how can you have any confidence in 
yourself, when your opinion changes to agree with that of 
every different person you meet ? 

I had once a friend who did not approve of the waltz, 
—it was before the polka became the fashion, Fanny. 
At home, she was supported in her disapproval by father, 
mother, and brothers. She went, however, to make a visit 
in a distant and gay city. One evening, at a small party, 
she was conversing with the lady of the house about this 
dance. “ Absurd,” ‘said the lady, “ for some persons to 
make so much ado about waltzing! It makes me quite 
vexed at their prudishness. Do you see any possible ob¬ 
jection to it?” 

My little friend, distressed at the idea of being con¬ 
sidered prudish, uttered a faint “ No,” and felt herself so 
self-condemned for her weakness, that she could no longer 
listen to the conversation or take part in it After a 
time, the brother of the lady to whom she had been talk¬ 
ing came and claimed her as a partner in a waltz. She 
drew back, and declined; but he said, “ Just one turn 
round the room. I would not have asked you, had not 
my sister told me, that, unlike many ladies in your section 
of the country, you approve of waltzing.” 

What could she do ? She would not add to the false¬ 
hood she had already told by pleading fatigue or illness, 
neither of which she felt; and she accepted his invitation. 
She was graceful; and she had repeated invitations in the 
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coots* of the evening, all of which she felt forced to 
accept She did not sleep at all that night Thoughts 
of her injured self-respect, of her falsehood, of her want of 
moral courage, made her almost ill; and her headache and 
heavy eyes, the next morning, quite alarmed her friends. 
She never waltzed again, however. Afterwards, when 
she went into company, she deprived herself of the plea¬ 
sure of dancing at all, that she might not be obliged to 
participate in any amusement which her conscience con¬ 
demned. 

These visits — this journeying round in the world— 
have a bad effect on a person who is deficient in moral 
oourage. A young girl, who has been in the habit of 
morning and evening devotions, makes a visit in a family 
where the things of this life are the all-important ones. 
It requires, at first, a great deal of courage to kneel down 
quietly, and ask for a blessing on the occupations of the 
day, or pray for preservation through the still watches of 
the night, in the presence of a careless and indifferent per¬ 
son. But it must be done, or conscience will not be satis¬ 
fied, — done at once: the first time the question comes up, 
it must be decided aright, or every succeeding morning 
and evening will make it harder and harder. 

Sabbath occupations, too, are a matter in which you 
will be called upon to exercise your independence, — your 
moral courage, I should rather say. I consider running 
about from church to church to hear some famous preacher, 
pleasure-riding, light and frivolous letter-writing, novel¬ 
reading, inconsistent with the right use of the holy day. 
You must settle these points for yourself; but, after you 
have once decided that any one of these is wrong, do not 
be turned from your decision by the customs of those 
friends with whom you may happen to be. 

I trust I have said enough to show you what I mean; 
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and I dare say, as you read, you will remember instances 
in your own experience, where you have, from a desire to 
oblige or a fear of being thought to set yourself up above 
your companions, sacrificed your sense of right. 

For the moment, I know it will be hard for you to assert 
your own convictions, but only for the moment. If your 
friends are really such, though they may disagree with 
you, they will respect your conscientious scruples; and 
your own consciousness of having been true to yourself 
will repay any exertion which you may have made. If, 
however, you still feel that you are an object of ridicule to 
your companions, though your conscience gives it glad ap¬ 
proval, ask yourself whether their esteem is really valuable. 
In nine cases out of ten, you will find their judgment is 
not based on high Christian principles, but on the current 
notions of the world around them. 

If this letter does not commend itself now to your 
heart, I shall trust that the seed has been dropped which 
shall germinate by and by. If you think me severe and 
uncivil now, you will not always think so. A few years 
more will redeem me from any such charge from you 9 
and then, if not now, you will consider me 

A TRUE FRIENDw 

EDITOR. 


THE AMERICAN BISON. 

I am going to tell you about the bison, which is one of the 
most remarkable animals in our country. It is about as 
large as an ox. It inhabits both parts of the American 
continent; and, in North America, immense herds are 
frequently seen. The fore-parts of the body of this ani- 
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mal are very thick and strong; the hinder are mudi more 
slender; the body is covered in many parts with long 
shaggy hair; the horns are short, rounded, and pointing 
outwards; and on the shoulders is a great hump, which is 
the distinguishing mark of the bison. 

The bison grazes like a cow: he runs wild in forests, 
and his appearance is threatening and ferocious. No per¬ 
son could see this animal in the woods, for the first time, 
without showing him his heels, and escaping from his 
company as soon as possible. 

The chase of these animals is one of the favorite sports 
of the Indians, who use the flesh as food, and have several 
ingenious ways of killing them. The vast herds of bisons 
in the Western country sometimes present a most astonish¬ 
ing spectacle. They press close together, so as to appear 
to be one solid mass, and then rush onward, driving before 
them, or crushing, every thing that comes in their way. 
Their line of march is seldom stopped even by deep rivers; 
for they swim over them without fear, and nearly in the 
order that they traverse the plains. When flying before 
their pursuers, it would be in vain for the foremost to halt, 
or attempt to stop those behind him, as they rush on, no 
matter what is before them. In their course, they fre¬ 
quently brush down large trees. 

The Indians have a curious method of luring these ani¬ 
mals to leap over a high precipice. A swift-footed and 
active young man is selected, who is disguised in a bison’s 
skin, having the head, ears, and horns so fixed as to de¬ 
ceive even the bisons themselves. When thus arrayed, 
he stations himself between the herd and some of the pre* 
cipices, which often extend for several miles along the 
rivers. The Indians surround the herd, and rush upon 
them, with loud yells. The animals, being alarmed, and 
seeing no way open but in the direction of the disguised 
Indian, run towards him, and he, taking to flight, dashes 
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on to the precipice, where he suddenly hides himself 
within some crevice. The foremost bison of the herd 
arrives at the brink; he cannot turn back; there is no 
chance of escape. The poor creature shrinks with terror; 
but the crowd behind press upon him, and he is hurled, 
with those who follow him, over the precipice. This 
seems a cruel and wasteful method of killing buffaloes; 
and, fortunately, it is not often resorted to by the Indians. 

A better way of killing bison is that of attacking them 
on horseback, in which some of the Indians are very 
expert. 

The sense of smell in the bison is wonderfully nice* 
It is said by hunters that the odor of the white man i* 
far more terrifying to them than that of the Indian. In 
Long’s Expedition to the Rocky Mountains, a story is told 
of an exploring party, who were riding through a dreary 
country where a vast number of bisons were used to 
roam. As the wind was blowing fresh from the south, 
the scent of the party was wafted directly across the river 
Platte, and, over a distance of eight or ten miles, reached 
the bisons. The instant their atmosphere was infected with 
the tainted gale, they ran as violently as if closely pursued 
by mounted hunters; and, instead of fleeing from the dan¬ 
ger, they turned their heads towards the wind, eager to 
escape this terrifying odor. 

The skins of the bison are commonly of a reddish- 
brown color. They furnish the Indians and whites with 
excellent coverings in winter. A sleigh-ride would be 
uncomfortable without them; and they form an excellent 
protection from the rain and cold. They are called buf¬ 
falo robes; the term*buffalo being generally, but incor¬ 
rectly, applied to the bison. 

The bisons have often been seen in herds of three, four, 
and five thousand, blackening the plains and prairies as 
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far as the eye could view. At night, it is impossible for 
persons, unaccustomed to their noise, to sleep near them. 
Their continued roarinf sounds like distant thunder. Ah 
though the bison is a very fierce-looking animal, it is, at 
the same time, generally quite harmless. A little boy 
might go near them, and perhaps even chase them, without 
their turning to injure him. 

A young bison, it is said, displays an affecting instance 
of attachment to its mother, when the latter happens to 
be killed by the hunters: the young one then will not 
leave her, but, alarmed and trembling, follows the hunters 
who are canying away its parent 

To the Indian tribes, the bison is an invaluable gift 
He supplies a large part of the food used by the natives, 
and coverings to their tents and persons; while his very 
refuse is used for fuel in the desert places where not a tree 
or shrub is to be seen. How wonderfully are all things 
adapted to the wants of man!— Forrester *s. Magazine . 


THE SAXONS. 

The Saxons were a tribe or nation that inhabited’a part 
of Germany, and that from a very small beginning gra¬ 
dually extended their power along the Rhine, and as for 
north as Denmark. When the Roman power declined in 
the fifth century, and the Romans, too busy with their own 
affairs nearer Rome, were unable longer to maintain, their 
strength in Britain, and protect it against the barbaroos 
encroachments of the Piets and Scots who inhabited 
the North, then the Britons applied to the Saxons, and the 
Angles, another German tribe, for help. This was rea* 
dily granted. The Northern hjrdes were conquered and 
driven back. Then the allies conceived the idea of con* 
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quering the country to themselves. Accordingly, instead 
of returning home, they invited fresh hordes of their 
countrymen to visit the island; aid, after a long war, the 
Saxons and Angles triumphed over the Britons in almost 
every encounter, and drove the miserable remnants of the 
nation to seek refuge in Wales and Cornwall. The strug¬ 
gle lasted nearly a century and a half, and ended in esta¬ 
blishing the Saxon kingdoms in the south of Britain. To 
this territory they gave the name of Anglo-land, or Eng¬ 
land. The Christian religion was established in Britain 
by the Saxons in the sixth century. 

The early Saxons were chiefly devoted to war. They 
were bold, hardy, and energetic; but the barbarous state 
of manners prevalent at that period prevented them from 
turning their mental and physical strength to any useful 
account Agriculture afforded but little employment, and 
that little was confined to the servile class called serfs. 
Foreign commerce was hardly known, and there were 
very few products of industry or art to afford materials 
for trade. They had no literature, and religion had at 
that time but very little influence upon them. It was 
natural that they should turn to war. 

In the ninth century, there was a marked improvement 
in the condition and character of the Saxons. Schools 
had been established, the laws were reformed, trial by 
jury was introduced, and various other improvements were 
made, that mark an advancing civilization. 

At this time they had various mechanical arts. Gold 
became abundant among them, and in their manners they 
exhibited a curious mixture of barbarism and rude luxury. 
They were divided into nobles, ecclesiastics, freemen, and 
serfs: the last were born to servitude, and sold like cattle. 
The language which they spoke at this early period we 
could not now understand: yet it forms the basis of the 
modern English. — Selected. 
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CHILD’S FRIEND. 


BROTHER AND SISTER. 

BEE EEORAVIEO. 

This pretty little rural picture perhaps resembles some of 
the favorite resting-places of our little friends who live in 
the country, or who spend their summers there. That little 
Stream of which we obtain a glimpse suggests beautiful 
lilies, and speckled trout, or tiny minnows; and the shade 
of that tall tree spreads very invitingly over the heads of 
those children. 

But we especially observe one thing, — and that is the 
pleasure which this brother and sister find in each other's 
society. That boy never teased his sister; he never tried 
experiments with her favorite doll; he never laughed at 
her because she could not climb a stone wall or run as 
fast as he. And that little girl never wished her brother 
out of the way. She never said, “ Here comes Willie; 
and he’ll spoil all.” She always has hemmed his flags and 
the sails of his boats for him; and he has made little 
tables, and three-legged stools for her dolls. 

Now, how do we know all these things ? Only from the 
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expression of their faces; and just as we judge of the ex¬ 
pression of faces in a picture, so we do of living ones. 
If you are gentle and loving, and try to follow the golden 
rule, gentleness and kindness will beam from your eyes, 
will play round your mouth; and all will know you for 
little Christians, because even here the smiles of heaven 
will be upon your faces. editor. 


AN EXCURSION THROUGH ETRUTRIA. 

There is just enough known of the ancient Etruscans to 
excite our wonder and admiration, and to make us anxious 
to learn more of their early history. That they excelled 
the whole world at one time— Greece, perhaps, excepted — 
in some of the fine arts, and in many branches of mechani¬ 
cal genius, there is not the shadow of doubt. Their vases, 
to speak of nothing else, have never been surpassed, 
whether we regard the tasteful design of these articles, 
with their peculiar bas-reliefs and paintings, or their exe¬ 
cution. But how and when these Etruscans derived the 
perfect knowledge of the arts which they possessed, and 
what nation had the honor of imparting this knowledge, 
are questions about which the savans disagree widely 
enough. It has been warmly contended that Greece her¬ 
self received her knowledge of the fine arts from Etruria. 
Be that as it may, however, it is certain that Etruria was 
nearly at the zenith of her glory while Greece was in a 
state of semi-barbarism. 

There are two modes by which the curious traveller can 
see the most noteworthy of the Etruscan ruins. One is, 
to land at Civita Veeehia,and hunt them up at that point; 
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and the other, to proceed directly through Etruria, from 
Florence to Rome. I chose the latter mode, and was 
rewarded for a very fatiguing excursion by a half-hour’s 
gaze at some Etruscan tombs. I would tell the reader 
ever so much about these, — how they were constructed, 
and of what materials; what there was in them (that 
would not take long, as most of the articles of value found 
there are scattered all over Europe) besides bats and 
lizards, and what there had been in them. Rut, as I 
learned very little new myself of Etruscan life and man¬ 
ners, I presume that the sketch I might give would be but 
a resume of what the reader knows well enough already; 
and so I will not run the risk of tiring him with my Etrus¬ 
can researches. But he shall have a glance at the lights 
and shadows of this excursion through old Etruria, never¬ 
theless. 

There are two routes to Rome from Florence. One is 
by the way of Siena, the other by the way of Perugia. 
The best route, on most accounts, is the latter; though we 
— myself and my two Scotch friends — took the other. 
“And why not take the best route ?” For the same 
reason, precisely, that Jack did not eat his supper. The 
first thing we did, on our arrival at Florence, was to apply 
at the office of the diligence for seats to Rome; but all the 
seats were engaged for some ten days ahead. It was on 
the eve of Holy Week; and all the world, with some ex¬ 
ceptions, were pressing Homeward. We were obliged to 
hire a vettura at an enormous price; and as we had not 
time, after seeing the lions of Florence, to go by the way 
of Perugia (a route which requires more time than the 
other), without losing some of the exhibitions of Holy 
Week, we went by Siena. 

A most remarkable personage was Francesco, the man 
of whom we hired our carriage. He was of truly alder- 
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manic proportions, and carried himself right regally. He 
had the finest cavalH in all Florence. Everybody would 
tell us so, if we would take the trouble to ask everybody. 
And such a vetturino as he would give us! — the greatest 
driver in Europe, by all odds. He knew all the best inns 
in Italy; and he would feed us as if we were three princes 
all the way. When Francesco had completed this puff of 
his horses, carriage, and driver, he went off in a perfect 
tornado of rhapsody on his own merits. He made himself 
out to be a man of most wonderful capacities. Since 
Adam’s time, there had not been such an adept in the 
vetturino business, if we were to credit his story. And 
then, to complete the catalogue of his graces, he remarked, 
with emphasis, that he had the highest possible sense of 
honor, and that he would not do violence to the prompt* 
ings of his conscience, in the slightest particular, for the 
whole world. He must have set a great store by that 
conscience of his, as he frequently interlarded his enco¬ 
miums upon himself by the expression," On my conscience, 
signore, — on my conscience! ” lifting his eyes solemnly to 
heaven at the same time, and laying his hand on his capa¬ 
cious stomach, as if it were the shrine in which that ines¬ 
timable treasure was preserved. This last attempt to 
"suit the action to the word,” considering the physical 
developments of the worthy Francesco, set fire to some 
shavings of mirthfulness which were lying in the vicinity 
of his three auditors; and both the Scotchmen and the 
Yankee laughed so noisy, that a policeman came up to see 
by what means the peace and quiet of the Grand Duke’s 
dominions were disturbed in that fashion. 

We made a bargain with Francesco. He was to take 
us to Rome in four days and a half, and board and lodge os 
on the road, at a price somewhat above three times the 
sum which we afterwards learned he was in the habit 
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of charging in ordinary times,—the buonamano (drink- 
money) to the vetturino, to be graduated tinder the dicta¬ 
tion of onr own generosity, according to the manner in 
which his duties were performed. Then followed the 
filling-up and signing of a blank instrument, duly attested 
by the government, of which instrument two copies were 
made, one for the benefit of each party, and which bound 
aU concerned with ever so much minuteness to observe the 
terms of the compact. 

The day of our departure arrived. Pietro, the vettu¬ 
rino, was in due time installed over us. Now, Pietro is 
an innocent, red-faced, square-built little Italian, who 
prated much less about his honor and his conscience than 
his master, but who nevertheless impressed us quite as 
favorably. 

There is a railway from Florence to Siena % and the 
lights and shadows of our vetturino ride did not property 
commence until we reached the latter place. After dinner 
in a poor inn in this city, we committed ourselves to the 
tender mercies of Pietro, and set out There was room 
enough in our carriage for half a dozen more passengers, 
so that we had an enviable amount of room. We bad 
heard shocking stories of the robberies which had just 
taken place on the route. A prince had been waylaid, and 
robbed of an enormous sum. Another party, in resisting 
the robbers, had been killed, and robbed to boot So my 
careful Scottish companions had purchased two huge horse- 
pistols in Florence, which they duly loaded with I know 
not how many balls, and left them within arm’s-reach in 
the carriage. However, nobody robbed us, nobody killed 
us, nobody threatened to do either. True, our blood was 
.rtied pretty freely on the road; but the robbers had no 
hand in that 

The country, for much of the way between Siena and 
!• 
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Rome, is rather barren of interest The people, for the 
most part, are ragged, dirty, and poverty-stricken. Count¬ 
less beggars assailed us at every stopping-place; and they 
ran after our carriage sometimes for nearly a mile, in the 
hopes of getting a few coppers. Donkeys abound in this 
quarter, and so poor that you can count each individual 
rib with perfect facility. Yet, poor and apparently ineffi¬ 
cient as these beasts are, I saw one of them carrying a 
great over-grown man, a woman of the same type, together 
with a huge bag, from a hole in one end of which pro¬ 
truded a head that must have belonged to a girl in her 
teens, while the opposite end exhibited the horns and beard 
of a veritable live goat. A favorite mode of riding in 
these parts, where there are two men upon a donkey, is 
back to back. In going up a hill, you will not unfrequently 
see two lazy fellows riding in this manner, and a pedestrian 
helping himself along by grasping the poor animal’s tail. 
The women in this Etruscan district are uninviting in their 
personal appearance and habits. The market-women, who 
carried vegetables and oranges to the little villages and 
larger towns on the road, had a very masculine mode of 
sitting on their donkeys, which would excite some merri- 
mept in Broadway, I am confident These women be¬ 
longed to the better class , you must understand. The 
females of the lower class , the real, unmistakable lazzaroni , 
were the most consummate vagabonds, in appearance. 
And such inveterate beggars! They begged with every 
muscle in their sunburnt faces, as well as every tone and 
semitone in their squeaking voices. When we threw half 
a dozen small copper-pieces into a platoon of them, as we 
did once in a while, the Amazons scrambled, and fought, 
and pulled each other’s hair (they never wear a bonnet, 
seldom a hat) at a terrible rate. When we did not give 
them any thing, which was the case in at least nine in- 
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stances out of ten, they poured out all the vials of their 
Italian wrath upon us, and uttered all the anathemas in 
their vocabularies. 

The first night after leaving Siena, we slept, or tried to 
sleep, — the fleas allowed us to perform that somewhat 
necessary operation but imperfectly,—at La Scala. One 
of the most notable places on the route is Bolsena. This 
little village is pleasantly situated a little distance from 
the margin of a lake of the same name: it is on the site 
of the Etruscan city of Volsinii. Beautiful, however, as is 
the village, with the adjacent lake, there exists here the 
most virulent malaria; and it is dangerous for travellers, 
and even for the natives .who are engaged in cultivating 
the soil, to visit the immediate vicinity of the marshes 
around the lake during the night It was at Bolsena that, 
according to the chronicles of the Romish Church, was 
performed that astonishing miracle, in commemoration of 
which Pope Urban IV. instituted the festival of Carpus 
Domini. The miracle, they tell us,*took place in 1263. 
A Bohemian priest, officiating in this place, doubted the 
real presence of Christ in the celebration of the Eucharist. 
He went one day, sceptical as usual on this head, to the 
Church of Santa Cristina; and, while engaged in conse¬ 
crating the host, the blood flowed from the wafer, and 
dropped upon the floor. Of course, he was convinced of 
his error; and hence the origin of the festival of the body 
of our Lord. We went to the church to see where the 
blood fell. A monk was holding forth with great earnest¬ 
ness when we went in. After he had got through, we 
were conducted to a dark and dirty vault, and pointed to 
a space covered with an iron grating, which we were 
assured was the identical spot where the blood fell. Upon 
our expressing a slight doubt touching the miracle, the 
priest declared, that, if we had come a little earlier, — it 
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was the hour of the evening twilight, — he would have 
shown us the blood* 

The lake is now, and from time immemorial has been, 
famous for its fine fish* Its eels are puffed by the Muse 
of Dante, who tells us that Martin IV* testified his admi¬ 
ration of them, by eating so many at once, that they were 
the means of his death. 

Viterbo is another place of interest. It is situated in 
the Papal dominions, and contains a population of some 
fifteen thousand. The city used to be famous for its foun¬ 
tains and its beautiful women. The fountains we saw: 
the beautiful women did not show themselves. We spent 
a short time in the Cathedral, dedicated to St Lorenzo, 
where we saw some fine pictures. It was at the high altar 
of this cathedral that Prince Henry of England, son of the 
Earl of Cornwall, was murdered by Guy de Montfort 
We were shown the place, too, in the piazza of this 
cathedral, where Adrian IV., the only Englishman who 
ever wore the tiara, compelled the Etnperor Frederick 
Barbarossa to hold his stirrup while he dismounted from 
his mule. 

At Bondglione, a little dirty town, containing some four 
thousand inhabitants, and which is said to be the site of an 
Etruscan city, we visited a cemetery connected with a 
monastery of Capuchins. Here an old woman, for the 
sum of two francs, showed us into a room filled with skulls 
and other human bones, arranged in the most fantastic 
manner imaginable. It was a Golgotha, in the strictest 
sense of the term. Skulls grinned upon us from every 
point The old crone who acted as our conductor took 
the money in a vessel formed of half a skull. Fancy- 
chapels, with a Madonna in the centre, were formed by an 
ingenious arrangement of innumerable bones. Even the 
Papal arms at the entrance of the building were repre- 
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sented by the same process. Many of the souls belonging 
to these dismembered bodies are supposed to be in purga¬ 
tory still; and the woman assured us, upon her honor, that 
the money we gave her would be conscientiously devoted 
to Masses for their benefit. It would not be her fhult, she 
added, if they remained in that awful place. She expressed 
a great deal of surprise when one of my companions told 
her there was no purgatory in England. M I don’t know 
what to make of it,” she said, “ for they tell me that there 
are multitudes of English people in hell.” 

The last night of our vetturino excursion we slept at a 
miserable inn, at a place which I will not dignify by giving 
it a name, and which was situated nearly in the centre of 
the crater of an extinct volcano. The breakfast provided 
for us at this inn, take it all in all, was quite a curiosity; 
and, to one inclined to philosophize rather than to eat, it 
might have been tolerably acceptable. To us, however, 
who were hungry, it presented rather a cheerless aspect 
I assure you, the best elements in it were a dozen native 
figs; in eating which, we had to dispute the ground with 
worms. 

Reader, if it should ever fall to your lot to travel between 
Florence and Rome, avoid the route by Siena. Heed 
the exhortation of one who wishes you well, and go by the 
way of Perugia. Make a note of that And another 
thing: by all means, take the diligence, provided it will 
take you. If you trust to a vetturino , you are sure to be 
conducted to the most miserable inns, where you will 
be entertained after a fashion worse than (if you are the 
humane man I take you to be) you would entertain your 
dog. — Youth’s Cabinet. 
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LETTER TO BERTHA. 

Mr dear Bertha, — You must not be surprised if the 
letter I am now addressing you should creep into print; 
for there are many young people to whom I have often 
longed to utter certain things, if I had the opportunity. 
The press and the periodical furnish me the only, or cer¬ 
tainly the least objectionable, opportunity I can expect. 
And, if your reception of an epistle so frank should be 
satisfactory, I shall be encouraged to approach others in 
a more indirect manner. To them and to you I would 
plead against the indulgence of a spirit of false independ¬ 
ence. 

I have already protested against the practice of idola¬ 
try. In young girls, it is a thing so common, that I only 
wonder it has not more frequently been made the subject 
of direct remonstrance among moralists. Few young 
females of strong affections and sanguine temperament 
grow up without putting themselves too exclusively, for a 
season at least, under the influence of some human being, 
and lavishing upon one the love and service which should 
be divided among others as near and as deserving; thus 
weakening their own characters, and committing a daily 
injustice, if they do nothing worse. 

But another class, my dear Bertha, run to the other 
extreme. They pride themselves upon their “ independ¬ 
ence.” They boast inwardly, perhaps openly, that they 
think and act for themselves. The consequences are 
sometimes sad and serious enough. These young persons 
are apt to be the very ones who are quite incompetent to 
think or act wisely. Their hastiness, their impulsiveness, 
their impatient reluctance to wait till a matter can be 
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fairly examined on all sides, make it a painful thing for 
them to endure the caution of their elders; so they rush 
on. They give their opinions promptly; do what, at first 
glance, seems to them the thing that ought to be done; 
and dignify this mere impatient heedlessness with the 
name of independence. 

To these, one chief grace of the Christian character is 
wanting, — humility. In spite of the stress laid upon it 
in the gospel, it is left out in their catalogue of virtues; 
and, even worse, I have known those who committed the 
positive sin of being proud that they were not humble. 
I once heard a rough and homely but appropriate answer 
made to a damsel of thirteen, who exclaimed that she 
“ never asked or wanted anybody’s advice.” — “ The more 
fool you! ” said an old country-woman, who sat vigorously 
plying her knitting-needles. And she could hardly have 
needed a more decided indication of folly. The young 
lady betrayed her ignorance of her own ignorance; she 
betrayed that she did not know what a tremendous claim 
she was setting up: for surely she never would have 
dared to say in so many words, “ God has made me a liv¬ 
ing wonder, a moral phenomenon; for, at an age when I 
have scarcely emerged from childhood, he has given me 
the wisdom, the knowledge of my own character and of 
human nature, which others have to learn by painful ex¬ 
perience ; so that I know at once, by a wonderful gift of 
understanding, exactly what to say and do. Stand in 
admiration before such a marvel of precocity! ” 

There is such a thing as true independence; and a 
noble element of character it is: indeed, there is no 
nobleness without it The opposite is meanness, little¬ 
ness, and Servility: it is full of danger to the moral 
nature. But the spurious independence is almost as 
mean, and quite as full of peril. It loves the reputation 
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of independence, end perceives not, that, to win tueh repu¬ 
tation, U sometimes gives up the reality. I have known 
these who would do certain things only for fear it should 
he thought they dared not do them, — because they feared 
somebody toould say, w She is afraid to do it!” Is not this 
a littleness, and an inconsistency? All who are not 
travelling in the right road are sure to blunder into in- 
eonsistencies; and, when these are detected, we should be 
ready to accept the warning, and get back to the strait 
and narrow path. What can prove a more thorough sub¬ 
servience to the opinions of others than to take a certain 
course for the sake of proving our independence ? Tet 
many a boaster does this, consciously sometime^ more 
frequently unconsciously. 

Then there are those who really care little for what the 
world may any, and actually do as they see fit on all 
occasions, heedless who may or may not know it. Their 
only consideration is, “ What should I prefer to do?—* what 
will give me most pleasure?” And to carry this out, 
without the least regard to any thing beyond, is their 
idea of independence. Again: we find things called by 
the wrong names. This is not independence, but reckless¬ 
ness, self-will, It is a shame to dignify with so noble an 
spoliation that which is the child of selfishness and 
Qbstiaaqy. 

There is no intrinsic difficulty, my dear Bertha, in 
distinguishing between the genuine independence of an 
upright mind and conscientious heart, and the foolish 
pride which assumes a name to which it has no claim. 

If you arc right-minded on this subject, you will have 
but one question to ask on all occasions ; and that is not, 
M What will people think?” nor, “ What should I like to 
do?” bul “ What is right?” Ton will take all possible 
peine to ascertain that point If the matter is of conse- 
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quence, you will consult others, whom you believe to be 
wise and good, because you will fear being misled by your 
own inclinations. He who has no respect for the opinions 
of the wise and good is usually far below them, either in 
wisdom or goodness. 

Having satisfied yourself as to what you ought to do, 
looking at all the circumstances and probable consequences, 
then you wiU do it, laugh who may, frown who may, 
come what may. This is true independence, to do what 
is right, however unpleasant may be the result to yourself. 
Do it, not because of a proud “I choose," but because 
of a calm “ I ought." 

I will tell you, honestly, that I have been distressed by 
your inconsistency on this point, my dear young friend. 
I have known you to say things which gave great pain, 
which you were under no obligation to say, which you did 
not imagine would do any good, simply because you 
“ were not afraid to say what you thought." Others were 
guarded, lest they should occasion unnecessary distress; 
you spoke out, because you were “ independent" I have 
heard you utter crude, hasty, and irreverent opinions in 
your Sunday-school class, quite careless of the pain you 
gave your teacher, or the bad influence you might exert 
on others in the class. 

I have known you to show your “ independence" by 
violating deliberately the regulations of a reading-room, — 
laughing and talking loud enough to disturb those who 
came to read and study, and were quietly using the apart¬ 
ment for its only legitimate purpose. I have known you 
to show your “ independence " by treating with rudeness 
certain persons, only because they were awkward and un¬ 
interesting. 

And, on the contrary, I have known you to show a 
lamentable want of independence in a matter which I 
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should m y was one of principle. It was at your earnest 
entreaty that your father was induced to have wine and 
punch at your late party. He was hesitating; and you 
exclaimed, *0 father! you would not do such a mean 
thing! ” — “ Why, my child, you may expend the same 
amount of money in hot-house flowers, or any thing else 
you please: but I really have got to be something of a 
teetotaller; and I have seen some of the young men a good 
deal the worse for wine at your parties lately .”— u Don’t 
use that vulgar word teetotaller, please, father. And, as to 
the young men, it is none of our business what they do; 
nobody minds their being a little lively after supper.” — 
“But people ought to mind it, my dear; and I hardly 
feel as if it were right to put temptation in their way.”— 
* Now, father, that is really being too fastidious. Every¬ 
body has wine; and we should make ourselves perfectly 
ridiculous if we did not have it too. I would rather have 
no party at all; and certainly I should be ashamed to 

invite P-* and H-to a supper, with nothing for 

their throats but ice-cream or bot chocolate. How they 
wouhfflaugb and swear at you for an old miser! ” 

Then your father grew a little warm, for him, and e*» 
claimed, “ Those are the very young men whom I wish 
you would not invite. They ought not to be invited info 
any respectable house.” 

“ But they are invited everywhere, father; and I can’t 
be the only one to leave them out. I can’t be so odd as 
th*b” 

. And so the colloquy went on; and the indulgent father 
yielded; and the condition in which those young men left 
the house you cannot but remember, as well as the fact 
that your young brother drank punch for the first timOa 
and has seised every opportunity of drinking it since v 

Q Bertha I bad you but been blessed with real inde* 
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pendence, looking only to the right, what an opportunity 
for its exercise! 

So, too, in regard to a specie* of dance, Which seems 
to me decidedly indelicate. Ungracefnl and vulgar k is, fo 
a degree which makes me marvel how it ever came to he 
adopted at all in refined society; though, if that were aH, 
I should not have a word to say. But, when I first saw 
the dance, the wonder was greater and sadder. And how 
did you answer my expostulations ? You did not say it 
in so many words; but the inference was this, —that yon 
would rather subject yourself to that personal familiarity, 
and shock the sense of propriety in many of the spectators, 
•than risk being called a prude by certain young men. 
Where was your independence then ? 

I have known a fair and charming woman, who, with a 
singular modesty and gentleness, united great decision on 
all these points; and her influence was like some subtile, 
invisible fluid,—it attracted no-attention, hut was felt with 
a mysterious power. 

She said little of her views or purposes; but, bbrt to 
She was in a family which lived much in society, she nei¬ 
ther rushed into a bold eccentricity, rebuking and seeming 
the habits of those about her, nor did she compromise her 
conscience in the slightest instance. She knew exactly 
how far to conform to the world around her, without the 
sacrifice of one principle. How had she cultivated this 
nice discrimination ? By making every thing a subject of 
religions consideration; and so her conscience had been 
trained from childhood to such habits of vigilance and 
activity, that it was no longer a perplexity and struggle 
fbr her to see and do what was right. Conscience, like 
the organs of sense, can be educated to a high degree of 
efficiency, — a fact of the deepest importance in self* 
culture, — and its growth is just in proportion to’the degree 


Digitized by L»ooQ[e 



16 


LBTTKB TO BBBTHA. 


• 

of obedience yielded to it Thus she saw at a glance how 
much of her time she could yield to society, in compli¬ 
ance with the wishes of parents, whose comfort she was 
bound to consider, and how she could secure enough for 
the cultivation of her moral and intellectual nature. And 
thus she blended the various'lives she led in one harmo¬ 
nious whole. 

In society, she steadily declined dancing with any young 
man who was considered dissipated. I heard a lady say 
to her, “ I should think you would be ashamed to have 
young men think that you know who is dissipated.” Her 
answer was, “ The shame is theirs, not mine.” 

No temptation could induce her to remain past midnight 
in any gay scene: it was only in the sick-room that she 
kept late hours. Thus she preserved not only her bright 
eyes and blooming cheeks, — beautiful for what they indi¬ 
cate,—but the steadiness of her nerves, the freshness of 
her faculties, for all duty. She had no occasion to lose 
the morning hours in sleep, or drag through a day in ex¬ 
haustion and lassitude, because of the “ parties ” of the 
week. Neither parent nor servant was obliged to sit up 
till exhausted by waiting her return from a ball; no young 
man felt himself justified by her example in tasting a glass 
of champagne; no profligate received any further notice 
from her than the coldest bow. At her own parties there 
was no extravagance, yet no want of hospitality. And, at 
home and abroad, the unattractive and uninteresting were 
drawn towards her by that Christian feeling of hers, which 
taught her sympathy for all who experienced the deep 
pain of neglect. 

She was a thorough Christian lady; and, Bertha, she 
was a woman of the highest, most genuine, uniform inde¬ 
pendence. She is now an angeL. 

You, my dear girl, are now approaching a period of 
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Hfe when questions will thicken upon your mind; end it 
is of the greatest importance that year convictions of duty 
should be settled, your plan of living' dearly defined, so 
far as the uncertainty of human events will permit; and 
your determination to maintain die independence of a 
conscientious Christian should be beyond the ibflueucedf 
censure, ridicule, or temptation of any kind; Thera is no 
girl who may not lead a noble life in this respect,—"few 
who study and understand the subject Them is not only 
a great deal of real, hot a great deal of assiimod, i nwo 
fence around ns, springing from false views of independ¬ 
ence ; and if yon err on either side, my dear Bertha; lot 
it not be because you have not oaretfblly examined this 
whole field of moral responsibility. 

Affectionately your friend over, £• JV A 


INSECT FUNERALS. 

1m animals below man have' their customs and maflncm 
as well as we Some build houses, some, spin, others 
weave; and so obl> None of the animal tribes, however 
are more remarkable in their customs and mannsm than 
the honey-bee. Who has not observed its activity, know 
ledge; skill, and industry? Who; that is wise; has not 
learned to profit from its example? 

I was at work last summer, say in June, in my garden; 
with my son; when suddenly he turned to me, and said; 
“Father, what insects can those be, up here; near the 
house? Why, the air is # fuli of them! They look like 
bees.” And bees, sore enough, they were, —a whole 

2 * 
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swarm of them,—evidently looking for a place to alight; 
where they could take up their residence. 

We soon saw they were gathering round the house, and 
beginning to alight on one of the chimneys. It was a 
$himney whose fire-places had been for some time unoc¬ 
cupied. They were determined on making it their future 
home. A doubtful home, indeed, you will say; and so 
did I, — a curious bee-hive, open at the top, and exposed 
to all the peltings of the storms. * But a poor dwelling-¬ 
house is better than none, we sometimes say; and so, per¬ 
haps, the bees may have said to themselves, — if, indeed, 
their reasoning powers ever go so far. 

They were soon all quietly settled in the chimney. 
There had been a little drumming, Ac., on tin-pans and 
kettles, to divert them, and draw them away from the 
chimney; but it had been to no effect There they were 
in the chimney; and, now, what could be done ? 

We consulted with a neighbor, who had kept bees, who 
told us to take an empty hive and set it over the chimney 
during the night, and the bees would probably come up 
into it, especially if we made a temporary fire, so as to 
annoy them a little by the smoke. But this did not suc¬ 
ceed. Either with the smoke or without it, they dung to 
the chimney. When the smoke troubled them, they would 
crawl to the outside of the top of the chimney; and, 
when the smoke was gone, they would return to the inside 
again. 

Another plan was resorted to the next day, or rather 
the next evening. Waiting till it was almost dark, we 
then took a common watering-pot, and, after sprinkling 
water over them till they could not use their wings, a 
neighbor came, and, with a square pan for a ladle, scraped 
them all out of the diimney, ojt nearly all, and put them 
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in the hive. The hive was set in as good a place as we 
had, and the bees were left to their own reflections. 

It was rainy a day or two; but the bees remained in the 
hive, except a very few who were left behind at the chimney. 
They neither attempted to gather honey or to escape. 

When the storm had passed away, and the weather 
became fair and pleasant, they issued from the doors of 
the hire, and collected outside of the hiye in great num¬ 
bers. Before this, however, we noticed many dead bees 
lying about The thought had at first struck me that they 
were preparing to leave the hive; but, when I saw that 
the dead bees were being removed one by one, I concluded 
that what was going on was an insect funeral. Mary 
smiled at the expression; but I am not quite sure I was 
wrong in my conjecture. Certain it is, that in a few hours 
all the dead bees had disappeared, and we never saw them 
more, and that the living ones returned to the hive at 
evening, and proceeded to occupy and build in it, according 
to the usual rules of their art. And what, now, is more 
natural than the belief that they were summoned together 
by their queen, on the day above mentioned, to perform 
the office of removing and' disposing of the bodies of their 
dead companions ? 

It is true, they did not flourish in their new residence; 
for, before winter, they had all disappeared. But we 
found worms and moths in the hive; and we had no rea¬ 
son for believing that the disappearance of the bees had 
any thing to do with the events of the day to which, in 
the above remarks, I have alluded. 

w. A. ALCOTT. 
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A DUCK-MILL. 

All young persons should take pains to inform them¬ 
selves concerning the manufactures of our country, which 
form so important a source of its prosperity. They should 
never neglect an opportunity of visiting a manufactory, 
and seeing the wonderful operations which are carried on 
within its walls. The city of Lawrence, which we visited 
a short time ago, and which within ten years has sprung 
up into being and activity, is one instance of their import¬ 
ance and growth. We propose to give our young readers 
a sketch of the process of making duck, which, as you 
know, is a kind of coarse doth, chiefly used on board 
ships. 

The mills at Lawrence are all turned by waiter, oon- 
veyed from the Merrimack River into a canal, and from 
thence by underground channels to the lower part of the 
mills, where it turns the immense water-wheel which sets 
the whole machinery in motion. From this wheel a shaft 
runs horizontally, and is connected with the bands which 
move the different machines. 

The cotton, when taken from the bales, is very dirty, and 
mixed with sand and dust It is placed in a large frames 
with a bottom of fine wires, and shaken, in its passage 
across them, till the greater part of the dirt is removed; 
The current of air from the machinery then carries the 
cotton up through a box, which runs the whole length of 
the room, and communicates with the story below. The 
same process is again repeated in another room, and still 
again in a third. From this third sifting, the cotton is 
carried, in the form of soft flakes, into the carding-room. 

Here are a number of large, horizontally placed cylin- 
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den, of the size of a large drum. These are composed of 
pieces of wood about an inch and a half wide and several 
feet in length, on the inside of which wire needled are set, 
several thousand to every square inch. The cotton being en¬ 
closed in these cylinden, which revolve rapidly, is subjected 
to the action of these wires, which card or comb out the 
curled and matted fibres of the cotton. From every 
twelve of the carding-machines the cotton is conveyed to 
a machine, which draws it into a rope of perhaps half an 
inch thick, beautifully white and soft This cotton-rope is 
received into upright tin cylinders, which are made to 
revolve so that the cotton may be equally piled in them. 
Women remove them as fast as they are filled, substituting 
empty ones. 

The rope from three of these cylinden is then acted 
upon by another machine, which makes of the four a thread 
of about half the size of one of the former strands. Of 
course, this reduction in size is accompanied with great 
increase of length. This process is repeated a second 
time, four of the threads being now combined. It is then, 
instead of being received into cylinders, wound upon iron 
bars of perhaps a foot in length, which are placed in rows 
one above another, and so set into narrow shelves that 
they can be removed when fulL 

The thread is now of the size of a pipe-stem, and resem¬ 
bles strands of wicking, as it is perfectly soft and un¬ 
twisted. The process of twisting is carried on in an upper 
room by similar machines to those employed below; and the 
same combining of several spools, to make a longer and 
finer thread, is repeated. The first thread is here wound, 
on wooden spools placed in rows, as the bars of iron were. 
Each spool revolves upon an iron rod, which passes 
through the hole in its centre. 

The process of doffing , or removing the spools, is quite 
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curious to witness. Suppose a machine on which a row of 
thirty or forty spook, some three or four inches in length, 
are revolving. Immediately above these revolving spook, 
upon which the thread is being rapidly wound, is a row 
of stationary and empty ones, each exactly over the one 
which is filling beneath it When the lower row becomes 
foil, the turn of a crank stops the machine. Then three 
or four little girls, with a rapidity perfectly marvellous, 
break off the thread, and lift the spool from the rod with one 
hand, while the other hand seises the empty spool above, 
places it on the rod, and twines the end of the thread 
around it The foil spool is thrown into a little box on 
wheels, which these children push before them. The 
whole number of spools is thus taken from the machine in 
less time than it takes to read this description. 

A number of these smaller spook are now placed in 
drawers, and the thread k wound from them upon othere 
of perhaps & foot in length. Women are in attendance 
here to join the thread from the separate spook together. 
The next process is to prepare the thread for weaving. 
This is done in still another apartment. Upright frames, 
eight or ten feet in height, with rows of narrow shakes 
about a foot apart, contain numbers of the large wooden 
spools which were filled in the other room. From each, 
a thread runs to a machine which conveys them to a hori¬ 
zontal cylinder. They are placed side by side so as to 
touch each other, and are wound upon the cylinder. Each 
thread, before passing over the cylinder, passes under a 
little piece of bent iron, shaped like a lady’s hair-pin, 
except that it is very short, and perhaps a quarter of an 
inch in breadth. Should a thread break, this little pin, not 
having any support, but being hung on the thread, falls to 
a lower part of the machine, and stops it instantly. When 
the thread k repaired, it is again set in motion. The 
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purpose of it is to unite the threads, and make them of 
still greater length. 

The thread is then wound on another cylinder the width 
of the cloth which it is proposed to make $ and one thread 
near each edge passes through a preparation of indigo, 
which gives it a deep stripe in the edge when it is finished. 
From this lower cylinder the thread passes to another on 
the ceiling of the room, which communicates, by means of 
apertures or slits in the floor, with the weaving-room 
above. 

To this room we now propose to conduct our young 
readers. Here the noise of the machinery is deafening, 
and the sound of the human voice, even when raised to the 
highest pitch, inaudible at the distance of a yard. The 
threads come up from each cylinder at the ceiling of the 
lower room to a separate machine, about the height of a 
low table. It is arranged to divide the threads so that 
every alternate one shall be above the shuttle as it passes, 
and the others beneath. 

When the shuttle flies back, the order is reversed, and 
those which were before uppermost are now below. The 
shuttle is 'of wood, not unlike those used in making tatten, 
except that it works sidewise. To each end of this shuttle 
a leathern strap is attached; and the machine, now pulling 
one, and then the other, sends it between the threads so 
rapidly that the eye cannot follow it. To our minds came 
the lamentation of the holy man of old, — “ My days are 
swifter than a weaver’s shuttle.” Should the shuttle stop 
between the threads, the machine instantly stands still. 

When the duck is woven, the remaining operations are 
performed by hand. A girl with a small hand-broom 
dusts each piece carefully, and, with a pair of scissors, cuts 
off the knots which are made by the joining of the threads. 
A man then measures it; another folds it into compact 
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bandies; and a third marks it with the width in inches, 
length, names of the mill and owners. 

Here, too, we saw the twisted thread wound off into 
balls, as balls of cord are wound; and it was curious to 
observe the ball change its place on the iron rod on which 
it was, as the symmetry of the ball required the thread to 
be wound on the upper or lower part 

It almost seemed as if some of these machines most 
have an intelligence of their own, instead of being only 
combinations of wood, steel, and leather; and the most 
wonderful reflection of all was, that the human mind had 
invented all these different machines, each adapted to its 
own work, each performing it with incredible rapidity and 
accuracy, and each capable of being stopped by a slight 
motion of the hand. 

Our thanks are due to the kind and courteous superin¬ 
tendent of the mill, who took care to explain every process 
in the clearest and best manner, and called our attention 
to every thing worthy of note. We visited another mill to 
observe the operation of printing calicoes; but we must 
reserve our account of this visit until another number. 

EDITOR. 


THE MOTHER'S DREAM. 

M Will you come, mother ? — will you ? ” 

Mrs. Mayhew was reclining on a sofa, reading, and 
gave no heed to her son’s eager question. The child 
looked towards the half-open door, where his siBter, older, 
but more shy and timid, stood waiting the result 
“ Ask her again, Bertie: she did not hear you.” 
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Thus urged, the boy ran to the sofa, and, interposing hjs 
bright, rosy face between his mother’s eyes and the book, 
began again. “ There is a poor woman down stairs in 
the kitchen, mother, with a baby; and she has a sick child 
at home, she says, and no food or medicine for her; and 
she had to leave another girl to take care of her, while she 
came out to beg for something. Come and see her, 
mother, and give her some money, — will you ? ” 

Mrs. Mayhew gently put aside Egbert’s curly head. 
“ And you believe it all, I suppose ? ” she said, smiling, and 
feeling for her purse. It was not in her pocket, however; 
and it was too much trouble to go after it “ Well, run 
away, Bertie, love: tell Esther to give the woman enough 
to eat and drink, if she is hungry.” 

She had already resumed her book, when the girl, who 
had come close to her brother, spoke. “ But, mother, I 
wish you would come and see her. Or, if we might ”- 

“ Oh, run away, Estella 1 don’t trouble me any more,” 
answered Mrs. Mayhew, hastily; and the timid child stole 
off again. 

Egbert kept his place more resolutely. “ Estella has a 
half-dollar, and I a quarter; and all she wanted was to 
know if we might give them to the woman.” 

« No — yes — I don’t care.” 

The two children left the room, in their eagerness for¬ 
getting to close the door. Their mother heard their rapid 
steps, then Estella’s soft voice, saying, “ Mother is lying 
down; but she said I might give you this.” Then followed 
Egbert’s eager tones. “ And I, this; and she says Esther 
must give you enough to eat.” 

“ God bless her! she is very kind,” replied the poor 
woman; and Mrs. Mayhew, who heard the words, knew 
how little they were deserved, and was half disposed to go 
down herself. Then a voice said, “O Lizzie!—--here 

3 


Digitized by L»ooQ[e 



26 


THE MOTHER’S DREAM. 


comes Lizzie! ” And Mrs. Mayhew resumed her reading, 
saying to herself, “ Lizzie will see to it.” 

But, for some reason, the fictitious sorrows which had 
before brought tears to her eyes failed to interest her 
now: her thoughts wandered from -the book to her boy’s 
simple story, and the book dropped unheeded from her 
hand. She had been up late the night before, and was 
weary; and, while still thinking of the woman, her eyes 
closed, and she fell asleep. Her last waking thoughts 
probably formed the groundwork of her dream, — a dream 
so vivid as to seem reality. 

Her kind husband was dead; her fortune entirely lost; 
herself and her children reduced to poverty. In a misera¬ 
ble room, scarce able to keep out the wind and rain, she 
struggled to support her darlings, and struggled in vain. 
Her fair, delicate Estella lay sick, perhaps dying, and she 
could do nothing to save or help her; her bright, joyous 
Egbert pined and drooped with cold and hunger. What 
could she do ? Beg ? Alas ! there was no other resource; 
and sadly she took her boy by the hand, and, entreating a 
pitying neighbor as poor as herself to sit with the sick 
girl, went forth on her errand. Turned away rudely from 
house after house, scorned and almost insulted by the ser¬ 
vants, dismissed with cold indifference by the mistresses, her 
heart died within her; and when, at last, Egbert, wearied 
with the long walk and faint with hunger, lay down upon 
the steps of her own former residence, sobbing that he 
could go no further, he must die, the anguish of the 
mother’s heart was so great, that, with a sudden cry, she 
awoke. 

She looked around, for a moment bewildered; for the 
dream had been too like reality to be at once dispelled. 
Seated side by side on the carpet were her darlings, bend¬ 
ing over a book of prints. Models of childish health and 
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beauty, it seemed as if sorrow never could come near 
them. And at a little distance, a young girl, some sixteen 
years old, with a sweet, placid face, had dropped her sew¬ 
ing to listen to the children, and answer their questions. 

Mrs. Mayhew contemplated the scene a few minutes, 
while tears of mingled gratitude and penitence rose to 
her eyes; then she softly called, “ Estella! Bertie! come 
here! ” Springing up at the sound of her voice, both 
children ran to her side; and, as she clasped them to her, 
she said, “ What were you telling me a while ago about a 
poor woman ? Is she gone ? ” 

u Gone ? Oh, yes, mother! ” answered Estella; “ but 
Esther gave her and the baby plenty to eat first; and, you 
know, you said we might give her our money. And Lizzie 
came in, too, just as she was going, and asked her name, 
and where she lived, and told her that either you or herself 
would see her soon.” 

Lizzie, still sitting by the fire, colored, and gave a quick 
glance at Mrs. Mayhew, who said nothing. Egbert took 
up the story. 

“ And I was naughty, mother. Forgive me, and kiss 
me, and then I ’ll tell you. I was cross with you because 
you wouldn’t come down ; and I said you wouldn’t go,— 
you’d rather lie on the sofa and read.” 

“ And what did Lizzie say to that ? ” asked Mrs. May¬ 
hew, half smiling. 

“ She said you* were tired to-day, and I was naughty to 
speak so; and she told the woman, that, if you were not 
well enough to come, she would. Then, when we came 
back here, you were asleep, and Lizzie said, ‘ See, Bertie, 
how tired poor mother was! ’ Oh, I was so ashamed of 
my cross speech! ” And, as if to atone for it, he threw both 
arms round his mother’s neck, and kissed her repeatedly. 
“ Lizzie is always good: I wish I could be.” 
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u Yes, Lizzie is always good,” repeated Mrs. Mayhew, 
with a glance of fond affection at her eldest daughter, — 
hers (though Lizzie Mayhew had had another mother), 
if the tenderest care and affection for twelve years could 
make her so. Mrs. Mayhew herself was yet young, and 
Lizzie was now more like a sister than a daughter to her; 
and, though the young girl herself could see no fault in 
this, the only mother she had ever known, Mrs. Mayhew' 
was willing to acknowledge that her Lizzie’s beautiful 
unselfishness and steadfastness to principle were often an 
example and lesson to her. 

Mrs. Mayhew was by no means indolent or selfish; it 
was but a temporary fit of lassitude that had induced her 
to deny the request of her children ; yet, had it not been 
for her dream, she might have contented herself with 
allowing Lizzie to visit the poor woman. With that vivid 
impression on her mind, however, she went herself, and 
saw that present wants were relieved, and measures 
adopted for the woman’s future welfare. Nor did the 
effect pass away: she taught her children, both by precept 
and example, to feel that the poor are our brethren, chil¬ 
dren of the same Father, and have a claim upon our com¬ 
passion and benevolence. a. a. 


THE NIGHTINGALE. 

No one, who has not listened to the song of the nightingale, 
ean give any idea of the sweetness of his melody. I 
heard this music first when driving through a miniature 
forest not many miles from Florence; and the peculiar 
delicacy and tenderness of the strain completely enrap- 


Digitized by Google 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 


29 


tured me. I stopped a long time to listen to the music; 
and afterwards, while travelling in Europe, I never failed 
to be deeply affected by the repetition of this astonishing 
melody. The nightingale is a wonderful bird, it would 
seem, apart from his vocal powers. A somewhat enthusi¬ 
astic Englishman, who has long studied the habits of these 
birds, has told us some things about them which I must 
repeat to you. The following is from his pen: — ( 

“ The first time I became fully aware of the extraordi¬ 
nary power and expression of a nightingale’s eye, was upon 
the occasion of my pursuing and catching one in my aviary; 
not my Peri, but one which had been previously given 
to me full-grown, and which accordingly made its escape 
very soon after. It struggled wildly against my hand for 
a moment; but, when finding itself hopelessly a prisoner, 
never have I thought without pain, though it happened 
years ago, of the look of intensely reproachful but gently 
reasoning inquiry which it sent, purposely, consciously, — 
sent through my eyes into my very soul, —saying most in¬ 
telligibly, ‘ How can you justify this to yourself?’ I let it 
go at once. Another more agreeable instance occurred to 
me. A person with whom I was conversing, looking 
towards the nightingales I now have, observed to me that 
one of them had a blade of grass growing, as it were, out 
of its beak. I took no notice until my friend repeated his 
observation,'adding that the bird seemed gasping. I then 
took it into my hand, which, though very unusual, it did 
not at all resist; and, as I perceived it really was gasping, 
I drew out the blade of grass from its mouth, of which it 
had swallowed nearly half a finger-length, with its bulbous 
root, but of which it could not manage the rest; and once 
again was shot into my soul a soul-proceeding look of 
gratitude, which absolutely startled, not only me, but my 
companion; and nothing in this world could now persuade 
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tne that nightingales are not very much more highly 
Organized than is generally supposed. Another peculiarity 
if theirs — at least, so far as my experience goes, it is 
peculiar to them, in the manner and extent of it — is, that 
while other birds, when hesitating whether or not to trust 
the hand that offers them food, keep looking at the food as 
they advance to or recede from it, — at most, casting a shy, 
furtive glance at the offerer, as if to see whether they are 
observed, or may safely steal, — the nightingale, when he 
begins to think of trusting you, looks up openly, candidly, 
inquiringly into your eye9, and asks if he may indeed 
trust you. I am perfectly convinced that every one, who 
has studied the real, unadulterated nightingale with sym¬ 
pathy and affection, will confirm all I have said upon this 
subject. Such persons will also, no doubt, have observed 
what I call Mhe ecstasy’ of nightingales; that is, after 
having been taken in the hand or otherwise much fright¬ 
ened, they become fixed, as it were ecstatic. They remain 
perfectly Still, looking out on vacancy, and neither heed 
the voice nor the offer of food, or even the attempt to 
teseize them ; and this state continues sometimes for half 
an hour or more after the cause of alarm, or, as I 
believe it to be, of offended delicacy or dignity, is past 
The first time I saw this, I thought the bird was about 
to drop dead. I afterwards came to understand it bet¬ 
ter; and then it became to me inexpressibly affecting, 
as intense silent emotion always is. Seeing a human 
being thus, we should suppose him rapt, absolutely rapt, 
In prayer or inspiration. No intimacy, no domestication, 
prevents this strange seizure. Peri flew constantly upon 
tny hand, upon my shoulder, or my lap; would eat otft 
of my mouth, and, when I placed a Worm under my hand, 
Would force his beak between my fingers to get at it; and 
pet, if I seized him unawares or against his will, hte Would 


Digitized by ^.ooQie 



m KicnrriNGiXB. 


81 


fall into that ecstatic state, and more than once remained 
in it on my bosom, where I had placed him in order to 
let him fly away. What I am about now to say I do not 
give on my own authority, but 1 believe it without diffi* 
culty, from the equally curious things which I have seen, 
from the universality of the belief of it here, and from 
the assurances of those on whose words I rely, and who 
themselves have seen it. It is, that, when the nightingale 
who is hatching her young brood finds out, by her marvel* 
lous instinct, that the nest has been profaned by the hand 
of man, she immediately poisons her offspring, preferring 
their death to their slavery. But how does she know that 
slavery will ensue ? I am told, however, that this Roman 
heroism is not confined to nightingales. 

“ Again, nightingales are the only birds which I have 
ever observed to endeavor, untaught, to make themselves 
understood by us through sounds. Nightingales positively 
do. The first time 1 observed this was when I put a 
strange nightingale into the cage with Peri. He was 
excessively annoyed and alarmed, and for some time flut¬ 
tered and flew wildly through his cage, as birds generally 
do on such occasions; but, as if recovering his presence of 
mind, he presently flew upon the upper perch, and putting 
his face close up to mine, which was peering over him, 
and looking his look of intelligence and communication 
Into my eyes, he rapidly uttered what we should call a 
jabbering remonstrance or entreaty, just raising his voice 
to what we should call the speaking-tone; and I could no 
more have resisted that appeal than if he had uttered H 
in English 1 He repeated the same thing on another 
occasion. 

“ Leo was in one of his tyrannical moods $ for he wits 
rather of a fitful temper. Dear bird 1 — of whom I may 
truly say, 4 1 loved thee for ^hy virtues, and for thy faults 
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I believe I loved thee still more,” — be took it into his 
head to break the thread 'which prevented his passing into 
Peri’s cage, drove him out, and took possession of it I 
knew nothing of this, as it occurred during my absence 
from the aviary; but no sooner was I within the door, on 
my return, than Peri, who seldom went upon the ilex- 
branch, started out from the centre of it, and thus arrest¬ 
ing my attention, and fixing his eyes upon mine, once 
more repeated his most peculiar, rapid, jabbering com¬ 
plaint ; and, although I cannot tell how or why, I perfectly 
understood in one moment all that had occurred. No 
sooner had I chased Leo out of the cage, and replaced its 
temporary hinges, than Peri, who had anxiously watched 
the whole process, fiew down from the branch, and, with 
their peculiar, noiseless, mouse-like mode of escape, slipped 
into it, and remained there until, doubtless, he believed 
the giant’s wrath had evaporated. And what became of 
this intelligent, beautiful, and pleasure-giving creature? 
I sent it, also in its own cage and with all its appurte¬ 
nances, to another friend, whose villa was about a mile 
distant, through a winding, woody road, and on a different 
elevation from mine. Notwithstanding all this, he, who 
scarcely ever left his cage even when it was open, made 
his escape, came home, and was taken in his old, but then 
empty, aviary. Are domesticated birds not happy, then ? 
He was consigned to the kind old priest already alluded 
to, thoroughly skilled in the management of birds, and by 
whom he also had been nursed in his infancy for me, and 
who, I am convinced, would have sacrificed a finger to have 
been able to bestow him upon me a second time; but, 
alas ! who can minister to the mind diseased ? My Peri 
died in a few days of a broken heart.” — Youth's Cabinet. 
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Boys, most of you feel very enthusiastic about the Fourth 
of July. For weeks beforehand, you begin to save your 
spending-money to buy crackers and little pistols and tor¬ 
pedoes, — in fact, any thing which makes a loud noise, — in 
order to celebrate the day. Some among you cannot wait 
for it to come, but begin two or three days in advance to 
. make your noisy demonstrations. We have nothing to say 
against all this, provided you are careful not to disturb 
sick or aged persons, or to throw your crackers in front of 
horses to frighten them. 

We have nothing to say against these things, if you are 
trying to cultivate a spirit of true patriotism. 

Do you know what this spirit is ? In order to find it, 
we must go back to the men of the Revolution, — to the 
men who made the Fourth of July a day of honor and 
glory. What made Washington a patriot ? He did not* 
spring up at once into the character when his country 
demanded such a one: no, that character had been 
ripening from his boyhood. It showed itself when he cut 
the tree, and scorned to tell a lie; it showed itself a few 
years after, when, in accordance with his mother’s wishes, 
he gave up his commission in the British navy. Think 
you, if he had denied his exploits with his hatchet, he 
would ever have become the u Father of his Country ” ? 
Think you, if, in the too-prevalent spirit of the present 
time, he had felt, or pretended to feel, his mother’s coun¬ 
sels of no value, he would have been fitted to govern 
others when he came to man’s estate ? 

Little as you may feel disposed to believe it, my boys, 
all true patriotism springs from obedience and truth. If 
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you are not obedient now to those whom God has com¬ 
manded you to respect, you will not obey his laws when 
you are men; and if his call comes to you to stand up 
nobly for the right, in face of opposition and in peril of 
your life, you will shrink back in cowardice. 

Good and true men are looking now upon the state of 
our country with deep grief. Shall these things be always 
so ? Shall Freedom cry in vain ? From those now on 
the scene of action there comes no reply: it is left 
for the next generation to answer. 

Boys, will you respond to this call ? Will you come 
nobly forward on the side of right ? Will you refuse now 
to do any thing which you know to be wrong, however 
much you may expose yourself to the ridicule of your 
companions by your refusal ? Will you yield to the wishes 
and commands of those wiser than yourself? The spirit 
of " Young America ” has been a source of much laugh¬ 
ter. To us, it seems to call for serious thought and serious 
endeavor. Let “ Young America ” live with the fear of 
God before its eyes; let it be trained up in the spirit 
of true courage and true humanity. Then iniquity in 
high places will no longer be winked at; then laws will 
be just, and impartially enforced; then shall we fulfil the 
promise of the earlier days of our republic, and be u a 
glory and a praise ” among all the nations of the earth. 

XDITOB. 


A GLIMMERING LIGHT. 

Do you remember what we told you about Japan,—how 
she hates foreigners, and has barred her doors against 
Christianity ? Then we told you about Commodore Perry’s 
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visit, and we bade yon to see bow the gospel would get 
in there: for the gospel must go everywhere; God has 
said so. From what I shall relate, you will see that the 
gospel actually has pressed in and got a little foothold on 
one of the Japanese islands. 

In the spring, a vessel bound from China to London 
was damaged at sea, and put into the Island of Bermuda 
for repairs. As it would take some time to make them, 
one of the passengers, a gentleman, instead of waiting, 
concluded to visit the United States. He landed at New 
York, and introduced himself as Dr. Bettelheim, of the 
Japanese Mission. “ Ah, indeed! ” people said, “ is there 
a mission at Japan ? ” Yes, a little one: the gospel has 
been preached nine years; and a few of the dusky natives 
have thrown away their idols, and become worshippers of 
the true God. This is good news; and who dared to go 
and do it ? 

Dr. Bettelheim, a converted Jew, was sent out from 
London, by some pious officers of the English navy, to 
establish a mission to the Jews in China. On his arrival 
at Hong Kong, the providence of God directed him to 
the Loo Choo Islands, which you will find, by the map, are 
on the eastern coast of Asia. These were supposed to 
have been Chinese; but they are dependencies of Japan. 
He arrived there in an English brig, May 1, 1846. The 
natives tried to hinder his landing: they threw some of his 
goods into the water, and behaved in a very threatening 
and angry manner. But the missionary family would not 
turn back; and they were not frightened, for they trusted 
in God to take care of them. 

Their firmness and kindness seemed to make the natives 
believe they were superior beings; for when the vessel 
left, and they were alone in the midst of a great heathen 
people, they could have been easily killed: but they were 
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not killed, though they suffered a great deal of ill treat¬ 
ment. The government built eight huts round their hat, 
and put five spies in each hut, so that they were sur¬ 
rounded by forty spies; and, when they went into the 
streets, the women and children fled before them as if they 
were wild beasts. From the spies, the missionary learned 
the language of the country; they little knowing all the 
while how he was getting words from them to preach down 
their idols with, and to preach a Saviour from heaven. 

The hearts of this pious family were very much drawn 
out towards the little children of the country: they longed 
to take them by the hand, and lead them to Jesus, just as 
pious parents in Christian lands do. “ And how can we 
make them lay aside their fears, come to us, and love us?” 
they said; for I told you the children ran away and hid 
themselves when the good doctor and his wife and little 
girl walked down the streets. At last they hit upon a 
plan; and a very good one it proved. The doctor built a 
brick oven, — there were no such ovens in Loo Choo, — 
and his wife baked nice sweet cakes; and she used to fill 
a large bright chintz bag full of cakes, and go and toss 
them on the ground for the children to pick up. The 
cakes tasted very good; and I suppose the little Japanese 
began very naturally to think this did not look much like 
wishing to harm them. The doctor says he dates the 
success of his mission from the first kiss, which he re¬ 
ceived from a little child; and that was not until five years 
after he had been there. Let people who are disposed to 
complain, because they do not immediately see the fruit of 
their labors, learn from this a beautiful lesson of patient 
continuance in well-doing. 

Dr. Bettelheim, by great perseverance and diligent 
study, has mastered the Loo Choo and Japanese lan¬ 
guages, made a grammar and dictionary, and translated 
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Genesis, the four Gospels, and the book of Acts, into 
them both. Thus has this solitary mission family for nine 
years been shut up in a distant island, almost unknown to 
the great Christian world, steadily and prayerfully at work 
making instruments for converting a nation. The Loo 
Chooans have no intercourse with other nations; and they 
were once four years without hearing from England. The 
gospel is in the native tongue: it only needs wings to fly 
all over Japan, and light in every grove. They will try to 
kill it; but it has a heavenly life, which cannot be killed. 
The printing-house furnishes wings; and we hope, before 
long, the gospel in Japanese will be printed. And this is 
one object which Dr. Bettelheim had in leaving Napa, 
where his station is, and going to England, or, as it turned 
out, coming to this country; for he supposes all-Christiana 
are equally interested in this great and good work. 

The doctor numbers but few conyerts in Loo Choo, and 
one of these has already died a martyr’s death: but the 
good seed is planted; the Saviour of sinners has been 
preached; a little band of praying disciples are there; and 
the Lord Jesus himself is there, for he has promised to be 
with his disciples; and so the blessed light of Christianity 
has begun faintly to glimmer on the dark borders of Japan. 
Let us watch its kindling rays. — Child's Paper, h. c. k. 


PICTURES FROM LIFE. 

It is Sunday — cold, snowy, and blustering. Let us peep 
into that darkened room. It looks attractive, with its bright- 
green walls, carpet, and curtains. A pretty baby-houie 
occupies one corner, filled with all necessary housekeeping 
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articles. There is the music-room, containing a tiny piano, 
with noiseless keys; there the parlor, dining-room, and 
chambers; the kitchen, tob, with tiny range, sink, closets, 
and roller of spotless white, and black Dinah presiding in 
conscious dignity. 

In another corner of the chamber stands a neat little 
bedstead, with white coverings. On the walls hang two 
bright pictures of children gathering fruit and flowers; and 
beneath one of them is an image of Samuel, with folded 
hands, in the attitude of prayer. In one window hangs a 
cage of canary-birds; but their song is hushed now, for 
a handkerchief is thrown over the cage. See ! the bed is 
occupied. A little child of four years old lies there: 
flushed cheeks, and dark eyes of lustrous brilliancy, reveal 
full plainly the raging fever which is wasting her little 
frame. Her mother sits by her side, clamping one lit¬ 
tle hand: her face is sad, and deeply anxious. The doctor 
comes: he watches and examines the child with deep 
concern, — orders prompt and powerful remedies. She is 
very ill; human aid can avail little. She is in God’s 
hands: let us trust and wait 

A week passes. This sabbath is bright and beautiful. 
The pretty green Toom is less shaded to-day. Fresh 
flowers are scattered on the pillow, and a few choice toys 
from the child’s “ treasury ” are on her couch. Look I she 
even takes them in her tiny hand, and shows them to the 
doctor for his approval. The kind doctor smiles : by 
God’s blessing, his skill has triumphed; the fever has gone, 
and he pronounces his little patient convalescent 

A week lpter. The little girl is listening to her mother’s 
usual Sunday teachings. u Two weeks ago, darling, you 
were very, very ill: mamma even feared you might 
die.” — “ Why, I did not know I was so sick, mamma; 
but, if I had died, I should have gone right to my heavenly 
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Father, you know. I should have been very happy.” — 
u Yes, darling, and have waited for mamma and papa and 
brothers,” answered her mother, with a swelling, grateful 
heart, — grateful that the precious one was restored to 
her; and grateful, too, for her trusting faith. a. k. 


WILD FLOWERS. 

“ Bora to blush unseen.” 

There are flowers that grow in the untrodden glade, 

’ Neath the long-tangled grass or the vine-woven shade, 
Whose smiles to man's vision are never unveiled, 

Whose fragrance no mortal has ever inhaled: 

Not created for nought is their beautiful bloom, 

Nor lavished in vain their delicious perfume. 

For the messenger spirits from regions of light, 

As earthward they speed on their love-guided flight, 
Pause on their swift pinions to gaze on the flowers, 

That blush all “ unseen ” in the wilderness bowers: 
Delighted they bend o’er the blossoms so fair; 

For the finger of Him whom they worship is there. 

Then happy the flowers of the unexplored wood, 
Undreamed of, unsought, in their wild solitude: 

Too pure for humanity’s eye to behold, 

’Neath the bright glance of angels their petals unfold. 

Oh! blest is the boon to Humility given ; 

The unnoticed of earth are the fuvored of Heaven. 

Selected. 
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“How do you like the new scholar, Janet?” asked one 
little girl of another on their way from school. 

u I don’t know: I did not speak to her; did you ? ” * 

“ Yes. Emeline Day says the family moved into the 
house next to hers about a week ago; and Emeline knows 
her a little. She says she is very full of fun; and she 
must be a good scholar, for she is younger than any girl 
in the class where Miss Wilson has placed her.’ r 

“ I hope I shall like her as well as Maria Erving. I 
was so sorry when she went away ! I think she was the 
best girl I ever knew.” 

* Always excepting me, Janet.” 

Janet laughed. u I shall not even except you, Elsie, 
though I do love you so dearly.” 

“ It is almost as much of a compliment not to be ex¬ 
cepted ; no, it is a greater one. You loved Maria without 
her faults, and you love me in spite of mine. Aha, 
Janet! ” 

“ As you like, Elsie; but be cautious in forming an in¬ 
timacy with the new scholar. Remember Harriet Dyer.” 

u Yes, yes, I shall remember: but you know Miss Wil¬ 
son likes to have us try to make new scholars feel at home; 
so I shall just play a little with her.” 

“ Did not Miss Wilson call her Delia ? ” 

“ Yes: her name is Cordelia Yan Ness. Emeline Day 
says she has just come from New York. Perhaps that is 
the reason why she has such a funny name. Dutch, isn’t 
it?” 

M I suppose so. And now good-by. Remember my 
advice.” 
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Janet entered her own house; while Elsie Fisher, whirl¬ 
ing her satchel in the air, danced down the pretty Tillage 
street. 

Cordelia Van Ness gained rapidly the affections of her 
schoolmates and those of her teacher. She was diligent, 
obliging, and lively; and even Janet Temple forgot her 
caution to Elsie, and was soon on terms of intimacy with 
her. 

“ Come and play with me this afternoon, Janet,” said 
Cordelia to her one morning, when school was over. 
“ You can learn your lesson for to-morrow before dinner, 
and then we shall have a nice time to play. Do say 
yes! ” 

“ I should like to come, but it must be as my mother 
says. Perhaps she may want me at home, or may have 
an errand for me to do. You need not expect me if I do 
not come before half-past three.” 

The afternoon came, and Janet went to her friend’s 
house. Mrs. Van Ness was very much pleased with 
Janet’s quiet, gentle manners, and spoke kindly and plea¬ 
santly to her. What a nice time they had in the bam! 
Janet’s father had no barn; and she enjoyed all the more a 
romp upon the fresh sweet hay, and swinging adventu¬ 
rously on the beams. 

“ I wish Elsie Fisher were here,” she said, at length; 
u she enjoys a gaipe on the hay so much.” 

“She is a wild little thing; don’t you think so, Janet?” 

“Yes — no — I don’t know. I suppose she is a little 
bit' of a romp; but, then, she is so generous and truthful 
that she is a great favorite. Poor Miss Wilson! she 
wants to laugh at Elsie so much sometimes! I can see 
the corners of her mouth twitch ; but she either speaks 
very gravely, or gives Elsie a bad mark. And then Elsie 
cries so.” 

4 * 


Digitized by Google 



48 


THE TALE-BEAKEB. 


44 1 think she is qnite a baby. I should never think of 
crying in school.” 

“ Oh! that is nothing; a great many scholars do it 
I know it troubles Miss Wilson ; and so I try not to cry 
when I feel badly.” 

“ Have you known Elsie long ? ” 

44 Oh, yesl ever since I was a very little girl. We 
used to live side by side.” 

Here Cordelia, who had been rolling on the hay, sud¬ 
denly uttered an exclamation on discovering a nest of 
hen*s eggs carefully hidden in the liay. This put an end 
to all further conversation regarding Elsie ; and very soon 
the little girls went towards the house, carrying the eggs 
very carefully in their aprons. 

Janet Temple was detained at home after the hour of 
commencing school the next morning. After giving her 
excuse for tardiness to the teacher, she went to her seat 
beside Elsie Fisher. Elsie never looked toward her or 
Smiled, but her whole thoughts seemed to be engrossed 
by her examples in arithmetic. Janet*knew that the 
arithmetic lesson was a hard one, and that, owing to her 
tardiness, her time for arithmetic was very short; and she 
was soon as busily at work as her neighbor. She thought 
it rather strange that Elsie never turned toward her; but, 
being of an unsuspicious nature, she studied attentively till 
recess. When the bell rang, she said, u O Elsie! how 
I wish you had been at Cordelia’s yesterday! We had 
such a nice time upon the hay ! ” 

Elsie made no reply, but, taking her luncheon from her 
basket, went to Emeline Day, and began to walk up and 
down the room with her, talking in a low voice. 

' 44 What is the matter with Elsie ? Elsie, why don’t you 
cpeak to me V' cried Janet But Elsie maintained a dig¬ 
nified silence, and answered only by a little consequential 
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toss of the head. Janet sat down in her seat, looking very 
much distressed. 

“I wouldn’t care,” said one and another of her school¬ 
mates. 44 I dare say it is some little foolish thing, which 
will soon pass over.” 

44 But she was never angry with me before,” * replied 
Janet, sadly. 

44 I’m sure I should think it no great loss if she were 
always to be angry, if I were you, Janet. I should not 
wish to be intimate with anybody that talked about me as 
she talks about you.” Cordelia paused, waiting for Janet 
to ask her what Elsie had said. But Janet could scarcely 
believe that Elsie would say any thing against her; and she 
shrunk from hearing it repeated, if it had been so. She 
sat in silence, therefore; but one of the group near the 
desk asked, 44 What did she say, Delia ? ” 

44 Why, she told me this very morning that Janet was 
always meddling with what did not concern her, and giving 
her advice whether it was wanted or not.” 

44 Did she really say that ? ” inquired Janet, her eyes 
filling with tears. 

44 Yes, indeed, she did.” 

44 1 am sure I do not remember meddling,” said poor 
Janet. 44 What can have made her so unjust ? ” And, hiding 
her face beneath the desk, she indulged in a hearty fit 
of crying, uncomforted by the various tempting pieces of 
luncheon, the consolatory expressions, and the kisses, of her 
friends who gathered round her. 

Mrs. Temple was unable to suggest any satisfactory 
cause for Elsie’s behavior when her daughter related the 
story to her. 44 1 would not feel unhappy about it, Janet,” 
she said : 44 it will all come right, 1 am sure. It is a school¬ 
girl’s trial, and you must bear it patiently.” 

Janet had hurried home from school, and Cordelia 
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joined Elsie for their homeward walk. M Janet feels badlj 
enough,” she said. 

“ She ought, I’m sure,” rejoined Elsie. “ It serves her 
right I can tell her I am no more of a romp than her¬ 
self” 

“ Oh ! she has said something worse than that to-day: 
she has said she thought you were unjust.” 

“ Unjust ? What does she mean by that ? I ’ll ask her 
this very afternoon.” 

a No, no! you must not do that. The best way is to be 
very dignified, and say nothing at all to her: that is the 
only way to make touchy people come to their senses.” 

“ Touchy, you may well say 1 I don’t see what has 
come over her.” 

“ She is to blame, and she ought to tell you so.” 

“ Well, I don’t care! I can live without her, I sup¬ 
pose.” And, with an air which was intended to express 
great indifference, but which, in reality, betrayed both 
injured and indignant feeling, Elsie bade her companion 
good-by. 

In this way, or in a worse way, matters went on for a 
week. Each child considered herself the aggrieved per¬ 
son, and each heard repeatedly of unkind things said of 
herself by the other. Emeline Day was involved in the 
matter too. She had taken Elsie’s part, and Janet was 
reported to have said unkind things about her. In fact, 
the affair had begun seriously to affect tlie well-being of 
Miss Wilson’s school. Little notes were privately written, 
and slipped into each other's hands, thus taking up the 
time which should have been devoted to study ; and, when 
the eyes of the pupils were on the books, their thoughts 
were wandering. Miss Wilson had not been unobservant 
of what was passing; but she had resolved to wait till the 
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end of the week, and, on Monday morning, to use her influ¬ 
ence and authority to terminate the difficulty. 

On Friday morning, Cordelia was absent from school, 
and Elsie Fisher said she was sick. On Saturday, she was 
still absent; and Miss Wilson, having occasion to send for 
something needed in school, gave Janet and Emeline leave 
to go for it. Neither child liked to refuse to go with the 
other; so they walked some steps in silence. At last 
Emeline said,— 

“I did not think, Janet, that you would ever say I was 
proud.” 

“ I did not say so, Emeline.” 

“ Did not ? Cordelia Van Ness says you did.” 

“ No, indeed, Emeline. She herself asked me if I did 
not think so; and I told her that a person might think so 
who was not well acquainted with you. Upon my word, 
that is all I said.” 

“ I’m glad to hear it, for I’m sure I want to be good 
friends with you again. Cordelia must have misunder¬ 
stood you ; and I dare say she misunderstood what you 
said about Elsie. Did you tell Delia that you thought 
Elsie was a romp, and afterwards that she was very 
unjust ? ” 

“Oh, what a wicked girl!” cried Janet. “Now I see 
the cause of all this trouble. A week ago, when I spent the 
afternoon with Delia, she asked me if Elsie was not a 
romp; and I answered, that I supposed she was a little bit 
of one, but that she was so generous and so honest that 
we all loved her. And then, when she told me that Elsie 
said I was always meddling, I said, 4 How can she be so 
unjust?’” 

“ Why, she must be a real mischief-maker. Elsie never 
said you were always meddling. When Cordelia told her 
that you thought she was a romp, she replied, ‘Well, I 
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wish she wouldn’t meddle/ just as any of us say if we are 
a little cross. One thing is certain,—I shall be on my 
guard when I am with Miss Cordelia. I do not wish to 
be drawn into any more quarrels.” 

In recess, Emeline immediately began her explanation 
of the quarrel; and, in two minutes, Janet and Elsie were 
sobbing for joy in each other’s arms. Cordelia was sur- 
prised to see them pass her window together, and still 
more surprised on Monday to find herself shunned by all 
her schoolmates, and to hear all conversation stop when 
she drew near. 

Miss Wilson talked to her very kindly after school upon 
the trouble she had already caused, and the unhappiness 
such a fault would occasion to herself and others. Cor¬ 
delia promised to try to reform, and she actually did so; 
although it was a long time before she recovered the con¬ 
fidence of her schoolmates, who, on their part; learned 
that it is not always best to trust to first impressions. 

EDITOB. 


THE GOLDEN EAGLE. 

This is one of the largest and noblest of all those birds 
that have received the name of Eagle. The length of the 
female is three feet and a half: it weighs from sixteen to 
eighteen pounds; but the male seldom weighs above 
twelve pounds. Its bill is three inches long, and of a deep 
blue, and the eye of a very brilliant hazel color. The 
sight and sense of smelling are very acute. The head 
and neck are clothed with narrow, sharp-pointed feathers, 
of a deep-brown color, bordered with tawny ones; but 
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those on the crown of the head, in very old birds, turn 
gmy. 

There are numerous species of eagles, all of which are 
generally found in mountainous and ill-peopled countries, 
and breed among the loftiest cliffs. They choose those 
places most remote from man for their residence, and build 
their nests on the inaccessible cliffs. These are sometimes 
protected by a jutting crag, but are frequently wholly 
exposed to .the winds; for they are flat, though built with 
great labor. It is said that the same nest serves the eagle 
during life; and the pains bestowed in forming it would 
seem to authorize that belief. When a male and female 
have paired, they remain together till death. 

The eagle is at all times a formidable neighbor. He 
carries away hares, lambs, and kids ; often destroys fawns 
and calves, to drink their blood, and carries a part of their 
flesh to his retreat An instance is related in Scotland of 
two children being carried off by eagles: they fortunately 
received no harm by the way, and were restored unhurt 
out of the nests to the affrighted parents. 

&ome time ago, it happened that a peasant resolved to 
rob the nest of an eagle that had built in a small island in 
the beautiful Lake of Killarney. He accordingly stripped, 
and swam in upon the island while the old ones were 
away; an.d, having robbed the nest of its young, he was 
preparing to swim back with the eaglets tied in a string. 
While he was yet up to his chin in the water, the old eagles 
returned, and, missing their young, quickly fell upon the 
plunderer, and, in spite of all his resistance, despatched 
him with their beaks and talons. 

Of all animals, the eagle flies highest; and, on this 
account, he was called by the ancients the bird of Jove. 
Of all birds, too, he has the quickest eye; but his sense of 
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smelling is far inferior to that of the vulture. His princi¬ 
pal aliment is raw flesh. 

The plumage of the eaglets is not so strongly marked 
as it is when they come to be adult. They are at first 
white, then inclined to yellow, and at last light brown. 
Age, hunger, long captivity, and diseases make them 
whiter. It is said that they live above an hundred years, 
and that they at last die, not of old age, but from the beak 
turning inwards upon the under mandible, and thus pre¬ 
venting their taking any food. They are indeed equally 
remarkable for their longevity, and for their power of 
sustaining a long abstinence from food. 

The descriptions of the golden eagle given by sys¬ 
tematic authors correspond but little with the name. Wil¬ 
loughby says that “ the small feathers of the whole body 
are a dark ferruginous or chestnut; ” Linnaeus, that “ the 
body is variegated with brown, and rusty; ” Latham, that 
the “ head and neck are deep brown, the feathers bordered 
with tawny, hind-head bright rust color, body dark brown; ” 
Bewick, that “ the general color is deep brown, mixed with 
tawny on the head and neck; ” Fleming, that “ the acuihi- 
nated feathers on the head and neck are bright rust color, 
the rest of the plumage dusky brown;” Baron Cuvier, 
that it is “ more or less brown; ” Temminck, that " the 
young, at the age of one or two years, have all the plumage 
of a ferruginous or reddish-brown, clear and uniform on 
all parts of the body; ” and, in proportion as they advance 
in age, the color of the plumage “ at first is white, then 
faint yellow, and afterwards it becomes a bright copper 
color.” — Merry*8 Museum . 
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WATER-LILIES. 

SBE ENGRAVING. 

Water-Lilies ! The very thought of them is cool and 
refreshing during the days of this sultry, summer month; 
and therefore we have chosen a picture of them for our 
August number, and hope you will like it as much as .we 
do. But water-lilies are often very difficult to be gathered; 
and, in general, there is no friendly plank, like that upon 
which the little girl in the engraving is seated; so that little 
girls out of pictures are forced to call upon some brother 
ox cousin, who can go boldly wading into the pond or the 
brook to take them from their fresh cool home. 

How white those inner leaves are, and what a delicious 
fragrance they exhale! This dower always reminds us of 
the young spirit just as it comes from God’s hand, and 
before any sin has stained its spotless purity; and its fra¬ 
grance is like the love which a pure spirit feels towards 
its Father in heaven. 

Suppose your souls were intrusted to your care, not, as 
now, enclosed within, and shining forth from the casket 
of the body, but in some white and beautiful fbrm, like 
the lily. Every act of sin would spot and stain the white 
leaves. Sometimes a leaf would grow entirely brown 
and withered. It would be no longer beautiful, but a 
scentless, dying, unpleasant thing, and you would wish to 
thij/w it away. Just So ugly, just so sad and fading, looks 
the sinful soul to that Holy One who is of “ purer eyes 
than to behold iniquity.” 

1 have seen children try to restore faded flowers; placing 
them in the sun or in the shade, and watering them. And 
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when the human soul is dying; when its white leaves are 
no longer white; when it droops and fades,— God has 
provided a way to bring it to a new and better life. In 
his own good time, he makes that soul feel its own sin¬ 
fulness, and see how ugly and how deforming sin is; and, 
when it begins to weep over its own departure from God’s 
law, then every tear of true repentance, every tear that is 
accompanied by a fresh struggle against temptation, helps 
to take away the stain from the leaves of the spirit 
Perhaps you will say that this is a very sober way to 
speak of the lilies, and that they do not suggest to you 
such thoughts. It is not often natural to children, per¬ 
haps, to let the things of nature suggest to them the things 
of the spirit; but it would be well if all children would 
learn to see in all things types of spiritual life, and to 
listen to the M living preachers ” that spring up by the 
brook and by the wayside. 

And now you shall have a verse from a fairy-song of 
the water-lilies, which well suits their graceful forms and 
their snowy whiteness: — 

« Come away, elves ! while the dew fa sweet; 

Gome to the dingles where fairies meet: 

Enow that the lilies have spread their bells 
O'er all the pools in our forest dells. 

Stilly and lightly their vases rest 

On the qnivering sleep of the water's breast. 

Catching the sunshine through leaves that throw 
To their soented bosoms an emerald glow; 

And a star from the depth of each pearly oup, 

A golden star, unto heaven looks up. 

As if seeking its kindred where bright they lie. 

Set in the blue of the summer sky. 


Gome away 1 for the midsummer sun grows strong; 

And the life of the lily may not be long.” 

EDITOR. 
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EXTRACT FROM AN ACCOUNT OF “THE LAST 
VOYAGE OF THE «RESOLUTE/ M 

Here we must stop a moment to tell what one of these 
sledge-parties is, by whose efforts so much has been added 
to our knowledge of Arctic geography, in journeys which 
could never have been achieved in ships or boats. ' In the 
work of the “ Resolute’s ” parties, in the spring of 1853, 
‘Commander McClintock travelled one thousand three 
hundred .and twenty-five miles with his sledge, and Lieut 
Mecham one thousand one hundred and sixty-three miles 
with his, through regions before wholly unexplored. The 
sledge, as we have said, is in general contour, not unlike a , 
Yankee wood-sled, about eleven feet long. The runners 
are curved at each end. The sled is fitted with a light 
canvas trough, so adjusted, that, in case of necessity, all the 
stores, &c., can be ferried over any narrow lane of water 
in the ice. There are packed on this sled a tent for eight 
or ten men; five or six pikes (one or more of which is fitted 
as an ice-chisel); two large buffalo-skins, a water-tight 
floor-cloth, which contrives — 

“ A double debt to pay, — 

A floor by night, the sledge’s sail by day.” 

And it must be remembered that “ day ” and “ night,” in 
those regions, are very equivocal terms. There are, be¬ 
sides, a cooking apparatus, of which the fire is made in 
spirit or tallow lamps; one or two guns, a pick and shovel, 
instruments for observation, pannikins, spoons, and a little 
epitome of such necessaries, with the extra clothing of 
the party. Then the provision, the supply of which 
measures the length of the expedition, consists of about a 
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pound of bread and a pound of pemmican per man per 
day; six ounces of pork, and a little preserved potato; 
rum, lime-juice, tea, chocolate, sugar, tobacco, or other 
such creature comforts. The sled is fitted with two drag- 
ropes, at which the men haul. The officer goes ahead to 
find the best way among hummocks of ice or masses of 
snow. Sometimes in a smooth floe, before the wind, the 
floor-cloth is set for a sail, and she runs off merrily, per¬ 
haps with several of the crew on board, and the rest run¬ 
ning to keep up. But sometimes, over broken ice, it is a 
constant task to get her on at all. You hear, “ One, two, 
three, haul/* 9 all day long, as she is worked out of one ice 
“cradle-hole” over a hummock into another. Different 
parties select different hours for travelling. Capt. Kellett 
finally considered that the best division of time, when, as 
usual, they had constant dhylight, was to start at four in 
the afternoon; travel till ten, p.m. ; breakfast then, tent and 
rest four hours; travel four more; tent, dine, and sleep 
nine hours. This secured sleep when the sun was the 
highest and most trying to the eyes. The distances accom¬ 
plished with this equipment are truly surprising. 

Each man, of course, is dressed as warmly as flannel, 
woollen cloth, leather, and seal-skin will dress him. For 
such long journeying, the study of boots becomes a science; 
and our authorities are full of discussions as to canvas or 
woollen, or carpet or leather boots, of strings and of 
buckles. When the time to “tent” comes, the pikes are 
fitted for tent-poles, and the tent set up, its door to leeward 
on the ice or snow. The floor-cloth is laid for the carpet 
At an hour fixed, all talking must stop. There is just 
room enough for the party to lie side by side on the floor¬ 
cloth. Each man gets into a long felt bag, made of heavy 
felting literally nearly half an inch thick. He brings this 
up wholly over his head, and buttons himself in. He has a 
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little hole in it to breathe through. Over the felt is some¬ 
times a brown "holland bag, meant to keep out moisture a 
The officer lies farthest in the tent, as being next the wind, 
the point of hardship, and so of honor. The cook for the 
day lies next the doorway, as being first to be called. 
Side by side, the others lie between. Over them all, 
Mackintosh blankets with the buffalo-robes are drawn, 
— by what power this deponent sayeth not, not know¬ 
ing. No watch is kept, for there is little danger of 
intrusion. Once a whole party was startled by a white 
bear smelling at them, who waked one of their dogs; and 
a droll time they had of it, springing to their arms while 
enveloped in their sacks. But we remember no other 
instance where a sentinel was needed. And occasionally, 
in the journals, the officer notes that he overslept in the 
morning, and did not “call the cook” early enough. What 
a passion is sleep, to be sure, that one should oversleep 
with such comforts round him ! 

Some thirty or forty parties, thus equipped, set out 
from the “ Resolute,” while she was under Capt. Kellett’s 
charge, on various expeditions. — Boston Daily Advertiser . 


HENRIETTA. 

A few years ago, my husband and I found it advisable to 
live on an island near the mouth of a beautiful New- 
England river, in a fine old farm-house built by his father. 
We had no children, but are both fond of young people; 
so I was quite pleased with the contents of a letter I re¬ 
ceived in the spring from an old friend and schoolmate of 
mine, living in the city of New York. She had heard 
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of oar plan; and, being just about to sail for Europe with 
her husband and an invalid son, she wished to leave her 
only daughter under my care for the summer,—a school¬ 
girl of thirteen. The young lady was to visit some other 
friends first, and come to us about the end of June. 

In the innocence of my heart, I rejoiced greatly for 
Miss Henrietta, blessed with the opportunity of escape 
from the crowded, noisy, dirty city, to the quiet and beau¬ 
tiful retreat, which, to my partial eyes, seemed a perfect 
paradise. If I had not been very busy throughout May, 
I should have been really impatient for her arrival. I 
had been attached to her mother when we occupied the 
same double desk at school, from the ages of ten to four¬ 
teen ; and she was then a gay, affectionate creature, not 
very fond of reading or thinking; in fact, somewhat lazy 
and volatile. But, somehow, your more sedate schoolgirls 
often conceive a strong affection for such lively compa¬ 
nions; and I did for her. We scarcely ever had a “ miff* 
or a “ spat,” to use the elegant phraseology of our circle. 
By the way, I heard lately of an excellent practice in a 
private school, which I wish were universal. If any of 
the little maidens utters an ungrammatical, inelegant, or 
improper expression of any kind, even in the recess hours, 
it is immediately corrected by her companions and tran¬ 
scribed upon a slate, with her name opposite. The quan¬ 
tity of unmeaning, ungrammatical, vulgar, and even slang 
phrases, poured forth by the whole race of American 
schoolgirls, is astounding. I have known some who grazed 
on the edge of swearing a dozen times a day. 

If we had no miffs, we also had no sentimentality 
between us; but there was a wholesome touch of romance 
in the constancy with which, in spite of a separation 
wider than that of mere miles, we retained our mutual 
interest. She married a wealthy New-Yorker when 
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scarcely eighteen. Her position in life was quite unlike 
mine; but we wrote to each other twice a year without 
fail, and talked of visiting one another. But she went 
twice to Europe, and three times to Niagara, without 
being able to find time for a trip to Maine ; and, as for me, 
I think New York seemed as much out of my way as 
Paris. 

So we never met; and I remembered her pretty face 
with the bloom of fourteen upon it, and her frolicsome 
ways, and never could make her any older in my imagi¬ 
nation. Just such a girl I expected to see in her daughter 
Henrietta. 

There was a little romance, too, in the way I thought 
of my friend’s child while fitting up the good old farm¬ 
house. My husband had built out an additional room for 
a bookroom, and over it a snug bedroom looking to the 
east; and Henrietta Carlisle was in my mind while I was 
putting up the snow-white curtains and arranging the neat 
painted furniture. I rejoiced that she would have such a 
fine view of the river’s mouth, opening broad into the 
ocean like a bay, and that she would see such a sky at sun¬ 
rise ; while directly under her lay the garden, more care¬ 
fully and ornamentally laid out than farmers’ gardens 
usually are. There was only a small matted entry 
between her room and mihe; and I fancied that when she 
brought her work or lessons into my chamber, or when 
we walked along the shore or in the woods, I strolling 
sedately, and she scampering about in the exuberance of 
youthful spirits, the days of my youth would return. To 
put the finishing touch to the bedroom, already dear to 
me because appropriated to her, I hung up two good 
engravings opposite her bed, — the young Raphael, and 
the Madonna della Seggiola; while on an hour-glass table 
of home manufacture, in the corner, I placed a plaster 
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cast of Thorwaldsen’s Guardian Angel, brought from the 
distant city with great pains. I had a vague idea that 
these things were rather common, but I thought they 
could not be too common. When all was ready, I took my 
husband up to see Henrietta’s room, and wished I were a 
young lady coming there to pass the summer on a visit. 
He did not seem to believe that I really wished so! The 
pleasure of such preparations with one’s own hands is 
greater than any can conceive without experience: there 
is a satisfactory mingling of the actual with the imagi¬ 
native. 

“At last the 18th of June came ; and my husband went to 
meet the visitor at a town on the mainland, about five 
miles from the shore. A friend of her father’s was to 
bring her so far by railroad, and then pursue his journey 
northward. Our horse and chaise went over in the ferry¬ 
boat ; for it was only by a ferry, crossed once a day, that 
we had any intercourse with the mainland. We could 
see the whole coa^t opposite from our west chamber-win¬ 
dows, as well as the little pier near our own fields where 
the boat landed her passengers. A few houses were near 
it; but the whole island did not contain twenty families. 

Up at the highest western window was I stationed, as 
the clock struck eleven on a beautiful June day. I 
thought that sky, land, and water never looked more 
lovely. A few white, floating clouds glided slowly over¬ 
head ; our orchard was as green as recent rains could make 
it, and as if it had no knowledge of drought or canker- 
worm or caterpillar, — which was true enough; and the 
water was smooth as if the sunshine had polished it into 
a mirror. I had my husband’s spy-glass. I watched and 
watched: foolish woman! half an hour too soon did I 
begin my watching, so impatient was I to see the young 
creature who was coming to supply the only thing want- 
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ing in our home, and whom I hoped to make so happy. 
At last the well-known chaise-top appeared waggling 
along over the hill-top on the opposite shore: it came 
down the yellow road to the landing. Then there was a 
very long delay. I saw something that looked like a large 
bouquet taken out of the chaise; but it walked about a 
little. A few stragglers from the village gathered round 
as usual, and one or two people got into the boat. But I 
could distinguish my husband’s light coat and white Kos¬ 
suth, apparently in earnest conference with the big bouquet; 
and by and by, to my great surprise, I perceived him 
leading our peaceable old Gray with the chaise, not into 
the ferry-boat, as usual, but into a neighboring shed. 
Still there was another long delay, and then some articles 
were put on board; and at last, with many pauses, my hus¬ 
band and his companion got in, apparently just as the im¬ 
patient ferryman, wielding his long sweeps, was about to 
push off. 

I hastened down to the piazza, and, with some strange 
misgiving, roused our great dog Hero from his nap on the 
door-mat, and sent him off to the barn ; then I took a 
look into the parlor again, untied and tied up the climbing 
rosebush by the steps, and fidgeted about in a style to 
which I was little accustomed, until the sound of my hus¬ 
band’s voice behind the shrubbery gladdened my ears. 
He appeared at the gate, leading a young girl so com¬ 
pletely over-dressed, that I could hardly look at her for 
her clothes. 

A French hat, trimmed with costly flowers, lay on the 
back of her head: her dress, of some delicate material, 
flowered all over, had three flounces, and was torn by the 
sweetbrier as she came in; for she was petticoated to a 
circumference perfectly hideous to my unsophisticated eye. 
Her face had a slight resemblance in the features to her 
mother’s; but she was very sallow, and the expression 
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was so different! She had a look of utter discontent, 
which seemed habitual, though I tried to account for it by 
heat and fatigue. I gave her a warm reception, which 
was coldly received, and then scolded Mr. Temple for 
letting her walk up from the water. 

“ Why, my dear,” said he, with a look of some amuse¬ 
ment and some annoyance, “I could not persuade your 
friend that it was at all safe to let old Gray come into the 
same boat with us.” 

I could hardly help laughing; for our sedate steed was 
not one whose nerves could be excited even by the ap¬ 
proach of a locomotive; and he was almost as much at 
home in the ferry-boat as in his stall. I looked again at 
the childish figure and old face beside me with no small 
pity, and took my long-desired niece to the room so care¬ 
fully adorned for her. She glanced her eye about with 
the same dissatisfied expression; sat down by the window ; 
and, while I was pointing out the various beautiful points 
in the prospect, — a headland here, a sweep of white curv¬ 
ing beach yonder, woods coming down to the water’s edge 
near us, and half a dozen white sails specking the blue 
surface of the water, — suddenly my guest laid her head 
down, and began to cry outright. 

Now, with all my natural love of children and young 
people, I wanted experience; so, having an unaccountable 
sympathy for that dreadful malady called home-sickness, 
I was moved to utter all the consolations I could think of. 
But I might have spared my breath. Not a word of reply 
could I obtain, or even a look. The weeping mounted 
into sobbing, and then sunk into a sullen weeping again, 
till a wiser instinct told me I had better leave this un¬ 
checked and uncourteous sorrow to itself. Something 
whispered me that it was not wholly grief at parting with 
the parents and sick brother. l. j. h. 

(To be oonolnded.) 
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VIENNA. 

Vienna is a large and fine city; but the streets are mostly 
narrow. Its Cathedral (Si. Stephen’s) k a grand build¬ 
ing, in its exterior; dark and solemn inside. Its high 
pillars dark with age, Gothic vaultings, and fine painted 
windows, give it an imposing aspect. There is a deal of 
good carving in wood in the choir; and the pulpit is all 
of stone, very elaborately carved. It is three hundred and 
forty-five feet long, and two hundred and thirty wide in 
the widest part. It was begun in 1359. The roof is very 
pointed, and covered on the outside with tiles of different 
colors, forming a colossal Austrian eagle. We were in 
Vienna on a Sunday. I went into the cathedral at seven 
o’clock in the morning, and found Mass going on at four 
different altars; and again at ten, when I went, the High 
Mass was being celebrated. Here, as at several other 
churches we visited, there was good singing, and all were 
filled with apparently devout worshippers.- In the after¬ 
noon, the gardens in the vicinity were filled with men, 
women, and children. The garden of the emperor’s palace, 
at Shonbrunn, is always open to the public; and this was 
one that was thronged with happy families enjoying its 
pleasant walks; the same people who in the forenoon filled 
the churches. There is a very handsome fountain in these 
gardens; but, like all the fountains in the city, it lacks 
one important thing, — water! Here at Vienna, as in 
all Catholic cities, Sunday is fete day. In the morn¬ 
ing, all is quiet, and everybody goes to Mass; in the 
afternoon, ice-cream saloons, cafes, <fcc., are all open; 
the streets and gardens are thronged with people. 
Boys were flying kites, and the air was full of them. 
Almost every city h&s a fine drive. Paris has its Bois de 
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Boulougne; Florence, its Cascine. Vienna has its Prater, 
— a fine drive, four miles long, through alleys planted with 
trees. In the season, it is said to rival Hyde Park in the 
splendor of its turn-outs; for in Vienna are congregated 
not only the Austrian, but the wealthiest of the Hunga¬ 
rian and Bohemian, nobility. But now is not the season: 
everybody was out of town, and the court was at IschyL 
A few steps one side from the Aristocratic Prater is the 
Wurstl Prater. Here I got out and walked through; for 
the crowd was so dense, no carriage could get through. 
Here are the common people; and here all sorts of amuse¬ 
ments were going on, — swings, fandangoes, and those cir¬ 
cles where horses go round, and boys get on and ride. Here 
were not only horses, but wagons, and the whole circle was 
filled. Not only children, but men, women, great burly 
soldiers, were there, and went round as grave as could be; 
while a band of music enlivened the place; for nothing 
can be done without music in Germany. In another di¬ 
rection was a cafe of the better sort, surrounded with 
hundreds of little tables, at which were seated coteries of 
men, women, and children, sipping tea and eating cake; 
while a fine military band discoursed excellent music. 
Eating and drinking were going on, in fact, all over the 
place; but I saw no signs of any intoxication. And all 
this was of a sabbath afternoon. 

I shall not bore you with any description of the paint¬ 
ings in the Vienna galleries, simply because there were 
but very few good ones. 

We went through the imperial stables, where are five 
hundred horses, all groomed in the best manner, and the 
place kept perfectly neat and dean. Above is the room 
where the carriages are kept, of which there were any 
quantity and all kinds, from the tom-fool things called 
state carriages, to the comfortable chariot and buggy. 
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Then we went to the harness-rooms, where we saw the 
saddle-cloths used at coronations, very rich and costly, 
with gold embroidery, &c.: each new emperor has one. 
The harnesses too: we saw one set for six horses, that cost 
twenty-four thousand dollars! The exterior of this whole 
establishment had every appearance of an extensive 
palace. Then there is the imperial riding-school, a very 
fine affair, with a roof which is considered a masterpiece 
of carpentry. Court fetes on a grand scale are given 
here; and concerts, composed of eight or nine hundred 
musicians, have been given in it. 

There is a fine collection of ancient armor, founded in 
1560 by the Archduke Ferdinand. They are the bond 
fide armors and arms borne by distinguished captains and 
others, and form one of the most interesting historical 
collections in Europe. 

In the court-yard of the arsenal is festooned all round 
the great chain of eight thousand links which the Turks 
threw across the Danube near Buda, in 1520, to inter¬ 
rupt the navigation of the river. In the building we saw 
a vast amount of old arms, and new ones too. There are 
also relics and memorials of distinguished individuals, 
among them the hat and sword of the notorious butcher 
Haynau, — very appropriate, and characteristic of the 
government. 

In the vault of the Capuchin church are the sarcophagi 
of the imperial family: some of them are veiy splendid, 
such as those of Maria Theresa and her husband, which 
are of bronze painted, but with most elaborate ornaments. 
That of Joseph L is of silver. Latterly, however, they 
are only simple bronze coffins; Joseph II. having had the 
good sense to abolish the custom of so much useless ex¬ 
pense. The Duke of Reichstadt lies here in a plain coffin. 
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Not far from him is that of the Emperor Francis. They 
say the young Napoleon was his favorite grandson. 

There is an enormous establishment, nearly finished, 
called the New Arsenal. It forms a hollow square. Within 
this square are numerous other large buildings for work¬ 
shops, manufactories of arms, depot of military stores, &c. 
There will be barracks for ten thousand men, a park of 
artillery, &c. 

I have said that the streets are narrow: but this applies 
to the old city only; and this is a small part Extending 
entirely around this is the Glacis, a broad and open space, 
with trees. Formerly it was a part of the ramparts; now 
it is turned into gardens, walks, and drives, forming the 
lungs of the city, as well as adding immensely to its beauty. 
Beyond this is the new city; and here the streets are wide. 
Some of the finest buildings and palaces face the Glads. 
The shops are handsome; but Paris fashions prevail. 
There are many handsome fountains. The cafes and 
restaurants are numerous and extensive: half the people 
seem to take their meals there. Every evening, there is 
a concert in some of them. We went to one establish¬ 
ment, where Strauss’s band were playing for the evening. 
It was a very large hall, filled with small tables, around 
which were ladies and gentlemen, sipping their beer or 
coffee, or taking supper, and listening to the musio. As a 
matter of oourse, the gentlemen were smoking: the only 
place where they do not smoke is the church; and I won¬ 
der they do not smoke there. The hostler smokes as he 
curries down the horses; the drivers smoke; the black¬ 
smith smokes as he shoes them; the wood-sawyer smokes 
as he saws wood; and it’s nothing but smoke everywhere. 
We liked the music; but the smoke soon drove us away 
from that concert. An admission fee of about ten cents is 
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charged, which is the pay the musicians get. The proprie¬ 
tor finds his advantage in the refreshments he sells. 

I was surprised to learn that a system of national edu¬ 
cation exists second only to that of Prussia; and the 
number of people who cannot read and write is far less 
than in Great Britain. — Ladies' Repository . 


THE SUMMER WOODS. 

We hope, children, that you all enjoy rambles in the 
woods, and that you use your eyes in these rambles, and 
see all the wonderful and beautiful things which the woods 
contain. We shall invite you to take a walk with us to¬ 
day, and show you some of the beautiful things that we 
meet with in the woods where we often go. 

In the first place, do you see that neat two-story house, 
with its great barn and long wood-shed ? It is not far 
from the oce^tn; and we have spent many happy days 
there. We will leave that behind us, and, crossing the road, 
push open a gate, which leads us into an open pasture, 
across which is a cart-path, leading to a pair of bars. We 
prefer climbing the wall in a gap close to the bars. You 
can climb over the bars, or crawl under them, or we can 
take them down for you. Now, do you see that angle of 
the stone-wall, nearly opposite? We must direct our 
course for that; and then, turning the corner, we find our¬ 
selves near three tall and beautiful walnut-trees, that stand 
like sentinels to our wood. 

Another set of bars. We must take these down, as 
they are too high to climb. This is only the outskirts of 
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the wood; and yet we can observe something here, if we 
listen. Do you hear that bird-note on your left ? Hark! 
there comes the answer to it, from the trees on the right. 
How that sharp, clear, exquisite note rings through the 
stillness of the place! That must be the call and reply of 
the bird and its mate. What a pity that we are too igno¬ 
rant to give you any information respecting these inhabi¬ 
tants of the “ dark, green woods,” or even to tell you their 
names! 

More bars now; and then we walk up this pretty lane, 
with the dark pine-trees on one side, and a corn-field, with 
its waving tassels, — a corn-field on the veiy edge of the 
woods, — on the other side. And now we are fairly in 
the woods. Look down into that little glade, and see how 
beautifully the sunlight dances on the ground, and how the 
shifting leaves show of all the shades and varieties of green! 
Here is a bright scarlet mushroom; and there, farther on, 
is a yellow one. Do not be in too much haste, or you will 
fall; for these pine droppings, as they are called, — these 
dead pine needles, — make the path veiy slippeiy. Look 
at that pine-tree on the other side! See how the moss 
hangs from it! We always repeat Longfellow^ lines 
here: — 


41 The murmuring pines and the hemlocks, 

Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twi¬ 
light. 

Stand, like Druids of eld, with voices sad and prophetic, — 

Stand, like harpers hoar, with beards that rest on their bosoms." 

And, as the wind sweeps through the boughs, you may 
hear the “ voices sad and prophetic,” so like the roar of 
the neighboring ocean as scarcely to be distinguished 
from it 

Look at that beautifully green soft moss on which you 
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are treading! Each piece is like a little star. How 
exquisite is its formation, when you examine it! and, when 
you place your foot on it, it is softer than the most luxu¬ 
riant carpet. Now we leave this cart-path, which we have 
followed until now, and strike into the thick woods. But^ 
just in the centre of the open space into which we turn, 
observe that old tree-trunk! How overgrown it is with 
moss! Thus Nature converts the most unsightly objects 
into beauties. See that fine red moss! That is the coral 
moss; and it will keep its color for a long time. On this 
account, it is very pretty to put into those little baskets 
which are put on card-board and filled with moss. 

Now for a scramble beneath these low boughs. It is 
but a step or two, however ; and here we are, at the base 
of a huge rock three 'or four feet in height Just at the 
foot of this rock, we once partook of a picnic entertain¬ 
ment A few steps farther onward, and the place looks 
as if the children of some brother of the Dorchester giant 
had been flinging, not only rocks about, but trees. See 
that immense root which is upturned! That must have 
been done long ago, and its bark stripped off by the light¬ 
ning. Here are innumerable little pine-trees springing 
up, wherever, in this rocky soil, their little roots can find a 
place. Try to pull up that little one, which seems no 
larger than a peach, and you will find, that, even in its 
infancy, it is firmly planted in the ground. 

Do you notice that tall tree, which is, for sixty or 
seventy feet, tall and straight, without a single branch, and 
then is crowned by what looks, from this distance below, 
like a mere tuft of foliage ? Behind that tree is the rock 
where we will sit and rest: but we need not climb up near 
the tree; there is an easier place of access, farther to the 
left. This is a hemlock-tree, growing here, just at the as¬ 
cent. Look on the lower side of the twigs, and you will see 
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the tiny cones. Pick your basket full, if you like: they 
are pretty little things. And now do you wish for rest ? 
Here is a moss carpet, as soft as the other, and free from 
any dampness. In drying, it has bleached so that it is 
perfectly white. Throw yourself down near that tree, and 
look up through its leaves into the sky. You will gain a 
better idea of its distance than you can acquire in any 
other way. 

Do you not like our walk ? We thought you could not 
fail to do so. On this rock, we have held many a Sunday 
service, with eight or ten children around us; and many a 
pleasant week-day afternoon have we brought our sewing 
here, or our book, while two or three little friends amused 
themselves with building bowers, or picking moss and 
hemlock berries. 

It is time for us to go home now. Our return will have 
one or two pleasant additional features. The birds are 
just flying home to their nests, and uttering their quick 
notes; and, when we reach our sentinel-trees, we shall see 
the blue ocean stretching away to the horizon, and dotted 
with white sails. 

On some fine, cool day, we will take another walk in the 
woods; and perhaps we may make some new discoveries. 
But we can still find delight in what we have seen before; 
for Nature is always fresh and new, and wears an everlast¬ 
ing charm to her attentive observers. 

EDITOR. 
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“OH, LET ME RING THE BELL!” 

A missionary, far away 
Beyond the Southern Sea, 

Was sitting in his home one day, 

With Bible on his knee; — 

When suddenly he heard a rap 
Upon the chamber-door; 

And, opening, there stood a boy 
Of some ten years or: more. 

He was a bright and happy child, 

With cheeks of ruddy hue, 

And eyes that ’neath their lashes smiled, 
And glittered like the dew. 

He held his little form erect, 

In boyish sturdiness; 

But on his lip you could detect 
Traces of gentleness. 

“ Dear sir,” he said, in native tongue, 

“ I do so want to know, 

If something for the house of God 
You’d kindly let me do! ” 

“ What can you do, my little boy ? ” 

The missionary said; 

And, as he spoke, he laid his hand 
Upon the youthful head. 
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Then bashfully, as if afraid 
His secret wish to tell, 

The boy in eager accents said, 

“ Oh, let me ring the bell! 

“ Oh, please to let me ring the bell 
For our dear House of Prayer I 

I’m sure I’ll ring it loud and well, 

And I’ll be always there.” 

The missionary kindly looked 
Upon that upturned face, 

Where hope and fear and wistfulness, 

United, left their trace. 

And gladly did he grant the boon, — 

The boy had pleaded well; 

And to the eager child he said, 

“ Yes, you shall ring the bell.” 

Oh, what a proud and happy heart 
He carried to his home! 

And how impatiently he longed 
For sabbath day to cornel 

He rang the bell; he went to school; 

The Bible learned to read; 

And in his youthful heart they sowed 
The gospel’s precious seed. 

And now to other heathen lands 
He’s gone, of Christ to tell; 

And yet his first young mission was 
To ring the sabbath belL 

S. S. Gazette. 
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SUNSHINE BEHIND CLOUDS. 

Little Amy Thurston stood by the window, dressed for 
a walk, and only waiting the return of the attendant. 
Presently Margaret entered the room, but without her 
bonnet. 

“ Tour mother says, Miss Amy, that she thinks it will 
rain soon, and we had better wait a while and see.” 

Amy slowly untied her hat, and, without speaking, laid 
it on the table, and turned back to the window to watch 
the dark clouds that, slowly gathering, spread over the 
lately clear sky. At length the last streak of blue va¬ 
nished; a large raindrop fell on the little hand which 
rested on the window-sill, and was followed by another 
and another; and then the rain poured down so fast that 
Margaret came to shut the window. Amy turned away; 
and the tears, that had gathered in her eyes, began to fall. 

“ I did want to go so much! ” she said; “ and now the 
sun is gone quite away.” 

“ Oh, no! ” answered Margaret, gently; “ the sun is not 
gone, Miss Amy ; it shines as brightly as ever behind the 
clouds; and, as soon as they pass away, we shall see it 
again. It is nothing but a shower; and, if we could look 
through the clouds, we should see sunshine above there.” 

Amy stood considering. “ Is it always so, Margaret, 
even when it rains all day ? ” 

“ Yes, always. The sun always shines, though we can¬ 
not see it; and the clouds always go away after they have 
done their work. God sends the clouds, you know, and 
the rain, to do good to the earth.” 

u Yes, I know; I will wait patiently then.” But Amy 
did not leave the window; she stood watching the bright 
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drops until the brief summer shower was over, and the 
sunlight broke through the parting clouds. “ There, it is 
shining! ” she exclaimed joyfully. “ Now we can go.” 

“ As soon as the sidewalks are dry,” answered Marga¬ 
ret, smiling. And in half an hour they set out on their 
walk. 

Two years after, a sad change had come over Amy 
Thurston’s prospects. Her kind and indulgent father had 
died suddenly, leaving his affairs unsettled; and, though 
sufficient property was left to support his widow and child, 
they could no longer afford the luxuries to which they had 
been accustomed. Not that Mrs. Thurston grieved much 
for this: her sorrow for the loss of her husband took away 
all power of heeding other losses; and Amy was yet too 
young to appreciate the change. 

On a dull November afternoon, when the rain had been 
falling slowly and steadily all day, and the withered leaves 
dropped with a mournful sound, Amy, who had been em¬ 
ploying herself as she best could, grew weary of the 
silence of the room, and went to the window to look out 
The prospect was cheerless enough, and her involuntary 
sigh caught her mother’s ear. 

“ It is a dreary day, indeed, my poor Amy,” she said. 
“ But it is like our life: our sunshine has left us.” And 
the words were followed by a burst of weeping, which 
brought Amy instaritly to her mother’s side. 

“ But, mother dear,” she said, softly putting her arm 
around Mrs. Thurston’s neck, and kissing her, “ the sun is 
not really gone, you know; it shines behind the clouds 
just the same. It is only that we cannot see it now. It 
may be pleasant to-morrow.” 

“ And it may not for many days, my child,” Replied the 
mother, despondingly. 
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“ But the sun is always there,” persisted Amy, gently; 
“and, if we wait patiently, we shall see the sunshine 
again. The clouds and rain must do the work God gives 
them to do. I always love to think of that on stormy days.” 

Mrs. Thurston wiped away her tears, and pressed her 
daughter to her heart. “ My best comforter! ” she said. 
“ My darling Amy ! I will trust, and be patient; and, if 
not in my life, yet in yours, the clouds may roll away, and 
the sunshine of happiness return to you. I will be cheer¬ 
ful for your sake.” 

She kept this resolve. Amy’s childish trust had aroused 
a new spirit within her; and the sunlight of cheerful sub¬ 
mission soon gladdened their pleasant home. Year after 
year passed away in peace and happiness; and Amy 
Thurston, now a lovely girl of fifteen, was the joy and 
pride of her mother’s heart. Mrs. Thurston rejoiced in 
her beauty, her amiability, her capacity for learning, in 
the admiration and affection excited in all who knew her, 
by the gentle loveliness of her character; and, while she 
thanked God for this her chief treasure, she forgot all her 
sorrows in Amy’s, happiness. 

One bright spring afternoon, when the soft young grass 
had covered the fields with its green mantle, and the blos¬ 
soming trees shed fragrance all around, Amy went to 
walk with some young companions, bounding back, as she 
reached the door, to give her mother a parting kiss, and 
promise her a May nosegay on her return. Some hours 
passed; and Mrs. Thurston was beginning to think the time 
long, when she saw Amy’s favorite companion and cousin, 
Hope Lindsay, approaching alone, “ Amy must be close 
by, then; she will soon be here,” thought the mother. 

The young girl reached the house, hesitated a moment, 
and then came in. She looked pale, but spoke firmly and 
without agitation. “Amy wished me to come, Aunt 
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Thurston, and tell you that she should soon be here. She 
has met with an accident I hope it is not a very bad 
one.’* Mrs. Thurston could not speak; but she caught 
her niece by the arm, and looked eagerly, almost wildly, 
in her face. Hope went on in the same quiet tone. “ A 
runaway horse came round the corner upon us, before we 
could know it; and Amy and Harriet were thrown down. 
Harriet’s arm is broken. I do not know how much Amy 
is hurt; but she begged me to come to you, lest you should 
be too much alarmed. Papa is with her; he will bring 
her safely. Can I help you to make things ready ? ” 

The last words aroused the unhappy mother from her 
bewilderment, and she hastened to make all necessary 
preparations. Amy was soon brought home by Dr. Lind¬ 
say, to whose office, close by the scene of the accident, 
she had at first been carried. She was very pale, and 
neither moved nor spoke for some minutes; then, as her 
mother hung over her, weeping, she opened her eyes, and, 
with a faint smile, said, “ Don’t be frightened, mother 
dear! I hope I am not much hurt.” She could say no 
more: the sickness arising from intense pain came over 
her again, and her eyes closed wearily. 

Dr. Lindsay beckoned to his daughter. “ Run over for 
Dr. Grey, Hope; he is at home; — quick! ” Hope went, 
and, in a space of time that seemed short even to the 
impatience of Dr. Lindsay, returned with the surgeon. 
There was a brief colloquy between the two gentlemen, 
an<f then Dr. Grey begged to examine Amy’s injuries. 
It was most gently and carefully done; yet her suffering 
was great; and, though she strove to remain silent, that 
she might not add to her mother’s distress, she could not 
repress an occasional cry of pain. 

“ There are some broken bones in this poor little foot,” 
said Dr. Grey. “ It will be better to set them imme- 
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diately.” And, with the greatest skill and tenderness, the 
operation was performed. Another consultation followed 
between the two physicians; and then Dr. Lindsay re* 
turned to the bedside. 

“ Tou are not in so much pain now, I think,” he said in 
the softest tone, as he bent over the young girL 
u Not quite, thank you,” she replied. 
u And Amy, my pet, do you think you can bear to be 
told the truth ? ” 

Amy opened her eyes, and looked earnestly at him. 
“ Am I going to die, unde ? ” she asked; and, though her 
voice did not tremble, Hope, who held her hand, felt 
her own grasped tightly. 

“ No, no, I hope not; not so bad as that,” answered Dr. 
Lindsay, hastily. “ But this poor little foot was terribly 
hurt; and, though Dr. Gray has set it so nicely, he is 
afraid it will be a long time before you can use it again; 
and, even then, you may be a little lame. We cannot tell 
yet what other injury there may be; but the bruises will 
goon be well, and I trust the worst is over. Good-by, 
love! I shall come again to night.” He gave some direc¬ 
tions to Mrs. Thurston, and turned to leave the room, 
accompanied by the surgeon. ▲. A. 

(To be oondoded.) 


MOSS. 

Reader, what stories are you most delighted to hear ? Ge¬ 
nerally, I believe, those stories are preferable which treat of 
giants, savage and mischievous, who finally get punished 
for their mischief; or of the little work-thimble, which, 
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after many sad accidents, was at last fortunate. Bat let 
me tell you that in the vegetable world there are likewise 
powerful giants, with great thick heads and strong arms; 
which roar and bluster as soon as the wind begins to con¬ 
tend against them. The great oaks and firs, the mighty 
beeches and palms, — they are the proud racks, that stretch 
their arms even to heaven, and are able to seize hold of 
the clouds with their hands. They take every thing to 
themselves. “ He hears us! ” they exclaim, and lay hold 
of every ray with their broad leaves. Underneath them 
it remains dark : only little sparklets of sunlight are able 
to pass through, between the leaves, to the bottom of the 
wood. The raindrops rush down out of the cloud. “ Here 
with you! ” haughtily roars the tree, and sucks in the water 
with its thousand leaves and buds, and ever so many little 
roots. Only small pearls of this refreshing beverage of 
heaven hasten to the other little plants modestly standing 
between the trees. Tet this arrogance and avarice do 
not go unpunished. Out of the swarthy storm-cloud darts 
a lightning-flash. The crown of the trunk falls shattered ; 
the storms roars on, and breaks the insolent stem; and in 
winter the woodman comes, with his sharp axe and polished 
saw, and fells the haughty trees. Headlong like giants 
are they thrown down, their branches crashing as they 
fall. Their dead bodies are sent to the sawmill 

Beneath, on the floor of the wood, lives a little family, 
meek and harmless, — the moss. Its plants are the dwarfs 
of the vegetable world. The largest of them are not 
larger than the finger, and the most are much smaller; 
indeed, many of them are not larger than the head of a 
pin. How neatly they cover the floor of the wood with 
their variegated turf! Here swells up a thick bolster of 
dark green, with long golden threads crossing it, and little 
beads with crowns of gold on them; it is the golden hair 
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of girlhood. Near by stand others, in bright shining gar¬ 
ments, which modestly hang up their fruit like little bells. 
It is star-moss. Here little yellowish-green plants, with 
many branches, swell up into a soft seat, representing 
little delicately ornamented arcades; while other kinds, in 
colors no less fresh and gay, are scattered meanderingly 
about on the dark ground of the wood. More than a 
hundred different kinds live quietly in wood and swamp, 
on trunks of trees and steep cliffs, on walls and upon 
roofs. 

And yet how weak is such a little plant! Its rootlet is 
hardly noticeable, so fine are its threads. Its stalk is 
closely enveloped with tiny leaves, and is hardly as stout 
as a linen thread. The leaves themselves, — how soft and 
tender are they, how delicately and beautifully formed! 
Weak and fragile, it is hardly possible for such a puny 
plant to stand alone. The wind dries it, and the sun 
bakes it, and the footstep of a little bird turns it aside; 
yea, a beetle, running past, would knock any one standing 
alone to the ground. For this cause, the beneficent God has 
always let it grow in company. Thousands upon thou¬ 
sands of the little plants stand together. Now, as soon as 
the rain or dewdrops fall, the whole turf sucks up a great 
many of them, although no single plant could contain any 
quantity of the so-indispensable water. The wind rushes 
along powerless over the turf. But if it does, indeed, dry 
the outer leaves a little, still the inner ones are suffi¬ 
ciently provisioned, so that much will be left remaining 
for a very long while. The little dwarfiings, which would 
fall for very feebleness if left to stand alone, erect them¬ 
selves very well in company with the many. They are 
the industrious good spirits of the shady wood. When, in 
rough autumn, the leaves of the haughty trees are falling, 
yellow and withered, to the ground, when all seems life- 
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less and inanimate, then is the moss most beautifully green, 
and growing right industriously. It catches up the acorns 
and the nuts of the beeches and hazels, and wraps them 
around soft and warm. These are the little children, and 
the moss is their mother. The cold winter blows 
through the dry and naked thicket with its sharp wind. 
The dwarfs rattle against one another shudderingly. The 
strong trees, which in summer looked down so haughtily 
upon the little moss, shiver and freeze in the driving 
snow. The soft moss creeps up along on their trunks, 
and covers them about. It is a warm winter coat for 
them. 

No flowers are blooming in the field; seldom glances a 
sunbeam through between the gloomy snow-clouds. It is 
a most obscure path which leads us between the cliffs. 
Something shyies singularly out of a black crevice in the 
rock. We approach it. The inner side of the cavity is 
covered with a wonderful kind of moss, that shines like a 
cat’s eye in the dark. The tiny grotto appears as charm¬ 
ing as a fairy temple or a palace of microscopic miners. 

The myriad little insects of summer flew off and sought 
concealment when the autumn winds came. "Whither 
shall we fly, now that the bitter frost has come ? ” they 
cry. “ Come to me I ” answers the moss. So they creep 
into the soft, warm couch, and sleep the whole long winter 
through. It is a capacious bed for the numerous little 
animals. Here lie little round heaps of spiders; there, 
similar heaps of butterflies. Here a caterpillar has sought 
her winter couch, and sleeps till the coming of spring; 
there, rolled up together, reposes a blind-worm. Now 
thaws the snow, and the bright drops haste eagerly toward 
the brooklet, and thence into the river, and out of this 
into the open sea. “ Stop! ” exclaims the moss to the 
fugitives, and with its hundred little arms holds many of 
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them fast; “I have many children who need morning 
drink.” So now here the acorn, and there the hazel-nut, 
receive a good portion of the same. Between yonder 
leaves waits the little seed kernel of the chickweed; be¬ 
tween those others that of the dogweed, or the scabious, 
or the blooming flax. The moss presents each of them 
its little drop. They wake up, and drink and bud. But the 
tender sprouts would easily succumb to the cold breath of 
March, which is still blowing through the thicket, did not 
the moss, like a faithful nurse, carefully spread out all its 
leaves and shelter the delicate babes. The little plants 
now burst forth everywhere; the beetle creeps out; the 
snail slides into daylight; and from the chrysalis come 
forth beautiful butterflies. Out of distant lands come 
robin-redbreasts and nightingales again, and begin to build 
their nests. They carry twigs in among the newly leaved 
bushes, and weave them into one another. Nothing now 
is wanting, except a soft little bed for the egg and for 
the future young birdling. So the old ones fly away to the 
soft moss and request its aid. It willingly gives up its 
tiny plants, with which the others thickly line their nests; 
and now these have a snug, warm bed for their children. 
Soon the hare and the doe come seeking a safe and fami¬ 
liar covert in which to rear their young leverets and 
fawns. They spread out the moss like a soft carpet, upon 
which they have all a beautiful bed. Near the wood is a 
swamp. There the moss makes a thick white-and-red 
bolster. Up above grows the peat-moss continually fur¬ 
ther and further; underneath, it dies out and makes peat 
Then the turf-digger cuts it up, dries it, and sells it as ma¬ 
terial for fire. Thus the peat-moss warms us, warms the 
room, and helps to cook the food. It clothes the hillside 
with a beautiful covering of fresh green sod. It makes 
resting seats and soft sofas, and invites children, who are 
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weary with seeking strawberries and bilberries, to take 
repose. Then the latter gather some of the handsomest 
tufts of the green moss, and weave garlands and wreaths 
of it, at home, for their mother’s birthday, which con¬ 
tinue verdant the whole year long. And thus the moss 
proves to us, by its life, that even the least can effect 
something by association. It teaches feeble man to unite 
cordially with others, when he feels himself too weak, and 
thus in partnership carry out the great work which even 
the most powerful could not accomplish single-handed. — 
Youth's Cabinet. 


“LAY NOT UP FOR YOURSELVES TREASURES UPON EARTH, 
WHERE MOTH AND RUST DOTH CORRUPT, AND WHERE 
THIEVES BREAK THROUGH AND STEAL; BUT LAY UP 
FOR YOURSELVES TREASURES IN HEAVEN."— Matt. ti. IS. 

Earthly treasures! What are these ? You all, perhaps, 
possess something which you value very highly. For a 
little while, it looks as nice as when you first obtained it; 
but soon, if you use it, it becomes defaced. The colors 
fade, or the metal rusts, or the wood breaks, and the pos¬ 
session is no longer a treasure. Perhaps your careful 
mother has put away, in the spring, some nice winter gar¬ 
ment which you have taken pleasure in wearing. When 
the cold weather comes on again, it is taken from the 
drawer or the closet; but it is unfit to wear. The moths 
have eaten into it, and it is full of holes. Nothing lasts 
long here. Every thing is changing. The leaves even 
now are beginning to lose their bright green, and to change 
to the most brilliant scarlet, orange, and yellow hues. 
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Bat is there nothing which lasts? Yes, one thing. 
The human soul, and all connected with it, will last for 
ever. The treasures which you lay up there must be 
heart-treasures. They must be the recollections of good 
deeds, of kind words, of good thoughts. Most children are 
fond of reward. Suppose, then, that a child was offered a 
reward for every kind deed and every gentle word. Do 
you not think he would be anxious to obtain as many as 
possible ? 

But our heavenly Father has offered a reward, just as 
surely as if we could see it with our eyes. Our memories 
are a part of our souls, and every good deed is engraven 
on them. We may not here be able to recollect our past 
lives; but, in another world, every thing which we have 
done in this will rise distinctly before us; and, in that retro¬ 
spect, our treasures, the only things which will give us 
pleasure, will be the memory of those things which have 
given others happiness, or have enlarged and purified our 
own souls. 

In this view, then, no act ip trifling, because it will be¬ 
come inscribed on our memory. Do we wish to have 
many treasures in heaven ? We cannot begin too early 
to lay them up; we cannot have too many pleasant 
memories. Sad ones enough there will be, even for those 
who have tried the most to do right; and, in thinking of 
these, only the sense of God’s forgiveness can give us 
peace. 

The gentle reply, when the angry thought has risen 
to the lips; the soft answer, that turneth away wrath; the 
courage that dares to say ‘ No; ’ the truth which will never 
swerve to escape punishment; the generosity Which will 
bear blame rather than condemn another; the magnanimity 
which rejoices at another’s success, even though it may 
have been attended with your own failure;—these, and such 
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as these, are the treasures which we shall carry with us 
from this world, and which, even now, we may be laying 
up in that to come. editor. 


A TALK ABOUT CORAL. 

You have heard a great deal about the wonders performed 
by little animals called coral insects ; how, in-making their 
houses in the ocean, they gradually make islands, that at 
length come to be inhabited by men. Suppose, now, that 
we have a short talk about these curious creatures. 

I want to correct an error into which you may have 
fallen concerning these animals. I said, at the outset, that 
you had probably heard much about these little creatures, 
which are called coral insects. Now, they are not insects, 
though they are sometimes called so, any more than star¬ 
fish or oysters are insects. The order of animal life, which 
naturalists have distinguished by the name of insect, is 
extremely well marked. The fly, the bee, the wasp, are 
examples. The coral animal is as unlike these insects as 
possible. 

The animal which makes the coral islands belongs to 
the order called zoophytes. They are sometimes called 
radiated animals, because they have organs, placed like 
the rays of a daisy, around their mouths. There are a 
great many of these radiated species. Among them, all 
those that are made in the shape of a cone or a tube, and 
have a fringe of arms around the mouth, are called polypes. 
The coral animal is a polype , it being a jelly tube with 
arms. These arms are called by naturalists tentacula. 
All the polypes are an extremely interesting and remark- 
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ably busy race of creatures. They are pretty low in the 
scale of animal life, it is true; but they know when they 
are touched, and try instantly to hide themselves. They 
cannQt have much sensation. Properly, they can hardly 
be said to have any at alL Think of a polype being cut 
into half a dozen pieces, and then each one of these pieces 
becoming a complete animal in itself, and going straight 
to work on its own hook! One would not suppose that 
such a strange creature had a very high and intense degree 
of feeling. 

The coral polypes are the stone-masons of their race. 
They build, for the most part, of chalk. They do not 
walk about much, but are accustomed to spend their days 
in one place. These animals are great scavengers. Do 
you know what a scavenger is ? Perhaps you have seen 
men sweep dust and dirt and straws away from the 
streets of a city: such men are called scavengers; and we 
are greatly obliged to them for the work they perform, 
since decayed animal and vegetable substances, when they 
become putrid, injure the air we breathe. Impure sub¬ 
stances also injure water; therefore, to assist in cleansing 
the seas, the Lord God has seen good to make the poly- 
piferous family the great scavengers of the ocean ; and a 
very numerous and happy set of workmen they are, ever 
delighting in their appointed labors. They have no brooms 
to sweep with, no carts to burry away what they collect; 
but every bad morsel of decaying substance that floats past 
them they fold in their arms; and, with joy, they pour the 
offensive bits of refuse into their living tubes, where 
the juice in their bodies turns what they take into part of 
their own living substance. 

The chalk-making polypes do not all rear the same kind 
of habitation; indeed, the homes they build are so different, 
that men have given them different names. There are 
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the corallines, the madrepores, the sea-pens, the sea-mats, 
and many others. The builders of these substances 
are generally all of them very small-tube polypes, with 
delicate tentacula. Some of them are not so large around 
as a hair of our heads, but some are a great deal larger. 
In some kinds of coral, each polype makes for itself a hard 
chalk or horny tube to live in; others live in a thick gluey 
skin that is over the chalk ; and thousands upon thousands, 
joining their tubes together side by side, form masses of 
wall, miles and miles in length. 

If all the barns, houses, churches, and castles, men ever 
built in Europe, Asia, Africa, and America, were put 
together, we should find that the delicate worms of the 
polypiferous order have built a far greater amount of solid 
wall than all the men on earth ever reared. Navigators 
tell us, that in the South Pacific Ocean, near the coast of 
New Holland, there is a ridge of coral wall one thousand 
miles long. The beautiful group of islands called the 
Society Islands seem to be one mass of rock, formed by 
the coral and madrepore families. Their work was 
silently carried on under the boisterous waves of the sea; 
and, when they had finished it, God lifted up the crust of 
the earth, and brought their labors from under the waters. 
Seaweeds soon gather upon these raised coral rocks; and, 
when a little mould is formed, birds come and often drop 
seeds. Floating pieces of timber, and matted portions of 
vegetables, from other islands, are dashed upon their 
shores, bearing grass and other seeds; and it is wonderful 
how soon, by these means, a coral island becomes a land 
of plenty and of beauty for man to inhabit. Though coral 
reefs sometimes look like solid walls, yet the coral polypes 
more frequently pile their cells together in the shape of 
large trees, with huge branches. Whole forests of these 
living trees are to be seen under the waves of the sea. 


Digitized by ^.ooQle 



A TALK ABOUT CORAL. 


83 


The true corallines make the walls of their houses white. 
There is, however, another species of polypes, generally 
called coral animals, but which naturalists classify as aste¬ 
roids, which build black and red habitations. These 
animals make that beautiful coral which is worn as orna¬ 
ments. I have often seen men dredging for this valuable 
article in the Mediterranean and Adriatic Seas. The 
polypes of the black and red varieties make their cells in 
a thick, fleshy jelly, that is deposited over the solid chalk 
wall, both the chalk and the jelly being formed by their 
own bodies. 

Among these asteroids there is one called the Alcyonian 
coral, pieces of which are often thrown up on the sea-shore. 
This coral looks so much like dull, yellowish, tough sea¬ 
weed, that a great many people would pass by it without 
a suspicion that it belonged to the coral family. But if 
we take it up, and place it in a glass of sea-water, provided 
it still be alive, the strange little animals that live in its 
fleshy substance will push out their arms, which look like 
stars, through the little holes that cover its surface. Then, 
all brilliant with starry flowers, the whole mass becomes a 
beautiful sight 

But we must glance at another of these asteroids, called 
the tvJnpore coral. This species has no jelly-flesh of any 
kind belonging to it; but all the little polypes live in sepa¬ 
rate pipes, as distinct from each other as separate reeds in 
a bundle. Because of its form, — something like the pipes 
of an organ, — the tubipore is sometimes called the musical 
coral. The tubes are often of a fine crimson color, and the 
polypes of a bright green. I need not tell you that, when 
they are arrayed in these colors, they are extremely beau¬ 
tiful. How can we help admiring, not only the wisdom, 
but the goodness, of God, in arranging the works of his 
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creation in such a manner that they are pleasing to the 
eye ? 

These polypes often draw themselves entirely into their 
tubes, and close up the opening with a little fold of skin. 
As their bodies grow upwards, the tubes follow them; and 
every now and then the whole colony of polypes, thus 
growing up side by side, take it at the same time into 
their heads to make a little knot, which knot divides the 
mass of tube-coral into a sort of floor; and from the top of 
this floor the polypes start up with fresh tubes, and again 
work on till they deem it suitable to make another floor. 
Every floor is wider than the one beneath it, because a 
number of new little polypes have begun their tubes in it, 
so that the whole mass is larger at the top than at the 
bottom, just as a loaf of sugar would be if it were turned 
upside down. 

I have one more group of these asteroid corals to de¬ 
scribe to you; and that is the extraordinary one called the 
pennatula, or sea-pen genus. This name is given because 
the sea-pen has a hard, chalky stick, like the stem of a 
goose’s quill. One end is blunt and naked, like the part 
of the quill we make into a pen; and, just where the goose- 
quill becomes feathery, the pennatula also becomes fea¬ 
thery. But the down of the pennatula is not like the 
insensible down of the bird’s feather ; for that which looks 
like down on the sea-pen is all alive! Each separate 
little bit of the feather which our fingers can brush upon 
the side of the quill, is, in the pennatula, a long line of 
polype-houses, each fine line having many polype tubes 
arranged along it. Row after row of these peopled streets 
rise up on both sides of the stick, to its very finest top; 
and really the whole thing looks as if the polypes had been 
trying to make their habitation as much like a large 
goose’s wing-feather as possible. — Youth's Cabinet 
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no. y. 


“ Honor thy tother and thy mother, that thy days may ho long in the land which 
the Lord thy God ghreth thee.” 

I like this commandment best of all, mother,” said Annie, 
as our mother came into the library the next Sunday 
evening. “ It is the easiest to obey; or, at least, I do not 
find it very hard to honor my father and mother! ” And thq 
child laid her head affectionately in mother’s lap, and lifted 
her blue eyes to her face. I did not think it difficult 
either, as I glanced out from my window-recess upon the 
pretty group, and noted, more fondly than ever before, 
the graceful dignity of my mother’s form, clad in its usual 
summer dress of white, and the loyelight in her pleasant 
eyes. 

“ Thank you, dear,” she said, with a smile, and stooping 
to kiss Annie’s open brow. “ And yet are you sure you do 
always honor and obey us ? We know your little heart iff 
very warm with love for us, and that you have a general 
reverence for our authority; but is our little daughter 
always obedient, — unquestioningly and unmurmuringly 
so?” 

Annie colored in confusion. “I know, mother,” she 
began; “ but then it is so hard sometimes to have to go to 
school when you don’t want to, or to sit still in the house 
sewing long seams when every thing is so lovely out of 
doors, or to get up in the morning when you are so sleepy, 
or to keep from doing any little thing you want to do so 
much, just because you are told not to, without know¬ 
ing why. Oh, dear, mother! little girls have so many 
troubles I ” 
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Mother laughed heartily, as she passed her hand over 
and over Annie’s auburn curls, at the child’s comical tone 
of anxiety; and Annie, aggrieved by her merriment, added, 
pettishly, — 

“ Ah, well! it is easy for you to laugh, now that you 
can do exactly as you please, without any control or pun¬ 
ishment ; but, when you were a little girl, perhaps you 
didn’t like it so well.” 

Mother looked grave, — not displeased; for Annie’s 
tone was not at all disrespectful. “ Have I no control, no 
punishment, no obedience to render to a Parent, — no ob¬ 
stacle to my wishes ? ” asked she, seriously. “ You have 
the same idea, Annie, that most children have, — that you 
need only to be grown to be entirely your own mistress and 
perfectly happy; but you will discover your mistake, 
and see one day that your childhood’s days were your 
happiest. You have simply to obey us: we have hours of 
care and thought and anxiety of which you know nothing; 
our duties are far more arduous, our troubles more endur¬ 
ing. Often, when we oblige you to go to school when you 
had rather take a holiday, we also oblige ourselves to 
remain at our duties, when we would like to walk or talk 
or read. And for the fulfilment of those duties we are 
responsible to a Parent far higher than any earthly father 
or mother; and he often punishes us for neglect. But we 
are older than you, and have learned to prize this disci¬ 
pline ; to feel that, without it, our feet would wander from 
the strait path which leads to the heavenly home, and we 
would stray away and be lost; so that we would not, for 
the world, give up the watchful and loving control of our 
Father. And would you, Annie, be willing that we should 
leave you entirely to yourself, — to suffer you to do exactly 
as you please, and never to restrain you in any way ? Do 
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you think you would be happier ? Would you like to try it, 
Annie ? ” 

Mother had spoken very earnestly, and Annie listened 
intently. Now she nestled closer to her, and said, 
eagerly,— 

M No, no, indeed, mamma! Why, I should never be 
ready for breakfast, if I did not know I should have no 
coffee nor butter if I was late; and I should grow up sadly 
ignorant, if you let me stay from school as often as I wish 
it; and I should never know how to sew, unless you obliged 
me to sit still. I never thought about it before; but now 
I know I couldn’t do without you, mother: though yet it 
is a little hard sometimes. But then, when you smile, I 
forget it all.” 

“ I should be sorry to have you so dependent upon me 
as that, Annie, — that you could never do any thing, except 
from my authority. That is a very poor spirit which 
requires to be made to do every thing. You must learn to 
perform your duties because they are duties, and to be 
courageous and resolute and persevering. However, my 
daughter, I do not fear very much trouble from your dis¬ 
obedience : you love me too well not to honor me. You 
have never grieved me yet as I once grieved my mother.” 
And mamma’s tone grew sad. 

“ O mother! ” said Annie, deprecatingly; * but do tell 
me about it! ” 

u It cost me a great deal of suffering afterwards,” said 
mother; “ and I never forgave myself, though mother did 
freely. It happened the very May that I was twelve years 
old ; and it was most charming weather, — far too delicious, 
we girls thought, for us to be 6hut up in school. The 
woods were green and fragrant, the gardens and meadows 
a wilderness of flowers, and the skies blue and cloudless. 
We decided that a picnic would be a most enjoyable thing 
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at such a season; and yet, as we only had half-holidays 
on Wednesdays and Saturdays, we did not see how it 
would be practicable, unless our parents would allow us to 
remain from school a whole day. 4 We could but ask,’ 
said we. So we selected our party; and about a dozen of 
us went home that evening, determined to use all our per¬ 
suasive arts to obtain the desired permission. Some of the 
girls, whose parents were very indulgent, succeeded; some 
others failed, — and I was among the latter. My mother 
thought it would be very silly to lose my place in my class 
just for a day in the woods. I was very much disappointed; 
and felt still worse, when, on going to school next day, the 
successful girls sneered and laughed at us for having such 
4 strict mammas,’ and declared ‘they would not, for the 
world, be such slaves ! * We had not sufficient independ¬ 
ence to disregard such contemptible speeches, and, deeply 
mortified, asked what they would do if they were in our 
place. 

444 Why, go without permission*!’ exclaimed Virginia 
Rawson, a bold, forward girl, who boasted she could do as 
Bhe pleased with her parents. 4 I should like to see myself 
so afraid of my mother! She won’t whip you, will she ? ’ 
she asked, sneeringly. 

444 No, indeed! My mother says I am too old to be pun¬ 
ished in that way. She is very gentle and affectionate,’ 
said I, reddening. 

444 Well, then, I shouldn’t 'care for any thing else,’ re¬ 
sponded Virginia; 4 besides, she’ll never know but that 
you were at school.’ 

44 She added many more arguments; and they all de¬ 
scanted upon the delights of the arrangement, until, at 
length, I was weak enough to consent, and, on the next 
day, took my way to the confectioner’s shop in the village, 
instead of the schoolhouse. This had been appointed as 
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our place of rendezvous; and here I found the girls busy in 
laying out their pocket-money in dainties for the feast. I 
added my share; and we then turned down the street, and 
across meadows and fields, until we reached the woods, 
and the particular spot where our dinner was to be spread, 
upon a large flat rock. The woods were lovely; the air 
laden with perfume; the birds, the breeze, the brook, most 
musical; yet I was not happy. We did every thing usually 
done at such parties, — roamed the glens in search of wild 
flowers; swayed to and fro in grape-vine swings; waded 
with naked feet in the cool, clear water, to gather up peb¬ 
bles and shells; and returned from an expedition to the 
wild strawberry-beds, in the fields beyond, laden with 
crimson-pouting fruit. We had brought sugar, and cream 
in bottles; and we laid out a charming repast, using broad, 
green leaves for dishes and napkins alike. We ate cakes 
and candies and fruit till I was sick of them; we laughed 
and talked and played till I was weary of it: there was 
nothing to mar our enjoyment; and yet I was miserable. 
The thought of this, my first act of positive disobedience, 
haunted me all day, and made my laugh forced and my 
step heavy. I longed to go home and tell mother all 
about it, and beg her to love me still. It seemed as though 
evening would never come; and when, at length, I was at 
home, sitting on my little ottoman at my mother’s feet, 
hiding my ashamed face in her lap and sobbing out my 
story of a wretched day, I vowed never again to disobey 
her. My heart had ached all day in its attempt to escape 
from control; and I determined that henceforward it should 
rebel no more. And it never did openly, Annie; though 
it sometimes murmured and fretted a little, as yours does, 
pet!” SISTER KATE. 
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THE CASTLE OF ST. ANDREW’S. 

We had often talked of visiting St. Andrew’s, a quaint old 
city in the east of Fifeshire; so, one beautiful summer day, 
we set out on our excursion. The castle and cathedral in 
ruins, and the many historical events connected with them, 
render St Andrew’s deeply interesting to those who love 
such things. As we wished to see as much $8 possible, 
my father, while we passed along one of the streets, said, 
" Don’t you think, to save time, we should get a guide ? ” 
u Fll gang wi’ ye, sir,” said an old man near us, who had 
overheard him. u Do you know the city well ? ” my father 
inquired. u I micht ken’t,” was the answer $ u I’ve lived 
seventeen years in’t” Well pleased at obtaining such a 
treasure, we proceeded to see the lions; but, alas! we 
soon discovered that our guide, albeit a very pleasant, nice 
old body, could only tell us that “ there was the castle, and 
the cathedral was owre yonder,” and did not know where the 
other places we wished to see were situated. So, giving 
him a douceur , we told him that we thought we could now 
find our way without making him further trouble. He 
was such a kind-looking old man, that it would have been 
barbarous not to have parted from him kindly. He seemed 
to have conceived a warm affection for us; for he kept in 
our wake almost the whole day; and, when any of us looked 
his way, he bowed and smiled most benignly. 

Of all the places we visited that day, the castle, I think, 
interested me most. It was founded by Bishop Roger, in 
1200, as the Episcopal Palace of the diocese. James L, 
of Scotland, was educated in it by Bishop Wardian; and 
James UL is supposed to have been bom in it. 

At the time of the reformation in Scotland, it was here 
that the sword of persecution, so long unsheathed, was 
first drawn. Cardinal Beaton, Primate of St. Andrew’s, 
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was a merciless persecutor. The keep or dungeon of his 
castle was filled with persons accused of heresy. This 
dungeon is thirteen feet in diameter. From the centre 
of it descends a dark and horrible chasm, cut out of 
solid rock, to the depth of twenty-seven feet; seven feet 
in diameter at the top, and gradually expanding to the 
diameter of seventeen feet at bottom. The keeper of 
the castle let down into it a flickering taper, that we might 
see it. I could not help shuddering as I looked down and 
thought of the martyrs who had been immured there, and of 
the groans and prayers which must have been uttered in it. 
Sometimes the captives were starved to death; others were 
thrown into the bay; and many, who lived unknown — 

“ Till persecution dragged them into fame. 

And ohaaed them up to heaven,” 

suffered martyrdom in front of the castle. Among the 
latter were Patrick Hamilton, aged twenty-three; Walter 
Mill, a priest, aged eighty, and so infirm that he was 
unable to walk without help to the place of execution; and 
the famous George Wishart In order that the cardinal 
and prelate might enjoy the spectacle of Wishart’s dying 
agonies, the front tower of the castle was hung with 
tapestry, and rich cushions laid for their ease. 

After addressing the people, the martyr said, “ O Saviour 
of the world, have mercy upon me 1 Father in heaven, 
I commend my spirit into thy holy hands! ” Then, just 
before expiring, he exclaimed, 44 This flame hath scorched 
my body, yet hath it not daunted my spirit; but he, who 
from yonder high tower beholdeth us with such pride, 
shall, within a few days, lie in the same spot as ignomini- 
ously as now he is seen proudly to rest himself.” 

This prediction was actually fulfilled. The numerous 
acts of cruelty committed by the cardinal so infuriated the 
nobles and'people, that they ardently longed for an oppor¬ 
tunity to rid themselves of him. About fifteen months 
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after the death of Wishart, Norman Leslie, eldest son of 
the Earl of Rothes, Kirkaldy of Grange, James Melville, 
and several others, formed a conspiracy against Beaton; 
and on the 29th of May, 1546, they put their design into 
execution. Early in the morning, they proceeded to the 
castle; and, when the drawbridge was lowered to admit 
the workmen engaged in fortifying the building, they 
effected an entrance without interruption, and made their 
way to Beaton’s chamber. Alarmed by the noise, he had 
barricaded the door. The conspirators, however, soon 
gained access; and the trembling cardinal knelt before 
them, imploring mercy. This they refused, reminding him 
of the tortures he had inflicted upon others, and how mer¬ 
ciless he himself had been. Then they stabbed him with 
their swords, so that his body was covered with wounds. 
The news of his death soon spread throughout the city; 
and the citizens rushed to the castle, where, to convince 
them that their enemy was really dead, his body was sus¬ 
pended from the same window where he had witnessed the 
martyrdom of Wishart I am sure you must all agree 
with Sir David Lindsay, that,— 

« Though the deed was foully done. 

The loon was well away." 

We spent a pleasant day admiring the castle, cathedral, 
and colleges; wandering in the churchyard, reading the 
epitaphs, and moralizing upon them; and strolling on 
the sea-shore to see “ the stately ships go by,” till near the 
hour of starting, when my father counted his flock, to make 
sure that none were missing, and then hurried us off to the 
railway-station. The train was about to start, when our 
guide made his appearance, with a bunch of heather in his 
hand, which he smilingly presented to my mother. We 
gave one long look at St. Andrew’s, waved an adieu to our 
old friend, and were whirled rapidly homewards; — Youth 9 * 
Cabinet. 


Digitized by Google 


93 


SERF-LABOR IN POLAND. 

Poland, you know, is among the European countries 
which suffer vastly from the tyranny of the Russian aris¬ 
tocracy. Mr. Allen, a recent traveller in the Russian 
country, gives us the following painfully interesting facts 
about the extent of this tyranny over the common people: 
u In every village is an overseer, whose duty it is to call 
in the evening at each hut, and notify the inmates as to 
the part of the plantation where they are to meet the fol¬ 
lowing morning, and be ready to start for work. Men, 
women, and children are included in this order, of course: 
they assemble as directed, and are then driven like so 
many oxen to their labor. Of whatever kind the work 
may be, the women are obliged to toil as the men. The 
children are assigned lighter tasks, such as picking stones, 
&c. Over each division is placed an overseer, having in 
his hand a whip of braided strips of leather; and, should 
any one presume to stop even for a moment, the lash is 
unmercifully applied. Children are not exempt from this 
infliction; and, whoever may be the object of punishment, 
he or she is obliged to kiss the hand of the inflicter. 
Should any one refuse to do so, as is sometimes the case, 
the poor creature is laid upon the ground, and receives 
forty additional stripes ; then, with blood trickling from his 
back, returns again to work. In some instances (the over¬ 
seer being in an unusual passion), children, perhaps a son 
or a daughter, are required to hold down a parent, while 
another member of the same family is made to administer 
the lash with his utmost strength. These things seem heart- 
sickening to relate; nevertheless, they are true, and not a 
day passes without many individuals being subjected to such 
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treatment. When they leave their miserable homes in 
the morning, each peasant carries upon his back a coarse 
doth sack, containing the dinner of its bearer. This consists 
of a loaf of brown br$ad, having the appearance of baked 
sawdust; and, if the bearer has been so fortunate as to have 
recently killed a pig, he takes with his bread a piece of raw 
pork. Before commencing work, these sacks are deposited 
in heaps upon the ground; and at noon, when the signal is 
given, they rush with the speed of half-starved animals, 
every one for his bag; and then commences a devouring 
of bread and salt in the most ravenous manner. Each 
gang is allowed a mug of water; and this is passed from 
one to another until all have been served. Such is the 
manner in which these poor creatures toil on through their 
period of existence, without a ray of hope to cheer or a 
single solace to alleviate their woes.” — Youth's Cabinet. 


“AND WHY TAKE YE THOUGHT FOR RAIMENT 1 CONSIDER 
THE LILIES OF THE FIELD HOW THEY GROW 5 THEY 
TOIL NOT, NEITHER DO THEY SPIN. EVEN SOLOMON 
IN ALL HIS GLORY WAS NOT ARRAYED LIKE ONE OF 
THESE.** — Matt. yi. 28, 29. 


Dress is becoming, even among very little children, an all- 
absorbing subject; and the evil is spreading to such an 
extent, that we think a word in our pages will not be 
unseasonable. The Pharisees thought much of outward 
adornment; and it is probable that our Saviour saw some 
of them before him while he was uttering the words which 
we have chosen as a text He commands us to care but 
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little for our dress, as distinctly as he bids us do to others 
as we would have them do to us. 

What a life for an immortal being is the spending of 
all the years which should be devoted to preparation 
for a future state, only to the decoration of the body y 
which after a little while, at longest, must be laid aside in 
the grave! Children think too much of the difference 
in dress between themselves and those who are either 
better or worse clad than themselves. Many a child has 
been grieved and mortified by unkind remarks upon his 
dress, and the vanity of many another has been increased 
by the remarks of playmates upon its beauty and becom¬ 
ingness. 

But think for a moment how small these distinctions 
are. The prettiest dress that was ever seen cannot give 
its wearer one half so much pleasure as the sense of an 
approving conscience. If we spend our time and attention 
upon the perishing things of this life, instead of cultivat¬ 
ing those virtues which shall make us happy hereafter, 
and filling our minds with the knowledge that shall make 
us useful here, what account shall we have to render to 
God in the day of judgment ? 

God will not ask us then whether our dress has been 
coarse or fine, shabby or good. He will ask us how we 
have improved our talents. And if we have suffered the 
faculties of our spirit to lie buried in a napkin, if we 
bent the energies of our minds to the things of this world, 
God will say to us, and the Bible declares it clearly, 
“ Cast ye the unprofitable servant into outer darkness! ” 

Think of these things, children, when you are disposed 
to be vain of any thing new in your clothing; think of 
them when your companions wear any thing that is not 
according to your taste. Let them check your disposition 
to ridicule them, and let it check the impulse you may 
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have to praise the dress of another. The tongue, in this 
case, greatly aids the sin; and, if you cease to talk of it, 
you will soon cease to set an undue value on it Those 
whose opinion in this world is really worth having will 
not think of you according to the clothes you wear; and, 
in another, the garment of the spirit, and its whole array, 
will be fashioned, as we believe, by the deeds of truth and 
love which we have done here. Let us, then, strive that 
the spirit may be adorned with all that shall make it fair 
and lovely; and, whatever our dress may be, that spirit 
will so ornament us that it will not be noticed how we are 
dressed, and we ourselves shall care only to be shielded 
from the cold of winter or the heats of summer. 

EDITOR. 


A Musical Owl. — Mr. Jenyns relates a good owl- 
story. He knew a tame owl that was so fond of music 
that he would enter the drawing-room of an evening, and* 
perched on the shoulder of one of the children, listen 
with great attention to the tones of the piano-forte, holding 
his head, first on one side, then on the other, after the 
manner of connoisseurs. One night, suddenly spreading 
his wings, as if unable to endure his rapture any longer, 
he alighted on the keys, and, driving away the fingers of 
the performer with his beak, began to hop about upon the 
keys himself, apparently in great delight with his own 
execution. The pianist’s name was Keevie: he was bom 
in the woods of Northumberland, and belonged to a friend 
of Rev. Mr. J enyns. — Selected. 
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THE SACRIFICE OF ABRAHAM. 

SEE ENGRAVING. 

The painter of the picture from which our engraving was 
taken was a man fhmous among the old painters* who are 
considered masters of the art. He has certainly made a 
very beautiful landscape; and we do not need to remember* 
in looking at it, that Abraham “ rose very early in the 
morning; ” for the light of the picture could belong to no 
other than the early part of the day. 

This story used to be one of the favorites of our child¬ 
hood. We were never tired of reading the beautiful 
answer of Abraham, in reply to Isaac’s question, u Where 
is the lamb'for the burnt-offering? ” —“ God will provide 
himself a lamb, my child.” Nor the truthful and natural 
simplicity with which the narration concludes: “ And, lo! 
God’s angel stayed him; and he fell upon his face, and 
wept” 

In these days there are few, who, with Abraham’s faith, 
are willing to give up to God the thing they hold most 
dear. There are very few children who are willing to give 
up any cherished plan which their parents do not consider 
best, even when the reasons are explained to them. Such 
children are making but a poor preparation for afterlife. 
God will try their faith in many ways, and they , will be 
found wanting; and as Abraham’s faith M was counted to 
him for righteousness,” so their want of it will be counted 
to them for sin. Learn it now, in your youth, by unques¬ 
tioning obedience to the commands of your parents, and 
the full confidence that they know what is best for you; 
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then, in after-years, when God calls upon yon to do some 
great thing, you will be ready to say, with the pious man 
of old, “ It is the Lord: let him do what seemeth good.” 

EDITOR. 


THE OLD ABBEY OF FOWRE. 

In the central part of Ireland are the remains of an ancient 
abbey, which is well worthy the attention of those who 
take pleasure in examining relics of antiquity, and wander¬ 
ing among the ruins of former days. With those memen¬ 
toes, Ireland abounds. Castles, round-towers, monasteries, 
or ancient churches, are to be met with in almost every 
country; their ivy-covered ruins arresting the attention of 
the traveller, and inviting him to stop, and make acquaint¬ 
ance with those venerable survivors of past ages. 

Connected with those ruins are legends and stories 
innumerable, which the superstitious and imaginative pea¬ 
santry have received by tradition from their forefathers, 
and relate with a full conviction of their authenticity. 
These foolish legends embrace pots of gold, buried under 
ground within the walls of old castles, over which cocks 
have been heard to crow at certain hours of the night; 
mysterious boxes, found on the summit of mountains, the 
covers of which no mortal hand dare raise, without suffer¬ 
ing the penalty of instantaneous death; celebrated trunks 
of trees, by embracing which serious evils may be averted; 
and cavities in rocks, approached at the risk of life, but 
which, having once succeeded in reaching, will purchase 
for the adventurer a safeguard through some of the most 
imminent dangers to which humanity is subject 
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The ancient name of Fowre was Balogne, or the town 
of books; the abbey having at one time possessed one of 
the most extensive libraries of the olden times, both in print 
and manuscript, from which it derived its name. The 
town is approached through a mountain-pass, and is sur¬ 
rounded by a natural fortification of not inconsiderable 
hills. 

The place where the abbey stands, which, with its 
chapel, monastery, and other buildings, covers about two 
square acres, is literally a large table-rock in the centre of 
a bog, or morass, and only accessible by a narrow road 
made of broken fragments from the neighboring rocks. 
The architecture of those buildings is considered to be 
admirable, and constructed with such strength and dura¬ 
bility as to be for some time formidable even to the devas¬ 
tating army of Cromwell. Even now, it presents one of 
the finest specimens of monastic ruins. What remains 
of the walls is covered with ivy, but through its beautiful 
dark-green foliage the east windows can be plainly traced. 
The stone staircase is still perfect, and, here and there 
in its windings, leads to dark, square, tunnel-shaped cham¬ 
bers, reaching from top to bottom of the building, and 
seeming to have been intended as places of confinement 
• Tradition relates that this abbey was, in ancient times, 
made the stopping-place for all the religious orders, as they 
travelled from the metropolis towards the west, being situ¬ 
ated about mid-way. From its castellated walls they could 
look out in security, during troublous times, till a favorable 
opportunity for departure should occur. 

Among those who came to make a pilgrimage to this 
sacred retreat, was, it is said, the celebrated St Cuth- 
bert. When he had arrived at a certain distance from the 
abbey, the first toll of the vesper-bell sounded in his ear; 
whereupon he immediately fell upon his knees to perform 
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his devotions, the marks of which, we are told with great 
gravity, are still visible, being two hollow indentations, on 
which no grass since then has been ever known to grow. 
Great virtne is attached to kneeling in the identical spot, 
which, of course, has attracted great numbers; and one 
poor woman was seen by a passer-by, endeavoring, with 
the utmost precision, to place herself on those knee-marks, 
for the purpose of averting some anticipated evil. 

St Kevin was another of those worthies for which the 
“ Queen Isle ” was, at one time, so famed, and was probar 
hly included in the list of pilgrims to the abbey. It is 
recorded of him, among many other things strange and 
wonderful, that having at one time retreated to a little 
hut in the desert to enjoy meditation, reading, and prayer, 
and while engaged in an act of devotion before an open 
window, having raised his hand towards heaven, a black 
bird perched upon it, and deposited her eggs in the open 
palm. The compassionate saint pitied the bird, and neither 
closed nor drew in his hand till the season of hatching 
arrived, and the young brood had emerged from their 
shells. This act of benevolence has been transmitted to 
posterity by the images of St Kevin being represented 
with an extended hand, and a bird sitting on it. Is it not 
strange that such ridiculous stories as these should find 
anybody stupid enough to believe them ? 

Pigeons are now the only inhabitants of this once-famed 
building, who find in its ruins an undisturbed retreat, and 
fiock there in great abundance. 

There are what the neighboring peasantry call “ four 
wonders ” connected with the ancient town of Fowre, — an 
abbey in a bog, a mill without a mill-stream, an anchorite 
cell, and water that will never boil. This last wonder is 
so fully believed, that to put it to the test would be consi¬ 
dered an act of sacrilege. A young lady, who requested a 
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bottle from her guide to carry home some of the water for 
the purpose of proving the truth, or rather the falsehood, 
of the assertion, was looked upon as an unbelieving heretic; 
and the guide went so far as to say, “ Troth, Miss, if you 
were to do such a thing, you would never have a day’s 
Juck after.” This unboilable water is found in a beauti¬ 
fully transparent well in the limestone rock on which the 
abbey stands. 

Near the entrance of the causeway leading to the mo¬ 
nastery is a mountain, presenting an almost perpendicular 
face, from a small fissure in which bursts forth a gushing 
torrent of water. Under the mouth of this stream a simple 
mill was once constructed, which, contrary to all modern 
improvements in machinery, had but one wheel, horizon¬ 
tally placed, having the grinding-stones in the upper end 
of the shaft The stream has its origin in a beautiful lake, 
surrounded by mountains, about three miles distant, from 
whence, having forced a subterranean passage through the 
rock, without being at all visible at the lake-side, it rushed 
through the before-mentioned fissure, and turned the wheel 
of the old-fashioned mill which ground the corn, in centu¬ 
ries gone by, for the solitary inmates of the monastery. 

The mill, like its other dependencies, has fallen into total 
ruin; but the stream still finds its way through its dark 
and hidden passage in the rock, and falls, with a deep 
murmuring sound, unheeded at its foot,— a voice from the 
pest, a speaking memento of other days. 

The anchorite cell, where have been known to dwell, 
for many years, two or three successive hermits, is a 
natural cavity high up in the rock, immediately over the 
mill. There, in his eyry-like abode, having reached 
the summit of superstitious ambition, he could slumber 
within sound of the busy wheel as it performed its unceas¬ 
ing revolutions, and wake at the tumbling fall of the 
9 * 
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mountain-stream to renew his devotions when the morning 
fun had lighted up the walls of the rocky dwelling-place; — 

“ Where, at the last, his weary age 
Found out a peaceful hermitage. 

The hairy gown and mossy cell. 

Where he oould sit, and nightly speU 
O’er every star the sky doth show. 

And every herb that sips the dew.” 

The ground beneath the rock has, since the desertion of 
the hermitage, been occupied as a burying-place, which 
adds additional sanctity to the neighborhood. — Youth’* 
Cabinet • 


LEWIS DAMON’S SOLDIERS. 

Lewis Damon was the eldest of a family of ten children, 
seven of whom were boys. He was a well-disposed youth, 
and a thoughtful one; and it often puzzled him when he 
noticed the difference between his own family and that of 
Samuel Drew, his most intimate friend. The brothers 
of Lewis seemed to him to be continually quarrelling and 
crying. They were never ready for school at the right 
time, and never sat down to meals at the proper moment 
Samuel’s five brothers, on the contrary, seemed, though 
full of fun and mischief, always kindly disposed towards 
each other; and punctuality, at the house of Mr. Drew, 
was held as one of the virtues. 

Where lay the difficulty? Lewis asked himself this 
question again and again. He was sure that his mother 
Aid all in her power for the good of the household; and 
his father’s slightest word was law. What could it be? 
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He had half a mind to ask Samuel; but that would involve 
the relation of home-affairs, and make him a tell-tale, — a 
character which Lewis heartily despised. He resolved to 
watch narrowly every time he went to visit his friend. 

It happened, that, the very day after this resolve, Lewis, 
on his way from the store in which he was employed, 
called at Samuel’s house to leave a book for him. 

“ Come in! ” cried Samuel, who heard his voice at the 
door. “Where have you been hidden for the last two 
days ? Come, I want to talk to you about learning Spanish 
this winter. You know it is quite important now in some 
lines of business; and a clerk who can write in foreign 
languages always commands a good salary.” 

Lewis drew a chair near Samuel; and the latter began 
a narration of his plan. 

“ Now, Lewis, you see, our fathers would give us the 
funds, if we asked for them; but then I don’t want to do 
that: I begin to feel independent now that I have fifty dol¬ 
lars a year. I have found, to-day,”- 

Here a little fellow of about five years old, who had 
been in the room all the time Samuel had been speaking, 
suddenly fell, and hit bis head against the rocker of the 
rocking-chair. The servant was, at that moment, entering 
the room in search of him; but, before she could reach 
him, Samuel had raised him from the floor, had placed him 
on his knee, and was talking to him. 

“ It hurt you, didn’t it, Fred ? Yes, I know it did, or 
yon would not have cried. You are my little man, yon 
say. Tell Lewis who it is that you are to drill for a sol¬ 
dier.” 

Freddy smiled through his tears, and said, “Number 
One.” 

“ Yes, Lewis, you don’t know what a famous company 
we are raising here,— all volunteers. Each boy has to 
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drill one soldier, — ‘ Number One,* and part of the drill is 
not to cry for trifles; and another part of the drill is ” —- 
And Samuel made a pause, and looked at the child on 
his knee, who answered, promptly, “ To mind in a mi¬ 
nute.” 

“ And another ? ” asked Samuel. 

“ Not to quarrel.” 

“Ah! you will make a fine little soldier. We shall 
have you in drill very soon.” And Samuel placed his 
brother on the floor, and went on talking with Lewis. 
“ Where was I ? Oh, yes! I was going to say that I had 
ascertained to-day, that, in one of the best mercantile aca¬ 
demies here, we can learn Spanish at five dollars a term. 
That would make twenty dollars a year apiece out of our 
salaries, which we can’t spare. Now, if one of us was to go 
the first term, and come directly home and teach the other, 
and the other should go the second term, and teach in his 
turn, we might save ten dollars, and, I dare say, learn by 
teaching.” 

“ I like your plan very much, Samuel; but Til take a 
day or two to think of it. Do your father and mother 
approve ? ” 

“ I have not, until to-day, settled the thing in my own 
mind sufficiently to speak of it. Frank,” called Samuel 
to a boy ten years old, who entered the house and .flung 
his cap on the floor, “ if you want to be first lieutenant, 
that isn’t the place for your cap.” 

Frank picked up the cap, and hung it on its proper 

Peg- 

“ I never have thought of studying Spanish; but I know 
a great deal of Spanish correspondence is necessary in 
the South-American trade. I believe t\\e language is 
easy.” 

“ Very easy to translate, Tm told; but I suppose writing 
it would be much more difficult” 
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“ There, I should think, our knowledge of French would 
be useful to us. But do explain this famous driUy that 
seems to have such an effect upon your brothers.” 

u Oh! ” said Samuel, laughing, “ that is only a little 
plan of mine, — one of my Quixotics, father calls it. You 
must know that I was reading a book on chivalry the other 
day, and the list of the virtues that were indispensable to a 
true knight Some little circumstaoce — I forget it now 
— suggested to me that I might make an order of chivalry 
in the family.” 

“ The order of St. Samuel ? ” asked Lewis, laughing, and 
interrupting him. 

U I have not named it yet,” said Samuel. “ I think the 
order of ( Number One ’ would be as good a name as any. 
But to go on with my story. After tea, I generally have 
a frolic with the little fellows. So I told them I was going 
to form a company of soldiers, and that each boy should 
belong to it who would drill one soldier, — himself, of 
course. The little ones have only two or three rules to drill 
him by (you heard Fred say his) ; but the older ones have 
others added. You don’t know how interested they are in 
it. I make, once in a while, a little flag or an epaulet out 
of some gilt paper, and show it to them, and tell them that 
is for my company. Every night, I inquire about the 
drill of my recruits. If they have had a good one through 
the day, then I take them into the yard or the dining¬ 
room, and we march round, and have a grand time; but 
if any boy has neglected to drill his soldier, and has dis¬ 
obeyed the rules, he is not allowed to march. You would 
laugh, Lewis, if you were to see me gravely stalking up 
and down the room, with these little urchins behind 
me, and giving qff orders, and words of command, in a most 
pompous tone. s-Mother is on my side, and says my drill 
works well; but father only laughs. However, if it does 
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not produce any real good, it at least gives the little 
rogues half an hour’s pleasure every day.” 

Just then, the tea-bell rang. 44 Stay to tea,” said Samuel: 
“ yours will be quite over when you reach home. I have 
kept you so long that I ought to make amends. Besides, 
as a further inducement, you shall see us march, and join 
yourself if you like. Now see the effect of my drill. They 
lose their march if they are not in the dining-room within 
three minutes after the ringing of the bell for meals.” 

When Samuel and his guest reached the door, every 
child was seating himself at the table. 44 We’ll have a 
grand march to-night,” he said; “ and perhaps we can 
persuade Lewis to whistle for us, which, you know, I can’t 
do.” 

Lewis wondered whether good table-manners were a 
part of the drill; for the children all ate and drank with 
the most perfect propriety and stillness. He came to the 
conclusion that this part of the exercises must be the result 
of long practice, and not owing to any efforts which Samuel 
had made. 

After tea, Samuel gave a peculiar whistle, at which each 
boy left the dining-room. Samuel then invited Lewis into 
the yard, and gave three short, sharp whistles more. At 
this signal, the company appeared. Samuel asked each 
boy, in turn, a few questions with regard to his rules, which 
were satisfactorily answered; and then he invited Lewis 
to join them. But Lewis preferred standing in a corner, 
and whistling the 44 Fest March ” and 44 Wood-up,” to any 
more active participation. 

44 Voted that the band, which has performed so accept¬ 
ably on this occasion, receive our thanks,” cried Samuel, 
as, out of breath, and almost as full of fun as his little bro¬ 
thers, he concluded the performances. 

44 Well,” thought Lewis to himself, as he proceeded 
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homeward, “I certainly have learned something of the 
eauses of the difference between my brothers and his. 
He seems to like to play with them and amuse them; and 
this drill is really a good thing. I dare say they recol¬ 
lect a great deal better with the prospect of the march 
before them.” 

Lewis began immediately to practise the lesson he had 
learned of his friend; for, when he reached home, he found 
Charlie, a boy eleven years old, rubbing his forehead in 
great distress over a slate covered with figures. “ What’s 
the matter ? ” he asked, in a pleasant tone. 

“ O Lewis, if you would only help me I I was afraid 
you would not get home in season; and then I thought you 
might be busy. Just explain me the principle: if I 
can understand that, I can do the sums.” 

Now, it so happened that Lewis was remarkably clear¬ 
headed, and that the mists which covered the science of 
arithmetic were yet thick in Charlie’s brain. Neverthe¬ 
less, Lewis sat down, and applied himself with most exem¬ 
plary patience to dear away a portion at least of the fog. 
His efforts, at last, were crowned with success; for Char¬ 
lie, after several unsuccessful attempts, finished his lesson, 
and went to bed quite happy. 

The next morning, Lewis was awakened by a noise of 
angry voices from the room next his own. He was about 
to rise and dress, without paying any attention; but he 
remembered that this would not be Samuel’s way, so 
he went to the scene of disturbance. There he found 
Charlie and the brother next younger, both half dressed, 
and Ned crying with rage. 

“ What is the matter here ? ” asked Lewis, quietly. Both 
the combatants looked very much ashamed, and made no 
reply. 

Charlie spoke first “ Why, you see, we begun to have 
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a pillow-fight, and we got frolicking; and, when I picked 
the pillow off the floor, I took up one of my shoes with it, 
and did not know it; and 1 flung the pillow at him, and 
the shoe hit him; and he says I did it on purpose.” 

“ 1 must introduce Samuel Drew’s rules here, 1 think.” 
The boys looked curious. “ One of them is not to cry 
for trifles, and another is not to quarrel. Now, I had a 
very nice time there last night $ and I will tell every boy 
who does not quarrel to-day all about Samuel’s company 
of soldiers to-night after tea. Perhaps we might have one 
too.” And Lewis, seeing a prospect of peace, returned to 
his own apartment. 

At breakfast, his brothers were very eager to hear about 
the famous company; but Lewis still declared that he 
could not tell them until after tea, and that any boy who 
had quarrelled during the day would not hear the ac¬ 
count 

There was a day of great peace at Mr. Damon’s. There 
were, it is true, one or two symptoms of disagreement; 
but one or the other party remembered, before it was too 
late, that to quarrel would be to lose a story, and perhaps 
— for had not Lewis hinted at a company of their own ? — 
perhaps to lose some farther fun. 

When the tea was fairly over, Lewis gathered his bro¬ 
thers around him, and told them about Samuel’s company. 
The boys were highly delighted. 

“ Touldn’t you have a tompany, too, Lewis ? ” asked the 
four-year-old John. 

“ Oh, yes! we could have a company, if you would drill 
the soldiers. If each boy would drill dumber One,* I 
see no reason why our company might not be as good as 
Samud’s. What do you say, boys ? Will you try it ? ” 

Thffwys, of course, were all eager to make the ezpeii- 
meht; and Lewis spent half an hour in assigning the rules, 
and hearing the boys repeat them. 
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u Number One,” said little Johnny, as he went up stairs 
to bed. “ Number One, — not to try, mind in a minute, 
not to twarrel.” And the little recruit was sound asleep as 
soon as his head touched the pillow. 

It was not to be expected that Lewis’s company should 
go as smoothly as Samuel’s did. Difficulties occurred 
daily; and many a soldier rebelled against his command¬ 
er’s authority, and attempted to march when he had broken 
a rule. But Lewis was resolute, though perfectly kind 
and gentle; and they soon found that no teasing could 
obtain the evening’s sport, unless it was fairly earned. 

One evening, as Mr. Damon was sitting at the tea-table 
after the children had left it, he inquired the cause of the 
noise in the yard. 

“ That is Lewis’s company of soldiers,” replied his wife, 
smiling. 

“ Johnny tried to tell me something about soldiers,” said 
his father; “ but I could not understand him.” 

u It is an idea of Samuel Drew’s,” returned Mrs. Damon, 
* that Lewis has taken up; and, so far, it succeeds per¬ 
fectly. Each boy drills one recruit, himself, according to 
certain niles which Lewis gives him; and, if those rules 
are transgressed, the offender is deprived of his evening 
march. The principal rules are to obey directly, not to 
quarrel, and not to mind trifles. Neatness and order, and 
good behavior at table, are also required of the older 
boys; and certainly I have had very little trouble with 
them for the last three weeks.” 

“ That is an exoellent plan; but I fear Lewis will tire 
of it.” 

u I do not think he will: he is as much interested in it 
as Johnny, and has already quite an insight intake dif¬ 
ferent characters of the boys.” • 

We have only to inform our readers, farther, that, as 
10 


Digitized by L»ooQle 


no 


QUAILS. 


Lewis took more and more interest in and pains with his 
brothers, the annoyances of his home decreased. The 
noise of angry disputes was now seldom heard; and all 
the family arrangements were conducted with increasing 
punctuality and good order. He continued his company 
for several years, and then gave the command to his bro¬ 
ther next in age, who maintained it with the same good 
results. 

Samuel’s plan for learning Spanish was approved by 
the parents of both boys, and was pursued with profit 
by them. In after-years, the good conduct of their nume¬ 
rous brothers, and their success in life, fully rewarded the 
exertions which Samuel and Lewis had made in their 
favor. EDITOR. 
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QUAILS. 

This little bird, familiar in its disposition and interesting 
in its habits, is the most abundant and widely distributed 
of our game-birds. It is very improperly called Quail; 
the European bird of that name being entirely distinct in 
habits, and belonging to a different genus. Our own bird 
bears a much greater resemblance to tbe English par¬ 
tridge ; though it is considerably smaller, and has therefore 
been named Little Partridge by some of the best writers. 
Being a constant resident throughout the United States, it 
is well known to every sportsman, every lover of good 
eating^rery farmer, and every trap-setting boy in the 
counti^r It is seldom met with in the interior of the for¬ 
ests, unless driven thither by its enemies, but prefers 
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the vicinity of cultivated places, near farms, and fields of 
grass; though it generally takes care to stay within flying 
distance of some thick covert or bushy swamp, in which 
it takes refuge when pursued. Its food consists of seeds 
and berries of all sorts; and it is expert in catching gras9~ 
hoppers and other insects. The nest, which in New 
England is built early in May, is usually placed among 
high grass, by which it is sheltered and concealed. It is 
sometimes, according to writers, covered, and made oven- 
shaped, a hole being left in the side for entrance. In the 
course of our own observation, we have never seen an 
instance of this; the nest having always been constructed 
with very little art, and left entirely open. The eggs are 
from ten to twenty, of a pure white. The young leave 
the nest as soon as they can get out of the egg-shell; and 
it is highly interesting to observe the native sagacity of 
these little creatures in concealing themselves among the 
grass, and that so suddenly and completely as to set at 
defiance the strictest search; while the mother uses all the 
artful manoeuvres observed in the case of the ruffed grouse 
to draw the attention of an intruder upon herself. The 
members of the family remain together during the whole 
autumn and winter; and, in the spring, the males select 
their mates, when each pair separates from the others, 
and proceeds to the business of raising a brood of its own. 
At this time is heard the loud and agreeable call of the 
male, “ bob white,” “ ah, bob white” as he sits perched on 
a fence or the low branch of a tree; and there is perhaps 
no other bird-note which better harmonizes with the beauty 
of a fine April morning in the country. — Forrester*s 
Magazine . 

% 
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(Concluded from p. 68.) 

I went down, and asked my husband what he thought 
of Henrietta. He only shook his head, and said, “ We 
won’t judge yet.” I was uncomfortable enough. At 
dinner-time, Miss Henrietta would not come down; she 
did not want any dinner; and she lay on her bed all the 
afternoon, half crying, half asleep, except when she got up 
to survey her disfigured countenance in the glass with 
many lamentations. The exposure .to wind and sun, 
with such shedding of tears, had done any thing but em¬ 
bellish her features and complexion. Still, one grateful 
smile would have given it beauty in my eyes. 

The next day did nothing to revive my romance. The 
charming girl, who was to make our home more lively 
than ever, was decidedly sulky; not pensive, not low- 
spirited, but silently cross, and almost uncivil. She spoke 
only to find fault. We breakfasted at half-past six. She 
did not get up till nearly nine. I went into her room 
several times; but I strongly suspected her of “ making 
believe” asleep. When she did get up, she could find 
nothing she wanted. Her innumerable trunks and band- 
boxes had been brought the night before; but I could 
scarcely find room for them; and she did not know which 
key belonged to which trunk, nor where any thing had been 
put Her mother’s maid had packed her clothes, and she 
had not even looked on. Then she had never been accus¬ 
tomed likdress her own hair; so the first attempt cost her 
anotheraood of tears, and more fretting and pettish fling¬ 
ing down of the hair-brush than I could have thought 


Digitized by L»ooQle 



Henrietta. 


113 


possible. When the operation was finished, I must own, 
her appearance was rather fanciful than neat. 

At meals she betrayed a sovereign contempt for our 
plain forks and whole outfit: but fasting and sea-air had 
given her such • an appetite, that she did justice to the 
roasted chicken and custard-pudding; and, in the evening, 
her sullenness gave way to an absolute necessity for talk¬ 
ing. She had held her peace as long as she was able; 
and now she went on, without once considering whether 
her topics could have any interest for us or not. 

She talked of a great many people whose names we had 
never heard, as if it were a matter of course that we must 
know all about them, and be thankful to hear of their say¬ 
ings and doings. She gave us a vituperative account of 
her French teacher; an enthusiastic one of her music- 
master, though she dwelt more on his white hands and 
brown mustaches than his musical skill. She gave her 
unde a blundering sort of description of the last opera she 
had attended, — that is, of the scenery and dresses, for 
she seemed to know little of any thing else; and, when he 
had left the room in utter weariness, she turned upon me 
with a minute account of a juvenile fancy-ball, where she 
had represented Queen Elizabeth. She did not appear to 
have had any idea of personating the character, only she 
had worn what she was told was exactly the costume; and 
•the lace ruff had cost so much, the brocade skirt so much, 
the velvet body so much, &c. Then she digressed to the 
mean dresses of her friends; then to her various quarrels 
with certain Emmeline^ and Lauras and Charlottes; till I 
began to think she must have fought duels with half her 
acquaintance, in her heart at least, so bitterly did she 
dwell on the subject I was glad there was a pillow for 
that frivolous head, and thankful when it was lanr there 
for the night 

10 * 
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I rejoiced next morning in thinking, that, although there 
was but one piano on the island, it was under our roof; 
and I said to Henrietta, after her late breakfast, that 1 
supposed she would be glad to practise every day. She 
hesitated, and muttered that she “ supposed she should 
have to do it; but she hated practising new music, and 
she was tired of the old.” I suggested that her music- 
master would be gratified if he should find her decidedly 
improved in the autumn; and, with much lingering, she 
went to find her music, — no easy task. But she had not 
spent half an hour at the piano before she came to find 
me, much amazed that I should be making cake, and still 
more to hear that we had no confectioner’s shop on the 
island. “ Why, can’t I go anywhere to get some of Stew¬ 
art’s candy, or an ice-cream ? ” Her dismayed u What 
shall I do ? ” almost made me laugh; but I felt little like 
laughing when I saw her listless life the next day, and the 
next, and the next She was utterly without occupation 
or resource. For rural pleasures or beautiful Nature she 
had no taste. She was not only quite awkward with the 
needle, and unused to it, but she hated it She had a bit 
of simple crotchet-work with her, which emulation of some 
particular friend had induced her to begin; but it was 
badly done, and I could not get her to sit at it twenty 
minutes. It was with difficulty she got interested, in a 
languid way, over a novel: but we had scarcely any on the 
island, except Scott’s, which she thought very dull; and 
no other book would she touch. She said reading history 
was as bad as studying; and her mother meant she should 
have a vacation all summer, as father would not let her go 
to Europe with them. 

It came out by degrees that her mother had wished to 
take her abroad; but her father had an old-fashioned 
sister, whose influence with him was great, and she had 
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persuaded him that girls were not rightly brought up in 
New York, and that Henrietta needed a little New-Eng- 
land training: so the child had been sent to me, with the 
insane idea, that, in three months’ time, 1 could counteract 
the terrible effects of whole years of early mismanagement, 
and break up confirmed habits of selfishness, indolence, and 
worldliness in its various forms. 

It was some time before Henrietta could take in the 
idea of a mode of life so different from that to which she 
was accustomed. That I had no occasion for dressing to 
make or receive morning-calls, like her mother, became 
intelligible after she had once seen all the houses on the 
island,— a feat accomplished in one afternoon's drive. 
But how I could associate at all with the inhabitants of 
those houses; how I could be all the time so busy; how 
I could take any interest in the currant and gooseberry 
bushes, or burn my face and dirty my hands with a little 
gardening every morning, — she could not understand; still 
less how I could sit down with such apparent satisfaction 
to make my husband’s shirts or mend his stockings, or 
think it a great privilege when I could find time to read 
Macaulay’s last volume. 

She went to bed early ; she got up late; but the days 
were all too long. I tried to give some variety to her list¬ 
less hours by carrying her over to the mainland: but there 
was nothing there to interest her; and, as we seldom had 
a day when the water was as still as when she arrived, she 
was in a perpetual panic while in the boat, insisting that 
it would upset, to the great contempt of old Jacob, the 
ferryman. She was afraid of cows, even with a fence 
intervening; and would run from the friendly demonstra¬ 
tions of our faithful English mastiff, uttering silly little 
screams, till the sensible animal learned to pass her in 
silent contempt. My neighbors thought her very proud 
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and disagreeable, and stared at her elegant dresses, on 
Sunday, with any thing but admiration, their good common 
sense being shocked by splendors so out of place. 

On Sundays, — what was Sunday to her? Of seven 
dull days, the most intolerable; except for the enlivening 
occupation of selecting, putting on, and exhibiting the New- 
York dresses. Alas! here was the canker at the core. 
In that young heart there was no religion. It may seem 
a harsh thing to say; for she had been taught to repeat 
some prayers when a little child, and had been in the habit 
of going to one of the most elegant churches in New York 
every Sunday, her father’s carriage being one of the hand¬ 
somest that drove up to those stately doors. But this was 
all the religion she had; and, to me, it seemed none at all. 
I could not see that the thought of God or duty ever influ¬ 
enced her conduct, speech, or thoughts, for one moment; 
and the perpetual presence of such an influence seems to 
me the essence of religion. As soon as I had studied and 
sounded her on this all-important point, and found such a 
total void, I gave up in despair. There was nothing to 
which I could appeal. Her whole affections were given 
to thejworld; and I had no reason to suppose she could 
even conceive of loving God and Jesus Christ. 

The want of native intellect is sometimes strangely sup¬ 
plied by piety; a cold nature is sometimes warmed by it, 
a passionate one controlled by it: but for piety itself there 
is no substitute; and, without it, weakness, folly, worldliness, 
degenerate rapidly into positive sin. 

I felt that Henrietta was a sinner. Her dreadful waste 
of the time God had given her, intending to demand an 
account of every precious day, was sin deep enough to 
make any soul miserable. And she was miserable. Her 
habits of idleness, her averseness to all occupation, had 
deprived her of every resource in the position in which 
she was placed. She suffered intolerably from ennui , and 


Digitized by Google 



HENRIETTA. 


117 


my friendly expostulations only rendered her irritable and 
disrespectful. Six weeks had passed, and matters grew 
no better. My summer was apparently spoiled in the 
unsuccessful attempt to make her a better and happier 
girl; when one day, among the letters which came to her 
weekly, she seized upon one which she had evidently been 
expecting, read it, and danced round the room with delight. 
It had come by the last steamer from her parents: it gave 
the permission she had besought, — to go with some friends 
to Newport; and she must be off to New York imme¬ 
diately to join them. Her languor was gone. She had 
learned one thing since she had been with us,— to dress 
her hair; and, indeed, it had been her chief employment. 
But now she actually condescended to help me to pack her 
trunks; though I found it necessary to refold and relay 
every article. 

In a flutter of delight, she left us, without one word of 
regret for trouble given or thanks for kindness shown. It 
was not honesty that kept her silent, — we could have 
appreciated that: it was want of thought, — want of heart. 
Christianity would have supplied these wants. 

I went again to the western upper-window, and saw the 
chaise carry Henrietta Carlisle up the yellow road from 
the water, away from the hated island; and I thought to 
myself, “ What discipline has God in store for that poor 
girl ? How can her soul be regenerated ? ” 

I went down stairs with a sense of freedom, only with a 
sadness as for some now-distant evil which I could not 
cure. I shut the chamber, whose furnishing had given me 
such delight, and felt no desire to open it again. I had 
been disappointed; but my own disappointment had been 
a small thing compared with the wreck of a human charac- 
'ter; and I had at last learned to be more grateful than 
ever for my old-fashioned New-England education. 

L. J. H. 
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It was dark when we landed at Pest. We made our way 
to the Queen-of-England Hotel, a very large establishment; 
and, from our window, we had a fine view of the Danube, 
and of Buda, which is directly opposite to Pest We devoted 
only one day to Pest; but we made good use of it Look¬ 
ing out from our window in the morning, I found we were 
fronting the river, with a wide quay running along the 
banks: the whole length of this was lined with women, 
busily engaged in selling their vegetables, meat, fruit, &c. 
When we first went out, we passed through the market- 
square, which was filled with women, selling their pretty 
flowers and nice-looking fruit Some of the pears and 
apples were very fine, as were the plums and peaches; 
and I bought more and better grapes for five cents than I 
ever purchased in Boston for a dollar! Great big horse- 
plums, as large as an egg, twelve for a cent! I must say, 
however, that this was the best place for fruit that we had 
seen. In this market, too, was sold the bread, — I mean 
the bread eaten by nine-tenths of the people: it was in 
very large loaves, weighing five to ten pounds I This is 
all made in the country : it is brown in color. They tap it 
on the bottom to show the quality, as we do a water-melon. 
It was a pleasure to see the women, too, looking clean and 
comfortable, and knitting or sewing while waiting for cus¬ 
tomers. Their dress was but little different from that of 
the Germans. 

Pest and Buda are twin-cities: sometimes they are 
called Buda-Pest. Though the Danube only rolls between 
them, there is a wide difference in the cities. Pest is on 
perfectly flat ground, on the left bank of the Danube, and 
is liable to inundation in the spring, on the breaking up 
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of the ice in the river; for it sometimes gets choked below 
the town. Within a century and a half, thirteen such have, 
been experienced. The greatest was in March, 1838, when 
a large part of the town was laid under water, totally de¬ 
stroying over two thousand houses in Pest, two hundred 
in Buda, and fifteen hundred in the environs, besides 
seriously injuring a thousand others. The rise was in the 
night, very sudden and rapid, so that many lives were lost 
It caused much misery, but opened the way for many 
improvements. Where formerly poor and small houses 
stood, are now long lines of lofty and handsome buildings. 
There are few finer streets of the same length in Europe, 
out of Paris and London, than the quay, along which, for 
a mile, extend substantial and handsome buildings. Among 
them are two of the largest hotels in Europe; the Exchange, 
a very fine building; and others. The streets are wide, and 
well laid out, and there are many creditable public build¬ 
ings ; while the private ones, generally, are neat, and often 
handsome. In some streets we observed, in looking through 
the doors, that almost every one had a garden in the rear. 
There is a German theatre, very handsome, with a garden, 
where, in summer, the audience repair between the acts 
to eat ices; and there is the new Hungarian theatre, where 
the plays are all in the national language. We went in the 
evening, and saw the tragedy of Othello. 

Pest has even its promenade, where the people repair 
in the afternoon to walk and drive. It is quite extensive, 
and really handsome. On the outskirts of the city, the road 
was lined with handsome grounds, neat houses peeping out 
of the green foliage within them. 

A short distance out of town is the field of Bakos, where 
the Diet, the national assembly of the Magyars, held their 
meetings in the open air. The deputies used to repair to 
the meeting on horseback, the magnates armed to the teeth, 
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and the chief ecclesiastics in their robes, each attended by 
troops of vassals; so that often one hundred thousand per¬ 
sons were congregated there, who dwelt in tents while the 
Diet lasted. Now it is a place for horse-racing. 

We crossed over to Buda by one of the finest suspension 
bridges in the world. There are two magnificent piers, 
the building of which was a matter of great difficulty. The 
river is here fourteen hundred feet wide; and the water 
where they stand, fifty-four feet deep: below, there are 
eighteen feet of sand and gravel, before the clay, on which 
the foundation is laid, is reached. Some of the granite 
blocks weigh from twelve to twenty tons. The distance 
from pier to pier is six hundred and twenty-seven feet; and 
each of the side openings, two hundred and seventy-one 
feet. It is thirty-seven feet wide, and forty-three above 
the ordinary level of the water. Its cost was about two 
million two hundred thousand dollars. It was first opened 
on the 5th January, 1849, to allow the Hungarian army of 
Kossuth to retreat, when pursued by the Austrians. The 
whole platform was a mass of living beings. During the 
first two days, sixty thousand imperial troops passed over, 
with two hundred and seventy pieces of cannon. On the 
24th April they again passed over, pursued in their turn 
by the Hungarians; so that the bridge was severely tried 
at the outset. It came very near being destroyed too. 
A train of three thousand pounds of gunpowder was laid 
under the Buda end by General Hentzi, the Austrian 
commander, with orders to set fire to it if the Hungarians 
should attempt a passage. It was fired by the commanding 
officer of the Croats, by mistake it is supposed, for he was 
blown to atoms. The chains vibrated with the shock, but 
remained uninjured. In July, the old Pole, Dembinski, 
was going to blow it up; but was finally persuaded not to. 

Buda has one street along the water’s edge; and then 
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the hill rises very abruptly, and is crowned by the well- 
fortified rock on which is the palace of the Palatine* 
Houses cover the side of the hill; and from Pest they make 
a fine appearance, as they are all white-washed, with dark 
roofs. Instead, however, of the fine buildings and activity 
of Pest, we have houses generally of one story, and streets 
dull and almost deserted. The palace, however, is magni¬ 
ficent, and shows grandly. It is not quite finished yet, the 
old one having been burnt in the bombardment of 1849. 

There are some hot springs in Buda; and ah extensive 
bath-house is kept up, attached to which is a large cafb 
and pleasant gardens on the bank of the river. There are 
two large baths for poor people, — one for males, and one 
for females. I entered to look at them, and found the odor 
any thing but agreeable. The water is changed once a 
day. In connection with the establishment is a large wash¬ 
house. Here wash-women can bring as many clothes as 
they can carry, and have hot water sufficient to wash them 
for a couple of cents; and, what is good also, they stand 
up to their tubs on benches to wash. It has really often 
made us ache to see women kneeling down and bending 
over to wash clothes in the river: it is the common prac¬ 
tice everywhere where there is a running stream. The 
water is about 120 9 Farenheit, and there is a plenty of it. 

The Palatine Rock is four hundred and eighty-five feet 
above the sea: but there are heights within cannon-shot 
which command it; and particularly Blocksberg, which is 
seven hundred and sixty-five feet above the sea, and com¬ 
pletely commands both Pest and Buda. Its highest point 
is directly above the river, where it forms a perfect preci¬ 
pice. In May, 1849, the Austrians occupied Buda and 
the Palatine Rock; while the Hungarians, under Gorgei, 
were on the heights above Buda, and commenced bom¬ 
barding the fortress. Hentzi, the Austrian, retaliated by 
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bombarding Poet This was entirely unexpected by the 
inhabitants, as the Hungarian army on that side had 
refrained from firing on Buda, that the Austrians might 
have no excuse for bombarding Pest. A lady on board 
the steamer told us that she was walking the streets, and 
so was everybody, as usual, when it commenced; and tbe 
balls flew like hail about the town. They all left, to 
the number of eighty thousand, and remained a fortnight 
in the woods, till the Austrians were finally driven from 
Buda by the storming of the Palatine Bock by the Hun* 
garians. We saw where this was done; and it was a won¬ 
der how they could succeed; for they had to clear the 
walls, twenty feet high at least, and a very steep declivity 
below them.. We went up the Blocksberg, and there had 
a fine view, up and down the river, of Buda and Pest 
The latter, with its light-colored buildings, almost without 
exception covered with slate, and white-washed chimneys, 
looked remarkably uniform and handsome. In fact, I 
have not seen so new a looking city in Europe. Tbe Aus¬ 
trians are now fortifying Blocksberg very strongly. Here 
we saw women employed in carrying up dirt and mortar. 
This, and the working in the field|, which is so common, 
as well as carrying burthens in the streets everywhere, is 
certainly unwomanly, according to our notions: but they 
look strong and healthy; and it is a query whether it .is 
not, after all, better so than to be wasting their life-blood 
making slop-clothing for a miserable pittance, and pining 
for fresh air. Here, at least, it is considered no degrada¬ 
tion ; and they get fresh air and good health. The only 
peculiarity in the men’s costume was that the lower class 
all wore very wide pantaloons of some light-colored, coarse 
texture, not hemmed at the bottom. They looked like an 
enlarged edition of sailors’ duck pants, not improved nor 
corrected. The better class are all Parisian in their 
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fashions. In riding over the hills of Buda, we fbund them 
covered with luscious grapes: they are very abundant. 
The fields have no fences; yet nobody seems to touch them. 
So it is with all fruit: we see it hanging over the road, in 
places where with us it would not stand the most distant 
chance of reaching the owner’s mouth for the naughty 
boys. Do you remember how I used to eulogize the beau¬ 
tiful festooning of the vines in Italy ? You see nothing of 
that here: they know better. The vine here is a stiff plant, 
altogether ungainly in appearance; albeit the fruit looks 
tempting enough, hanging in rich purple or white bunches. 
We could see whole sides of the hills for miles covered 
with it They make much wine in Hungary, and much 
vinegar. — Ladies* Repository . 


FUN. 

Most children fail to draw the proper distinction between 
fun and earnest. They seem to think that a thing done 
in fun , no matter how much it annoys another, is pardon¬ 
able. Nothing can be a greater mistake than this. Fun 
ceases to be fun when its object begins to be annoyed. It 
becomes earnest to that object; and fun, properly consi¬ 
dered, is at an end. 

There is one species of what children commonly term 
fun, which has always seemed to us most malicious, and 
unworthy of any child who wishes to do right We mean 
that which consists in finding the sensitive point of a 
younger and weaker child, and then making him the sub¬ 
ject of ridicule. Making fun of a child on account of his 
dress is one of the common instances. Children seem to 
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forget that every child dresses as his parents please; and, 
if a companion wears any thing old or ngly, it is from his 
parents’ choice, and not his own. 

Another species of fun, among boys at least, consists in 
tricks, such as tying long stems of grass together, so that 
a companion who is coming may catch his foot in the knot, 
and fall down. This kind of misnamed fun is not confined 
to those who are still boys; and, in some of our colleges, 
tricks are practised, which are not only annoying in the 
extreme, but even ungentlemanly and improper. 

Still another kind, with some boys, — we hope none of 
our readers ever have done or ever will do it, — finds its 
gratification in torturing animals. Many a poor dog have 
I seen with a tin-pail fastened to it, and chased through the 
street until it was ready to die with fatigue. And in some 
cases, though I believe it is generally in foreign countries, 
the children pass a pin through the body of a particular 
kind of beetle, that they may see him whirl and spin in 
the agony which this causes him. Birds’ nesting, too, is 
another cruel kind of fun. If it is confined to taking the 
eggs, it robs the parent birds of some days of patient sit¬ 
ting upon them; and if the young brood, you must all of 
you have witnessed the distress of the parents when any 
danger threatens their nestlings. Pelting frogs is another 
cruel sport We hope you all remember the fable about 
the frogs who were pelted, and the sensible address of the 
old frog to the boys, and the conclusive argument, “ What 
is fun to you is death to us.” 

There are plenty of ways in which you may enjoy your¬ 
selves to your hearts’ content, without resorting to means 
which shall annoy your elders, your companions, or those 
inferior creatures which the Bible says God intrusted to 
Adam that he might show a kindly care towards them. 
Innocent fun does our hearts good; and a laugh is "pleasant 
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at almost any time: but, when mirth is purchased at the 
expense of others, it becomes melancholy, and then we 
almost fancy we detect a hollowness in the loudest shout of 
laughter. editor. 


THE BABIES OF EGYPT. 

W. C. Bryakt, in writing from Egypt, says, — 

“ Among them were women in blue cotton gowns, bare¬ 
footed, with infants perched on their shoulders. This is 
the way in which the Arab mothers of the laboring class 
in Egypt carry their children. As soon as the little crea¬ 
tures get the voluntary use of their limbs, they are trans¬ 
ferred from the arms to the shoulder. I have seen 
instances of this kind which would supply striking subjects 
for the pencil. At old Cairo, the other day, a Coptic 
woman in the loose blue dress of the country, barefooted, 
her face unveiled, with symmetrical features, silent and 
sad-looking, opened to us the door of the old worm-eaten 
church in which is the little grotto where the Holy Virgin 
with her child is said to have eluded the pursuit of Herod. 
On the woman's shoulders sat an infant of seven or eight 
months, with well-burned brown cheeks and long dark eye¬ 
lashes, its head bowed upon hers, and one little hand 
pressed against her forehead, while the other arm passed 
around the back of the neck. The Egyptian mothers 
treat their children with great tenderness; and, though I 
see infants everywhere, I do not know that I have yet 
heard one of them cry. The expression of quiet resigna¬ 
tion in their faces is often quite torching. The Egyptian, 
born to a lot of dirt, poverty, and oppression, may well 
learn patience early.’* 
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PACIFIC MILLS. 

We promised our young readers, in our last number, some 
account of the process of calico-printing. This we wit¬ 
nessed at the Pacific Mills, in Lawrence. These mills are 
said to be the largest in the world. They cover a large 
extent of ground, and employ operatives who are numbered 
by thousands, and who, when they come from the mills at 
dinner-time, or when the day’s work is over, present the 
appearance of a considerable army. 

As we had seen the processes of spinning and weaving, 
we wished to commence at the printing; and we applied 
at the office for permission to go over the mill, and for a 
guide; both which we obtained. We were first shown into 
a large airy room, with only one or two pieces of machinery. 
At the farther end, in front of some large windows, sat a 
row of intelligent-looking men, each with a copper cylinder, 
of from four to six inches in diameter and two feet in 
length, before him. Each man was diligently engaged, 
with a small chisel and mallet, in cutting into the copper 
roller, from a paper design before him, to form a pattern 
which was afterwards to be printed. One was cutting 
lines so fine that he was obliged to use a magnifying-glass 
to see them. On each roller are cut the outlines of only 
one color. For instance, on one roller will be cut the out¬ 
lines of all the red figures; and, on another, only the 
outlines of the green. When these outlines are made, 
the cylinders are subjected to the action of aqua-fortis, — a 
very powerful acid, which eats into the copper in the lines 
just made, and renders the impression more distinct This 
is the process of engraving for flower, vine, or the more 
complicated patterns. For simple block-patterns, the 
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design is at first cut on a small steel cylinder, of perhaps 
an inch and a half in diameter, and six inches in length. 
This is then placed in a machine, close to a copper roller; 
and the copper, being the softer metal, receives, by means 
of great pressure to which it is subjected, the impression 
from the steel. The machines for effecting this were the 
only ones in this room. 

The next apartment had a stone floor, and a very dis¬ 
agreeable odor. It was filled with machines, the lower 
part of which contained the rollers, similar to those we had 
just seen so bright and shining, now covered with dye from 
the different kettles with which they were connected, and 
which were placed directly under the machine. The white 
doth rolled between them, came out printed, and went up 
over a large roller, to dry it somewhat before it was carried 
to the regular drying-room. Each machine had a different 
number of rollers, from one to thirteen. We observed a 
piece of calico, which was in the process of printing, of 
very delicate purple and fawn colors. As we remarked 
upon it, one of the workmen stepped forward, and, showing 
us a piece of calico of different shades of red, said that was 
the appearance when it was finished. And then we learned, 
to our surprise, that all these goods are submitted, after 
the printing, to an acid, which brings out the colors, and 
in some cases, as in the one before us, entirely different 
ones from those which appear in the printing. One of our 
party wore a new dress, of a thin woollen material. As 
she passed, one of the workmen observed to a gentleman 
in our company, “That lady’s dress came from these 
mills.” He recognized the pattern; and we were not a 
little amused by the incident 

From this apartment we passed to the drying-room, — 
an immense hall, of perhaps a hundred feet in length, and 
twenty or thirty feet in width and height The roof of 
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the room is composed of slats, looking not unlike the lath¬ 
ing of a room before it is plastered. Over these slats, hung, 
from the ceiling to the floor, the calicoes and muslins, dry¬ 
ing. Avenues were thus formed, the whole length of the 
room, by innumerable yards of cloth hanging on each side* 
When these are sufficiently dry, they are taken down, by 
men who stand on a little platform, and hung from and 
movable on the beams — not the slats — of the ceiling. 
By taking hold of the slats, they propel themselves along 
with sufficient speed for their purpose. In this room, we 
saw a young girl at work with her paint-brush and colors, 
whose business it is to retouch, in the woollen fabrics, those 
places which may by accident have been imperfectly 
printed. 

The steam-room came next. This is used only for 
woollens, and contains a large closet, or rather cabinet; 
for it occupies the whole centre of the apartment In this 
closet the goods are enclosed, and exposed to the action of 
the steam, until the harshness which the dye may have 
communicated to the wool is removed. This room was 
so warm that we left it as soon as possible, and passed to 
the next 

Here we found great tubs of starch, and boys engaged 
in dipping the muslins into them and drawing them out 
Such heaps of wet goods it was never our fortune to see 
before. The ironing is quite a pretty sight The doth 
merely passes under hot cylinders, which a girl tends, in 
order to be sure that the cloth is not wrinkled in passing 
beneath them. Another machine is so arranged as to give 
them a last and thorough drying; and it is very pretty to 
see eight or ten differently colored fabrics all rolling slowly 
over a high cylinder, and folding themselves, as the machine 
moved backwards and forwards, like harmless snakes. In 
another part of the room, two boys, of nine or ten years of 
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age, were engaged with a sewing-machine in piecing 
together the cloth which had been torn. 

We went now to the packing-room. Here we saw the 
cloth measured, folded, and the pieces placed in a huge 
hydrostatic press, in order, we suppose, to compress them, 
and make them occupy as little room as possible when 
packed. Pieces of all colors and materials were here piled 
in every direction. It resembled a wholesale store on a 
very extensive scale. At one end, men were filling and 
marking huge wooden boxes, and then nailing them up. 

In a small apartment, we saw a girl, whose only business 
it is to print the gilt stamps which are put on the goods. 

We were then shown the hall where, every week during 
the winter, a free lecture is delivered to such of the opera¬ 
tives as choose to attend. It is a fine large apartment, 
furnished with settees, and with a small desk for the 
speaker. The windows are large, and reach from the top 
nearly to the bottom of the room. Between them, at about 
half the height of the room, neat mottoes are placed, such 
as “ Temperance,” “ Justice,” and many others. We were 
told that these lectures are well attended, and that a large 
library is also used by the operatives with pleasure and 
profit 

One thing that particularly struck us, both here and at 
the duck-mill, was the intelligence in the countenance 
of the operatives. In no single instance did we observe the 
heavy and mechanical movements of the body, resulting 
from a mind that is deadened by inaction. Every man, 
woman, and child seemed to understand how the particular 
machine worked of which he had charge, and to be eager 
to give all the information in his power. The salaries of 
those engaged in engraving are very high, — as high as 
those paid to intelligent labor of any kind ; higher than is 
often paid to teachers of our schools in the country. We 
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hope our readers will have the opportunity, as we are sure 
they will have the inclination, to visit for themselves these 
or similar manufactories. editor. 


CHINESE AGRICULTURE. 

The Chinese farmer belongs to a privileged class of the 
population in China. In importance and honor, he is next 
to the mandarin and the i$an of letters; and, from the 
remotest antiquity, his avocation has been styled "the 
grand science of the citizen and of the prince.” The great 
maxim of the government has been, that agriculture is the 
true source of national prosperity and wealth; and, keep¬ 
ing this principle in view, they have, in practice, afforded 
every possible encouragement and security to the cultiva¬ 
tors of the soil. Even the emperor himself, “ the son of 
heaven,” thinks it not beneath him, once a year, to be a 
tiller of the ground: for, on the arrival of spring-time, he 
repairs in splendid pomp to a piece of land marked out 
for the purpose, attended by his suite of officers; and after 
prostrating himself on the ground nine times, in a prayer 
prepared by the court of ceremonies he invokes the bene¬ 
diction of Tien, the God of heaven, on the industry of him¬ 
self and of his subjects. Then, as the high priest of the 
empire, he sacrifices a bullock; during the offering of which, 
a plough, drawn by a pair of oxen and richly ornamented, 
is brought to the emperor, who, throwing aside the robes 
of majesty, puts his hand to the plough, and, in the pre¬ 
sence of his princes, mandarins, and peasantry, opens up a 
few ridges of land, and casts in the first seed of the season; 
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a ceremony which is performed on the same day by the 
viceroys of the different provinces throughout the king-* 
dom. 

Perhaps two-thirds of the inhabitants of China are em¬ 
ployed in the manual labors of the field; and, without 
exaggeration, they may be spoken of as the happiest and 
the most independent of the nation : for, although they pay 
to the amount of a tenth annually to the emperor, they 
have neither priesthood nor poor to support, — unless the 
poor of their own families, for whom all classes are bound 
to provide. The monarch is the universal emperor of the 
soil; and the tithe exacted from it is the whole rent paid 
by the farmer. But though the cultivator is thus, in a 
manner, tenant-at-will, he is never disturbed in his posses¬ 
sion so long as he continues to pay his land-tax; and he 
has the power of letting out any part, or the whole, if 
he please, to another. By this means, the lands are almost 
equally divided among the growers of grain; and there are 
no immense farmers or monopolizers of produce, who can 
command the market, while they exclude others of less 
capital and enterprise. Of the extent of land brought 
under culture, it is impossible for us to speak with pre¬ 
cision ; but, from the latest census published by order of 
the government, it appears that there are about six hun¬ 
dred and forty millions five hundred and seventy-six 
thousand three hundred and eighty-one English acres 
under proper tillage, the greatest part of which is devoted 
to the production of food for man alone. In China, the 
natives make no use of butter or cheese, and very seldom 
of milk : the principal animal food is pork, which is gene¬ 
rally home-fed. They have few horses for travelling, pomp, 
or war; and the only cattle they keep are such as are 
needed in husbandry. Hence there are no grazing-farms, 
no meadows, and very little pasture; while every acre of 
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ground capable of cultivation is turned up by the spade or 
plough, in order to afford sustenance for the teeming in¬ 
habitants. A common is quite unusual throughout the 
eastern half of China; while parks and pleasure-grounds 
are proportionably scarce, as the anxiety to satisfy the 
appetite prevails over the desire for amusement. Against 
the eating of beef the Chinese have a strong prejudice,— 
not so much on account of religious scruples as because 
oxen are used in husbandry; and they think it a shame, 
after a poor animal has been laboring all his life in their 
service, to cut him to pieces at last, and then to feed upon 
his flesh, and make shoes of his hide! 

The great staple article of food is rice, of which there 
are two crops annually ; but besides this, in some districts, 
the Chinese agriculturist cultivates barley, maize, millet, 
wheat, pease, beans, and other garden vegetables not indi¬ 
genous to Europe. In the culture of the first-mentioned 
article, which is their staff of life, the growers display 
great industry and ingenuity in their system of irrigation 
and their economy of the water, which is indispensable to 
its produce. 

Besides their canals and artificial rivulets, which inter¬ 
sect every part of the empire, they dig reservoirs to catch 
the rain, or the water that may descend from the upper 
lands; and this they distribute by means of wheels, levers, 
chain-pumps, swinging-buckets, and by other hydraulic 
machines, worked by the hands or feet, and sometimes by 
a buffalo. On their implements of husbandry much praise 
cannot be expended. The plough is very simple in struc¬ 
ture, and is inferior to the worst of ours fifty years ago. 
Even their best plough does not turn up the earth to the 
depth of more than six inches, so that new soil is never 
reached; and, being worn out, the mould requires the 
addition of an immense quantity of manure, in the procur- 


Digitized by L»ooQ[e 



THE CUTTLE-FISH. 


188 


ing of which the Chinese are astonishingly industrious: 
for, among this extraordinary people, even the hair of the 
human head and the shaving of the beard are collected, 
and preserved for the purposes of agriculture. Every 
barber — a numerous body in China, where, all the head 
being shayed except a lock behind, few men have dexte¬ 
rity enough to shave themselves, — is always provided 
with a small bag, in which he carefully deposits the locks 
and shavings he cuts off, which are, indeed, considered 
excellent manure. According to the missionaries, they 
cut off the bristles of their swine, and even shave them, 
as their hair is esteemed most valuable for giving strength 
and vigor to their rice-lands. — Youth's Cabinet . 


The Cuttle-Fish. — The noise of this fish, on being 
dragged out of the water, resembles the grunting of a hog* 
When the male is pursued by the sea-wolf, or other raven¬ 
ous fish, he shuns the danger by stratagem : he squirts his 
black liquor, sometimes to the quantity of a drachm, by 
which the water becomes black as ink, under shelter 
of which he baffles the pursuit of his enemy. This ink, or 
black liquor, is reserved in a particular gland. It may 
serve either for writing or printing; in the former of 
which ways, the Romans used it. It is said to be a prin¬ 
cipal ingredient in the composition of India ink, mixed 
with rice. 
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SUNSHINE BEHIND CLOUDS. 

(Concluded from p. 73.) 

Hop* followed the gentlemen to the outer doer* “ I may 
*tay, papa?” 

* Tee, till I come again in the evening. Don’t let any 
tiling touch Amy’s foot; and on no account let the burn* 
dages be moved.” 

“No, papa. Would you please ask Dr. Grey what he 
meant by shaking his head so sadly when you said the 
worst was over?” 

Dr. Grey turned round. “ Miss Lindsay is very obser¬ 
vant,” he said, with a grave smile. 

“ But you surely don’t imagine,” said Dr. Lindsay, has¬ 
tily, “ that this accident is going to prove fatal ? ” 

“No,— at least, not immediately. If she were my 
thfld, I would almost prefer that It should. I fear there 
is an injury to the spine, which wiii cause permanent 
deformity and continual suffering. But I may be mis¬ 
taken : Heaven grant I am! No need of cautioning your 
daughter to silence, I know. Good-by! ” 

Dr. Lindsay was constant in his attendance; Dr. Grey 
came in often: but nothing was said about their fears for 
some time. Amy’s bruises were well; her foot had 
gradually become less painful; and she had begun to talk 
happily with Hope of the walks they would take when it 
Was quite well. One morning, as she lay upon the sofh, 
with Hope by her side, the two physicians entered together, 
and Amy looked up with a bright smile of welcome. 

“ All going on well here,” said Dr. Grey, after examin¬ 
ing the foot. “ And now, my child, how is it about the 
pain in your back, that you told me of? Is it better ? ” 
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u I hardly know: sometimes I think it is, and then it is 
worse again. I feel no pain anywhere else now.” 

“ Suppose you let me touch the spot, my dear. Near 
the shoulder, is it ? ” 

Amy submitted quietly to the examination; at the dose 
of which, a significant glance was exchanged between the 
gentlemen. Hope, who was earnestly watching their 
countenances, read in them the confirmation of the sur¬ 
geon’s fears; and Amy, whose eyes had unconsdously 
rested on her friend’s face, was startled at its sudden 
change of expression. 

“ What is it, Hope ? ” she asked. “ What troubles you 
so ? ” Then, turning her head, and meeting Dr. Grey’s 
compassionate look, a new thought occurred to her. “ Is 
Hope troubled on my account ? ” she said to him. “ May 
I know what it is ? ” 

“ Miss Lindsay has a teH-tale face, I am afraid,” ha 
answered; “ but I will tell you what you wish to know. 
This pain is what neither I nor any other physician can 
cure: your fall injured the spine, and this is the result 
Can you make up your mind, my poor child, to endure 
years of suffering ? ” 

Poor Amy covered her face with her hands, and the 
tears trickled through the slender fingers. “ Shall I never, 
never, be able to go out any more ? ” she said, at last 

“ Yes, I think you may. I do not suppose the pain 
will be continual, or always severe; and, as your strength 
returns, you will have less of it But, my dear child, there 
are trials harder to endure even than physical pam,~*r 
especially for the young and beautiful. Should such come 
to you, try to submit patiently.” 

Amy looked bewildered; then, as a perception of his 
meaning dawned upon her, she said, in a faltering voice, 
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“ I will try. Only don’t tell my mother: she will find it 
• out soon enough.” 

The kind surgeon saw, by the quivering lip and closed 
eyes, that it was only by a great effort Amy could restrain 
her emotion; and he immediately took his leave, with Dr. 
Lindsay, promising to call again soon. Hope would have 
remained to try to comfort her; but Amy begged her not. 
“ I want to be alone, Hope, a little while, — all alone.” And 
Hope, whose tears had been falling for some time, kissed 
her friend silently, and left the room. 

Dr. Grey’s predictions were not entirely fulfilled: the 
change in Amy’s figure was less great than he had feared, 
and the pain gradually diminished. But her constitution, 
always delicate, had received a shock from which it could 
not recover; and, after a time, it became evident that she 
was slowly, though not the less surely, fading away from 
earth. She was able to go from room to room, or into the 
garden, with the help of a crutch or of some friend’s arm 5 
she rode out frequently, and enjoyed her rides: but the 
delicate rose-tinge on her cheek grew fainter, and her 
slight form thinner, from week to week. 

She had returned one afternoon from a ride with Dr. 
Lindsay, and, reclining on a couch by the western window, 
was watching the sunset. “ I shall lose my ride to-morrow,” 
she said, turning with a smile to her mother. “ See how 
the clouds gather. It will rain before morning.” 

“ Clouds again, Amy ? There have been too many 
already in your young life. Must there always be 
clouds?” 

“What matter, mother dear, if the sun still shines 
behind them?” answered Amy, with a look of perfect 
serenity. “ My childish faith comforts me still; and the 
consolation is greater than when I thought only of rainy 
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days and my delayed pleasures. 0 mother! I cannot 
tell you how I love to think of it I am sore that God 
afflicts only in love; and, when the trials have done their 
work, they will pass away. 1 am not afraid to trust hi* 
love,—are you, mother ? ” 

Mrs. Thurston sighed. “ No, Amy: but this is a cloud 
that will never pass away. Your Uncle Lindsay has 
acknowledged as muoh to me.” 

“ Dr. Grey told m$ so months ago, dear mother. May 
I say something to you, — something I have only known 
certainly for a few hours? Don’t be troubled because 
this cloud cannot pass away from me: I am passing away 
myself from all the clouds; going up above them, dear mo¬ 
ther, where clouds cannot come. Don’t cry 1 pray, don’t! ” 
for Mrs. Thurston was sobbing in agony. “ I made Uncle 
Lindsay tell me to-day; and I promised to tell you myself: 
but I cannot bear to see you weep so. Mother 1 dearest 
mother 1 ” 

Amy threw her arms around her mother’s neck, weeping 
herself, for sympathy. She had accustomed herself to 
think of death as at no great distance, and the thought had 
lost any terror that it might have had at first: but her 
mother’s grief distressed her; and Mrs. Thurston, for 
her daughter’s sake, endeavored to control herself. The 
conversation thus begun was often renewed, until the 
sweet peace and resignation of Amy’s young spirit stole 
into the mother’s heart also, and the eye of faith began to 
see the sun shining, even through these darkest clouds. 

It was on a Sunday afternoon, at the close of service, 
nearly a year from the time of the accident, that loving 
friends and schoolmates followed all that was mortal of 
Amy Thurston to the grave. Though in May, the day 
had been as variable as April; and, though only one slight 
shower had fallen during the day, the gathering clouds had 
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often threatened others. The group of friends stood in 
silence while the clergyman said a few solemn words of 
counsel and sympathy; and then Hope, who stood by her 
father’s side holding her little sister by the hand, begged 
to look once more at Amy. Dr. Lindsay stepped forward 
and raised the lid; and, as he did so, a sudden gush of 
sunlight, breaking through the clouds, lighted up the pale, 
calm face with an almost angelic radiance. Hope bent 
down to gaze for the last time upon her friend; and little 
Grace, pressing close to her sister, whispered, “ Did papa’s 
opening that cover bring the sunshine back ? ” 

Hope smiled at the child’s question, thinking within her¬ 
self that Amy’s presence had ever been like sunshine; but 
she turned silently away, and followed her father, who had 
led Mrs. Thurston to the carriage. 

Amy had been humble and unpretending in her quiet 
home; but she had not been without influence, and that 
influence lived after her. Beloved by all who knew her, 
no touch of sadness lingered in their remembrance of her. 
Her childlike faith, her gentle and cheerful submission to 
all trials, were a lesson to others; and Hope Lindsay was 
not the only one, who, cherishing Amy’s memory, adopted 
her favorite motto, and learned to look for “ sunshine 
behind the clouds.” a. a. 


Lace-Bark Tree. — In the West Indies is found a 
tree, the inner bark of which resembles lace, or network. 
This bark is very beautiful, consisting of layers, which 
may be pulled out into a fine white web, three or four feet 
wide. It is sometimes used for ladies’ dresses. 
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THE SOLDIEIUCRAB. 

Every one almost knows something about the habits of 
the soldier-crab. He is not furnished with a complete 
shell of his own by nature. A portion only of his body is 
covered with a shell. So he jumps into an empty one, 
and uses it as his own. But this fact is not the only inter¬ 
esting one connected with his habits ; and I must tell you 
something else about him, which I think you have never 
heard, as it has recently been brought to light I get my 
information from a work, lately published in England, on 
the wonders of the ocean. 

The soldier-crab has generally a fellow-lodger inside; 
while the roof of his dwelling, the spire of the shell, is 
often the chosen abode of a species of the anemone. This 
extraordinary creature is a parasite, although it has been 
known to exercise some choice in selecting its site. When 
displaced from a shell, it will plant itself on a stone by 
means of its suckers; but, of its own good-will, it would 
always get upon the roof of another individual’s wagon, 
and so enjoy the pleasure of being carried. The anemone 
resembles a tall, thick pillar, surmounted by a fringe of 
tentacles, that wave gallantly at every motion of the crab. 
The companion who dwells inside with the soldier is a 
worm. But I will allow our naturalist to introduce him : 
“ While I was feeding one of my soldiers, by giving him a 
fragment of cooked meat, which he, having seized with one 
daw, had transferred to the foot-jaws, and was munching, 
I saw protrude, from between the body of the crab and the 
whelk-shell, the head of a beautiful worm, called the Nereis, 
which rapidly glided out round the crab’s right cheek, and, 
passing between the upper and lower foot-jaws, seized the 
morsel of food, and, retreating, forcibly dragged it from 
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the crab’s very month. I beheld this with amazement; 
admiring that, though the crab sought to recover his hold, 
he manifested not the least sign of anger at the actions of 
the worm. I had afterwards many opportunities of seeing 
this scene enacted over again: indeed, on every occasion 
that I fed the crab and watched its eating, the worm ap¬ 
peared after a few moments; aware probably, by the vibra¬ 
tions of its huge fellow-tenant’s body, that feeding was 
going on. The mode and the place of the worm’s appear¬ 
ance were the same in every case, and it invariably glided 
to the crab’s mouth between # the two left foot-jaws. I was 
surprised to observe what a cavern opened beneath the 
pointed head of the worm when it seized the morsel, and 
with what force comparatively large pieces were torn off 
and swallowed, and how firmly the throat-jaws held the 
piece when it would not yield. Occasionally, it was 
dragged quite away from the crab’s jaws, and quickly 
earned into the recesses of the shell. Sometimes, in this 
ease, he put in one of his claws, and recovered his morsel; 
at others, he gave a sudden start at missing his grasp, 
which frightened the worm, and made it let go and retreat: 
but sometimes the latter made good his forray, and enjoyed 
his plunder in secret.” — Youth's Cabinet 


CODFISHING. 

One of the most serviceable creatures for the use of man 
is the codfish. When fresh, it is most exoellent food; 
when dried and salted, it is hi great demand all over the 
world. Its tongue and swimming-bladder, called “ sounds,” 
is a favorite dish on our tables. From the liver, oil is 
extracted, which, in an impure state, is used for burning: 
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more carefully prepared, it makes the u cod-liver oil,” —»a 
medicine of healing power, now in extensive use. The 
Norwegians and Icelanders pound up the backbones and 
other refuse parts to feed their dogs and cows upon. 

The great fishing-grounds of the cod are on the Grand 
Banks, off Newfoundland, and along the coast of Labrador, 
where, in the height of the fishing-season, there are between 
six and seven thousand vessels engaged in the business, — 
American, English, French, Dutch, and Spanish; and it 
is estimated that forty millions of fish are taken annually. 
The fishermen on the bank-fisheries cut off their heads, 
open them, sprinkle them with salt, and throw them into 
the hold to bring them home to cure. Those who fish 
on the Labrador coast make a much longer stay; for they 
land and dry them on the rocks, or on flakes erected for 
that purpose. These are generally carried to a foreign 
market. 

The fishing season begins in March, and ends in June. 
At that time, the sea is alive with fish. Besides the cod, 
there are vast shoals of other fish, who follow to prey upon 
them; and, when we think of the wholesale slaughter to 
which they are exposed, one might fear that the species 
would die out: but such fears are quieted by the fact that 
one female lays nine million of eggs, affording a plenty for 
all the risks which the cod is supposed to run from man 
or his briny neighbors. 

The fishing-business is one of excitement and exposure; 
for the weather on the banks is cold, foggy, and stormy: 
but there are brave hearts and stout arms for all the perils 
and hardships of life; and it is not so much where we are, 
as what we are, for fulfilling the great end of life. “ The 
noblest man and the best Christian I ever saw was a bank- 
fisherman, God bless him 1 ” sjid a rich merchant to me one 
day. — Child 's Paper* 
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THE RACCOON. 

This animal is peculiar to America. He resembles the 
bear, but is much smaller, and more elegantly formed. 
He is an active and lively animal; an excellent climber of 
trees, in which the sharpness of his claws greatly aide 
him; and he will even venture to the extremity of slender 
branches. He is a good-tempered animal, and, conse¬ 
quently, easily tamed; but his habit of prying into every¬ 
thing renders him rather trqpblesome: for he is in constant 
motion, and examining every object within his reach. He 
generally sits on his hinder parts when feeding, conveying 
all his food to his mouth with his fore-paws. He will eat 
almost every kind of food, but is particularly fond of sweets 
meats; and will indulge in spirituous liquors, even to drunk¬ 
enness. He feeds chiefly at night, in a wild state, and 
sleeps during the day. 

Brickell gives an interesting account, in his u History 
of North Carolina,” of the cunning manifested by the rac¬ 
coon in pursuit of its prey. “ It is fond of crabs, and, when 
in quest of them, will take its station by a swamp, and 
hang its tail over into the water, which the crabs mistake 
for food, and lay hold of it. As soon as the raccoon feels 
them pinch, it pulls up its tail with a sudden jerk; and 
they generally quit their hold upon being removed from 
the water. The raccoon instantly seizes the crabs in its 
mouth, removes them to a distance from the water, and 
greedily devours its prey. It is very careful how it takes 
them up, which it always does from behind, holding them 
transversely, in order to prevent their catching its mouth 
with their nippers.” 

When enraged, or desirous of attacking a person, the 
raccoon advances with archea back and bristling hair, and 
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with its chin or under jaw close to the ground, uttering 
gruff sounds of displeasure. If onoe injured, it seldom for* 
gives its enemy. On one occasion, a servant struck a 
tame raccoon with a whip. In vain did he afterwards 
attempt a reconciliation: neither eggs, nor food most 
coveted by the animal, availed in pacifying it At his 
approach, it dew into a sort of fury: it darted at him with 
sparkling eyes, uttering loud cries. Its accents of anger 
were very singular: sometimes one might fancy them the 
whistling of the curlew; at others, the hoarse bark of an 
old dog. If any one beat it,4t opposed no resistance : it 
Concealed its head and its paws, like the hedge-hog, by 
rolling itself into a ball. In this position it would suffer 
death. When its chain broke, it would allow no one to 
approach it; and it was with great difficulty refettered. —- 
Forrester's Magazine. 


INSTINCT OF THE HARE. 

The hare, when it hears the hounds at a distance, flies for 
some time through a natural impulse, without managing 
its strength, or consulting any other means but speed for 
its safety. Having attained some hill or rising ground, 
and left the dogs so far behind that it no longer hears their 
cries, it stops, rears on its hinder legs, and at length looks 
back to see if it has not lost its pursuers. But these, 
having once fallen upon the scent, pursue slowly, and with 
united skill; and the poor animal soon again hears the 
fatal tidings of their approach. Sometimes, when sore 
hunted, it will start a fresh hare, and squat in the same 
form; sometimes it will creep under the door of a sheep- 
cot, and hide among the sheep; sometimes it will run 
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among them, and no vigilance can drive it from the flock; 
some will enter holes, like the rabbit, which hunters call 
going to vault; some will go up one side of the hedge, 
and come down the other. It has been known that a hare, 
sorely hunted, has got upon the top of a quick-set hedge, 
and run a good way thereon, by which it has effectually 
evaded the hounds. It is no unusual thing also for them 
to betake themselves to furze-bushes, and to leap from one 
to another, by which the dogs are frequently misled. 
However, the first doubling a hare makes is generally a 
key to all its future attempts of that kind; the latter being 
exactly like the former. The young hares tread heavier, 
and leave a stronger scent than the old, because their 
limbs are weaker; and, the more this forlorn creature 
tires, the heavier it treads, and the stronger is the scent it 
leaves. A buck, or male hare, is known by its choosing 
to run upon hard highways, feeding further from the wood- 
sides, and making its doubling a greater compass, than the 
female. The male, having made a turn or two about its 
form, frequently leads the hounds five or six miles on a 
stretch; but the female keeps close by some covert side, 
turns, crosses, and winds among the bushes like a rabbit, 
and seldom runs directly forward. In general, however, 
both male and female regulate their conduct according to 
the weather. In a moist day, they hold by the highways 
more than at any other time, because the scent is then 
strongest upon the grass. If they come to the side of a 
grove or spring, they forbear to enter, but squat down by 
the side thereof until the hounds have overshot them; 
and then, turning along their former*path, make to their 
old form, from which they vainly hope for protection. — 
Youth's Cabinet . 
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THE TWO NEVER-MINDS; OR, AUNT MARY’S STORY. 

It was a rainy day. No hope of clearing away shone 
from the thick, dark masses of clouds that hung in the 
sky; and none came from the old weather-vane that stood 
resolutely pointed towards the east. It did really seem 
too bad. It was all the more so since the day was a holi¬ 
day, and Cousin Grace, from the city, had come the night 
before to spend it with us. The morning had proved tole¬ 
rable, spent in the barn : but we were all tired of the 
barn; and the dolls did not behave as they ought What 
should we do? We wandered discontentedly through the 
house, and, hearing a voice in Aunt Mary’s room, paused 
to listen. There she sat, not far from the open window, 
listening to the drip of the rain on the leaves, which had 
annoyed us so much. Her knitting was in her hand; 
and she was repeating — 

“ He shall come down like showers 
Upon the fruitful earth." 

She heard our footsteps, and, turning round, smilingly 
asked us to come in. “ You don’t like the rain, children,* 
she said: “ it has spoiled your plans. Now, I enjoy it 
very much. Perhaps you will when you reach my age. 
I wonder if I can do any thing for you.” 

“ 0 Aunt Maryl” cried Grace and little sister Heps* 
in a breath, “ if you would only tell us a story 1 * 

“ That I will do, if you wffl give me time to collect 
my thoughts.” And presently Aunt Mary began as fol¬ 
lows : — 

“ When I was thirteen or fourteen years old, my father 
and mother were obliged to take a journey. They did 

13 
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not wish to leave me at home; and so I was sent to Uncle 
Nathan Nevermind's to make a visit until their return. 
Uncle Nevermind lived nearer the city than we did, in a 
large town of perhaps ten thousand inhabitants. To me 
it was quite a city. 

“ My uncle had two daughters, — one a year older, and 
the other a year younger, than myself. The moment I 
saw them, I made up my mind that I should like best 
Hepsa, the younger. She looked very merry and good- 
natured ; although 1 cannot say that her appearance was 
very tidy: for, when my father and mother and I went 
into the sitting-room, she came forward to speak to us 
with her shoes down at heel, her dress hooked so that one 
side was higher than the other, and her hair had not cer¬ 
tainly had a visit from either brush or comb since early 
morning. 

“ Eunice, my other cousin, would have been more attrac¬ 
tive to most persons. She had a pleasant though not a 
roguish face, and was very neatly dressed. I think she 
looked neater from contrast with Hepsa. She seemed to 
be ashamed of Hepsa’s disorderly appearance; and I 
observed her, when she thought no one was looking, re¬ 
forming the disagreement between the two sides of Hepsa’s 
dress. 

“‘Come, Cousin Mary,’cried Hepsa, as soon as my 
father and mother had gone, and I was beginning to feel 
like a stranger in a strange place, — ‘ come, Cousin Mary, 
and see our rooms. I wanted you to sleep with me, and 
so did Eunice; but mother said you might try us both a 
week, and then decide. Eunice gave me my turn first; 
and I know you will want to be in my room always, because 
Eunice, though the dearest sister in the world, is, between 
you and me, a little bit of an old maid.’ 

“ Certainly it was no old maid that inhabited the apart- 
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ment whose door Hepsa now flung open. The wash-basin 
was in a chair ; the pitcher on the mahogany bureau, with 
a pool of water at its base; some soiled clothing lay in 
the middle of the room; the closet-floor was garnished by 
heaps of old shoes; and, while the mantel-piece held the 
comb and brush, the bed was strewn with dresses, which 
had been pulled from the pegs in the closet, and not 
replaced. 

44 4 It looks rather crazy here, Mary. But never mind 2 
this is a place where you can do just as you please. Til 
dear up a little, so that you may have a place to put your 
things.’ 

44 The clearing-up consisted in kicking the shoes farther 
into the corner of the closet, giving me room for a similar 
heap if I chose to make it, and hanging two or three 
dresses, often a soiled one over a clean one, on the same 
peg, that I might be accommodated. I shall not try to tell 
you how she rummaged and thrust away, in order to give up 
to me one of the drawers in her bureau. She never 
thought of replacing pitcher and basin; but, when I had 
occasion to use them, she cried, — 

444 Oh! I used up the last drop of water this morning, 
trying to make my hair look decent.’ And, seizing the 
pitcher, away she ran with it to the kitchen, and soon 
returned with the water. 

44 4 Is that the bell to wake us up,’ I asked of Hepsa, 
the next morning, as I heard one rung at the foot of the 
stairs. 

44 4 Yes,’ answered Hepsa, in a sleepy tone: 4 but never 
mind; there’s time enough. I’m going to have another 
nap.’ 

44 1 rose immediately, and was nearly dressed, when a 
gentle tap was heard on the door. I opened it; and there 
stood Eunice. 4 Why, Cousin Mary, are you up already ? ’ 
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ahe said, in a tone expressive of much pleasure. * Mother 
sent me to call Hepsa, and to tell 70a, that, if you were 
tired, you must lie still, and get some more rest. Come, 
sister,’ she added, going towards the bed, and taking Hepsa 
by the hand: ‘ are you not ashamed to let Mary be so much 
snore active than you?’ 

“ After a few moments spent in trying to rouse her sis¬ 
ter, Eunice left the room; and, in about five minutes more, 
a bell rang. 

“ * Oh, dear 1 ’ yawned Hepsa, springing up; * what shall 
I do ? That’s the bell for prayers; and 1 know I shan’t 
be dressed till they are all through; and father will be so 
angry! Wait a minute, Mazy dear, there’s a good child/ 
And Hepsa began to dress. 

“ 1 You’ve no white skirt on,’ 1 cried, as she put a muslin 
dress over a dark petticoat 

“ ‘ Ob, never mind trifles now! 9 she cried; and, after her 
dress was on, she ran to the stand to wash. ‘ I can’t find 
my tooth-brush,’ she exclaimed. ‘ Never mind, I can do 
without it for once.’ And so, half washed, half combed, 
and her clothes literally flung on, Hepsa descended to the 
dining-room. Do you wonder that her father drew back 
a little when she offered him her morning kiss ? 

“ ‘ It is almost school-time, Hepsa,—it wants only a quar¬ 
ter to nine; and I am going,’ said Eunice^ looking into 
Hepsa’s room as she passed. 

“‘Never mind if it is,’ responded Hepsa: ‘I am going 
to finish what I am telling Mary.’ Just as she finished, 
the school-bell, at five minutes before nine, began to ring; 
and Hepsa started up, — 

“ ‘ There! I must go.’ 

“ ‘ But your dark skirt, Hepsa; and your spencer is all 
torn 1 * I exclaimed, in dismay. 

“ ‘ Oh, never mind, Mary 2 I hope I shan’t meet mo- 
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ther anywhere; for she will send me hack to change my 
dress, and won’t give me an excuse for tardiness.’ 

u How it fared with Hepsa in school, I will not pretend 
to say. I only know, that, out of school, one day was a 
fair sample of all the rest ‘ Never mind ’ seemed to be 
her watchword, her motto. She made it an excuse for 
carelessness, for slatternliness, for negligence in every 
form; and nothing appeared to her so great a hardship as 
to he obliged to conform, in any particular, to habits of 
neatness and order. 

“ One morning, when the girls were at school, my aunt 
said to me, ‘ You have noticed, of course, Mary, how dis¬ 
orderly and careless Hepsa is; and perhaps you wonder 
that we do not reprove her for these faults. The truth 
is, that we have tried reproof and correction of every kind, 
without the slightest effect; and now we are making an 
experiment We let her go on just as she chooses in these 
respects, thinking that she cannot fail to meet with some 
mortifying circumstance, which shall open her eyes to the 
extent of the evil, and shall make her set seriously about 
correcting it I do not believe you will be sorry to move 
into Eunice’s room to-morrow.’ 

“ And indeed I was very glad to make the change. Two 
or three times, articles of mine had fallen into the confused 
mass of Hepsa’s possessions; and then she disliked very 
much to look for them; and I, of course, could not do this 
myself. Then, too, it was very distasteful to me to share 
such an ill-arranged, disorderly apartment 

“ ‘ Why, Cousin Eunice,’ I exclaimed, ‘ your room is a 
great deal larger than Hepsa’s 1 ’ 

‘“Oh, no, Mary 1 they are of precisely the same size. 
But neither mother nor I can convince Hepsa that she 
would have more room if she were to put her bed in 
the same position as mine.’ 

13 * 


Digitized by 


Google 



160 


THU TWO NBVES-KINDA, 


“ What a comfort it was to dress and undress in Eunice's 
neat chamber! Every thing was in its proper place. A 
bag, nailed to the inside of the closet door, and nicely con¬ 
structed of little pockets, contained her shoes; and she 
produced another, which she lent me for mine. She 
afforded me two or three drawers; for her clothes, being 
smoothly folded, did not require half a dosen drawers to 
contain what was easily compressed into three. 

“ How I must tell you, that, among my faults, I had that 
of making mountains out of molehills: not an uncommon 
one among children; but one that will result in much 
unhappiness, if not corrected. It so happened, that, on the 
drat night of my removal to Eunice’s room, in shutting a 
drawer, I jammed my finger. The pain was quite severe 
for a few minutes; and I began to make a very unneces¬ 
sary crying and noise. 

*‘Qh, never mind, liaryi’ said Eunice. ‘Here is 
same arnica to bathe your finger. Do you know, that, 
when I jam my fingers, I always think of those horrible 
thumbkins that were invented by the Inquisition to tor¬ 
ture people.’ As I had never heard of the thumbkins, I 
was soon interested in Eunice’s description of them, and 
forget entirely my own injury. 

“ Several days passed by, every new one confirming the 
satisfaction I felt in my new quarters. One day, my aunt 
gave some sewing to us all. ‘Oh,dearJ’ I cried, ‘see 
any stint! I never can get so much done. I am sure my 
mother would not have given you such a long seam, if you 
had been staying with us.’ — 4 Never mind,’ said Hepsa, 
‘you can whisk it off fast enough.’ (I *hei»ght it wu 
‘never-mind ’ sewing, when I saw it a few hours after.) 

“ * Never mind,’ said Eunice. ‘ Don’t he troubled about 
the length. Don’t think of it at all, and the wodk will he 
done before you know it.’ And then Eunice measured 
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her work with mine; and we were so interested to find 
who would do it the most quickly and neatly, that it was 
done before I could have thought I oould accomplish half. 
A few days after this, Eunice, Hepsa, and I were going 
to make a visit to an observatory near. As we stood at 
the door, equipped for our walk, my aunt oams towards 
ns, and said, — 

“ ‘ I can’t let both my daughters go to walk: for Mrs. 
Carey has sent me word that she is coming here to tea; 
mud I gave Bridget leave to go and see her mother, and 
she set out an hour ago. One of you will be obliged to 
stay, and attend a little to domestic matters; for it will not 
be polite in me to leave my visitor.’ 

“ I knew that Hepsa liked to bustle round, to get tea, 
and to set the table, as much as Eunice disliked to do these 
things, and expected, of course, that she would remain at 
home. There was a moment’s pause; and then Eunice, 
finding that Hepsa was not inclined to give up her walk, 
said, * Never mind, girls. Go without me. You will want 
to go again, I know; and then I can go with you.’ 

“ I began seriously to think on the ‘ never-mind ’ that 
was used by my two cousins in such different ways. 
Eunice’s was never mind me. It was an unselfish never¬ 
mind. It bade her not to vex herself about trifles, or to 
grumble about what could not be helped. Hepsa’s was 
‘never-mind’ duty. It suffered her to yield to the most 
frivolous temptations; and carelessness and negligence 
characterized her whole life. 

“ My visit at my uncle’s was productive of much good 
to me. Whenever I was tempted to be self-indulgent, I 
though of Cousin Hepsa’s ‘ never-mind; ’ and when I began 
4 o fret and be troubled about little things, or to be selfish, 
I remembered Cousin Eunice’s. Whenever, now, I see 
any of my little nieces careless or selfish or disorderly or 
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fretful, I think, ‘ She ought to make a visit at Unde Never- 
mindV” 

“I like that story very much, Aunt Mary/’ cried 
Grace. 

" And I! ” " And I! ” exclaimed Hepsa and myself! “ I 
think,” said Grace, "that ‘The Two Never-minds’ would 
be a good motto; and I mean to put it up on my chamber- 
wall at home.” 

" So will we,” said my sister and I; and away we went 
in search of pen, ink, and paper for our purpose. And 
when the mottoes had been written, and ours fastened to 
the wall, the tea-bell rang. The rainy afternoon was at 
an end. editor. 


A TALK ABOUT SPIDERS. 

Spiders differ in their internal structure and outside form 
from insects proper. Their feet are always eight in num¬ 
ber, instead of six, as in other insects; their eyes are 
eight, and sometimes, but very rarely, six. These eyes 
are not movable, as the eyes of animals generally, but 
firmly fixed. The nature and number of the eyes of a 
spider teach us a beautiful lesson. The eyes not being 
movable, more than two are required, or the spider would 
not be able to see as easily as other animals. The differ¬ 
ence in the quality of the eyes is made up in the quantity . 
Nature is always true to herself, because the God who 
made nature is an all-wise Being; and we see the marks 
of his wisdom in such little things as the eyes of a poor 
little despised spider. 

Spiders are noted for the webs they spin; and I will 
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inform my little curious friends how this is done* Spiders 
are provided with organs at the hinder part of the body, 
for the purpose of spinning a delicate silk thread. With 
these organs, which are called spinerets , they spin their 
webs. The web does not issue from these spinerets in one 
thread. If we look at the spinerets through a microscope, 
we shall see them studded with regular rows of minute, 
hair-like points; and those are so small, that there are 
about a thousand on each spineret. Every little hair is a 
tube, through which the substance which forms the thread is 
pressed. After leaving the fine hair tubes, all the little 
threads unite in one. All this, again, is most wisely 
ordained; as, by this means, the thread formed out of all 
the little ones is much stronger, dries quicker, and is more 
easily attached to the desired object in making the web. 
As it is computed that each spineret has about one thou¬ 
sand apertures, or holes, and as each spider has five spi¬ 
nerets, each thread of the spider is made up of five 
thousand separate fibres. To give an idea of how very 
small is the thread of the full-grown insect, it has been 
computed that an ordinary human hair is as large as ten 
thousand. But there are some spider-threads smaller 
than these ! Young spiders begin to spin as soon as they 
leave the egg; and how very fine must be the thread which 
is drawn from the minute apertures in the spinerets of 
insects whose bulk does not equal that of a single spineret 
of the mother 1 A naturalist, called Leuwenhock, calcu¬ 
lates, that, when the young spider first begins, four hundred 
of them are not larger than one of full growth; and we 
may therefore presume that four millions of the smallest 
threads they spin do not exceed in bulk a single human 
hair. 

There are several sorts of spiders, some of which we will 
now mention and describe. The geometric or net-working 
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spider is well known, as it may be seen in its web hanging 
on almost every bramble and bush. In making this web, 
the spider makes a very strong thread; and, after finding 
that it is strong enough, it proceeds to complete the rest 
of the framework. In making the net, it measures the 
distance with its little limbs. The web, when it is com¬ 
pleted, is found to be beautifully proportioned. All the 
threads are in exact distances one from the other, as if 
rule and compass had been used with the greatest correct¬ 
ness. 

One evening, I watched a small spider weaving his net. 
It was circular; and he worked from the centre, extending 
lines to the circumference, measuring the distance with his 
body. In forty minutes the delicate fabric was finished, 
for beauty and correctness defying all competition of art. 
I now agitated the web by blowing upon it, taking care 
to keep out of sight; and presently, finding the breeze 
stronger than calculated for, the spider proceeded to attach 
stay-lines from the centre to the tree, twisting and tight¬ 
ening with the skill of a sailor rigging a jury-mast. The 
net being thus made steady, he returned to his nest. 
The nest is generally formed like a purse, under a leaf, or 
in one corner, and is so connected with every line of silk, 
that the slightest touch or motion is instantly telegraphed 
from any part of the spider's dominions to the private resi¬ 
dence of the weaver-king. 

When the common house-spider purposes to form a web, 
she generally chooses a hole or a corner of the room. 
Having fixed on the spot, she attaches one end of the 
thread to the wall by applying her spineret, and then 
passes to the other side, the thread following her as she 
goes along. After fixing her thread on the opposite side, 
she returns, and' then passes to and fro, until as many 
threads are made as she considers necessary, when she 
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begins to cross them with other threads. Thus are formed 
the snares designed to entangle flies and other small 
insects. But, besides this large web, she generally weaves 
a small cell for herself, where she lies quiet and concealed, 
waiting for her prey. 

Another very curious species is the mason-spider. It 
is generally found in the south of France. A good idea 
may be formed of it and its house from the accompanying 
picture. When the mason-spider begins to build her 
house, she selects a place bare of grass. She builds a gal¬ 
lery about a foot in depth. Sometimes it is deeper, at 
other times not so deep, and varying in form like those 
represented. She lines the little gallery with a coating of 
silk, which she glues to the walls. The door is circular, 
and bound together with threads. When the spider is at 
home, and the door opened by an intruder, she pulls it 
inward. And, even when half opened by the human hand, 
she sometimes snatches it fast; but, when she is foiled in 
this, retreats to the bottom of her den, and tries to conceal 
herself. 

This species of the spider closes the entrance of its 
retreat with a door formed of particles of earth, and closely 
resembling the surrounding ground. This door, or rather 
valve, is united by a silken hinge to the entrance, at its 
upper side; and is so well balanced, that, when pushed up, 
it shuts again by its own weight In the forests of Brazil, 
we once met with a most interesting little spider, which 
sheltered itself in the same manner. Its case was sus¬ 
pended in the middle of the web. Upon being disturbed, 
the little creature ran to it with swiftness. No sooner had 
it gained its retreat than the door closed, as if by a spring, 
and left us in silent admiration, too great to allow us to 
capture the ingenious little creature for our collection. 

Some spiders are aquatic, or water-spiders; and they 
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spin s cup-like web, which answers the purpose of a diving- 
bell. They then go under water, and feed on the insects 
the water contains. They can exist several days under 
water; but, in summer, they generally rise two or three 
times in an hour for air. 

The means which spiders employ to travel from one 
place to another are very curious. When the insect is 
inclined to change its situation, it hangs itself by a thread, 
and, turning itself toward the wind, shoots out other threads 
from behind, which are carried about by the passing breeze 
until they take hold of some object When the spider 
finds that the webs have attached themselves, which it 
learns by pulling the threads with its feet, it uses them as 
bridges to pass to the place where the threads are fixed. 
It has been a matter of wonder to most people how spiders 
Could throw these threads over roads or rivers, or from 
tree to tree; but the thing is easily explained when we 
consider how easily the little insect can make its silken 
thread, how very light it is, and with what ease it can be 
wafted by the breeze. If we fasten a stick upright in the 
centre of a pan of water, so that it be quite isolated, a 
gossamer spider, placed upon the stick, will be enabled to 
escape dry-footed, by shooting off a line to some distant 
tree or wall, and, by this, crossing the water in safety. 
These serial threads some have believed to be directed by 
electricity, or, like the quills from the porcupine, by mus¬ 
cular action; others entertain the more modem belief 
that the gossamer is borne upon the air until it touches 
eome object, which, from its glutinous nature, it adheres 
to. — Youth 9 s Cabinet . 
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Ik the spring after ray disappointment with Henrietta 
Carlisle, I caught myself often sighing, amid the beauty 
that surrounded us, to think that, among the many who 
were doomed to eity life, with tastes, and perhaps absolute 
cravings, for the country, I did not know some young peiv 
son who would thankfully accept an invitation to pass the 
summer with us. I did not care much about it on my 
own account; for I am too much of a busybody to be very 
dependent on the society of anybody but my husband* 
though I do like young folks. But it seemed to me too 
bad that we should have so mueh enjoyment all to out** 
selves: there was enough to share with many; and I 
felt as if it were sellish not to make some exertion, or even 
some sacrifice, for the purpose. 

The fancy grew into a conviction of duty; so my in* 
dulgent husband laid down his pruning-knife one day, and 
took up the pen. He wrote to a cousin of his, a clergy¬ 
man in Philadelphia; told him exactly how we were 
situated, and what we should like to do. In a fortnight 
we had an answer. He said that in his parish there was 
a family who had been wealthy, had used their prosperity 
wisely and well, but were now in straitened circumstances* 
The second daughter had been one of the teachers in a 
large city boarding-school for the last year: but she waft 
now much out of health, needing only, as he thought, rest 
and change of air; and he felt sure, from an intimate ac¬ 
quaintance, that she would never make us regret having 
extended our hospitality to her. 

Nothing could have promised better. An invitation to 
Miss Emily Vaughan was despatched at once through our 
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reverend cousin. It was promptly accepted; and we took 
a first and favorable impression of the young lady from 
the very wording of her letter. It was short and simple, 
but gracefully indicated her sense of an unexpected and 
timely kindness. Very sagacious, however, through my 
former experience, I determined to defy the malice of 
disappointment by expecting nothing. What literary lady 
was it—Miss Carter, I think — who wrote an ode to Dis¬ 
appointment ? I could not do that, even were I a poet. I 
fully believe disappointments are “ sent for our good,” as 
we are told, and would not refuse my share of them if I 
could; but my heart shrinks from them just as the top of 
my head does from a cold shower-bath. So I determined 
to have no manner of anticipations about our new guest; 
and, for the last fortnight before her arrival, I do not think 
I talked about her more than half the time, — at least, my 
husband said so. 

She was to arrive on the 20th of June. On the 19th, it 
grew cloudy; the wind rose; and I kept wondering whether 
she would come if it should storm, and whether it would 
storm. And the last words I dolefully murmured before 
I fell asleep, as the wind whistled through the silver 
poplars before the door, were, "We shall not see Emily 
Vaughan to-morrow.” 

The morning was ominous; dull masses of cloud swept 
on leaden wings across the heavens, and the waves had 
put on their white caps. Still the tempest did not come; 
and Mr. Temple went off in the ferry-boat with the 
chaise and old Gray. 

The storm graciously delayed its coming. Again the 
pretty bedroom was aired and ready, with a bouquet of 
wild-fiowers on the bureau, which I placed there with 
mingled hope and fear as to its reception. Again I sat 
with the spy-glass at the window in the west gable; and in 
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due time old Gray with the chaise came down the hill on 
the opposite shore; and I even fancied there was some 
unusual elasticity in his gait Remember, I have implied 
that I was not sentimental, but have not said that I was 
unimaginative. 

Straight to the landing came the travellers. In an in¬ 
stant my husband and a slight female figure appeared at 
the water’s edge, while the chaise was led into the boat, 
and then they took their seats. There were no other 
passengers. The sea was decidedly rough. As the boat 
approached the island, I could perceive that even old Gray 
fidgeted a little; and Mr. Temple was patting him, while 
still chatting with his young companion, whose deep bon¬ 
net, turned towards him so frequently, indicated that the 
conversation did not languish on her side. “ Sensible 
bonnet! ” thought I; “ very proper gray travelling dress! * 
Then I saw them both laughing heartily when a saucy 
great wave dashed his feathers in their faces; and Emily 
actually clapped her hands when a screaming sea-bird 
dived for his early dinner within a few feet of the ferry¬ 
boat. “ Good signs! ” thought I, as I descended to the 
piazza, my hopes rising fast. Hero ran, at the first sound 
of the chaise-wheels, to jump his welcome round old Gray’s 
nose; and I did not call him back. 

The first glance at Emily Vaughan showed me a small, 
plain girl, who did not look more than sixteen, though she 
was in reality nearly seventeen. Her cheek was pale, 
evidently from ill-health, her features large, and her form 
somewhat bent But, at the second glance, I saw animated, 
intelligent eyes, white teeth, and such an honest, warm¬ 
hearted expression, that I could discern only the good soul 
beaming through. I was completely at ease in a moment 
A low, pleasant voice greeted me; and, while the quietness 
of her manners indicated the refinement of her early asso* 
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stations, there was enthusiasm in the delight she expressed 
with every thing about her. She had enjoyed the little 
voyage more than all; and now the rose-bush at the door, 
glowing with half-blown buds, was not passed without an 
admiring comment. Hero came in, looked inquiringly into 
the stranger’s face, liked what he discovered there, wagged 
his tail, was patted on the head, and a mutual friendship 
was ibstantaneously established. We went up stairs; and, 
as we entered the bedroom, Emily’s pleased exclamations 
gladdened my heart, 

a How pretty! how comfortablel And that cast from 
Thorwaldsen! Oh, Mrs. Temple, you don’t know how 
happy it makes me to see that! We had one in fine 
Parian before father failed, and it was always my delight. 
And that ‘ young Raphael ’! One just like it always hung 
fn my chamber as long as I can remember any thing. It 
does seem too good for me to find these things here.” And 
then, turning to the bureau, she seized eagerly on the 
wild-flowers. “ Columbines and violets! I have not seen 
any this long while, not for three or four years, I have 
been so much confined to the city in spring. Is it not late 
for them?” 

I explained to her that our seasons were later than 
those in Pennsylvania, and that I had found these by 
careful searching in shaded places. u It was very kind 
in you! ” She said no more; but something like a tear in 
those bright eyes showed that no token of kindness was 
wasted on that heart. Perhaps there was a memory, too, 
of the days when she had gathered the columbines for 
herself in the dells about her father’s beautiful country- 
aeat. He had failed, and given up all to his creditors, 
when she was about thirteen. 

My pride — innocent pride, I trust — was gratified most 
of all when I threw open the blinds of her east window. 
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She stood for a few moments in silent surprise; and then, 
putting her hands earnestly together, said softly, “ I shall 
get well here. I thank God for such a sight! ” The clouds 
had lifted somewhat; and the sunshine, streaming through 
a break, glittered on the crested waves, and the white sails 
of a large schooner coming in from the broad ocean before 
the east wind. I had gazed from that window a hundred 
times, but I never enjoyed the fine view more; for I saw 
it with her eyes, and my own too. I understood the per* 
feet refreshment and delight it must afford to one capable 
of appreciating it, especially one to whom an ocean-view 
was a novelty. 

But she was evidently not strong, and very weary; so, 
with a little urging, she was induced to lie down. But the 
travelling-dress, cheap in material but nicely made, must 
first be hung up in the closet, and the simple toilet appa¬ 
ratus neatly arranged. 

At dinner-time, she appeared at the first summons, with 
a bright smile that seemed to light up the little room ap¬ 
propriated to our meals. It had begun to drizzle, and it 
drizzled faster and faster, till it became a heavy rain, with 
great blasts of wind; in short, it had evidently set in for a 
sturdy north-easter. We could not encourage her to hope 
for any thing else; nor was there any need of it, for she 
seemed perfectly contented. We had an open fire-place 
in the parlor, and a cheerful wood-fire was soon blazing 
there; and instead of groaning over the necessity of a fire 
in June, and running to the window every half-hour to see 
if the rain had abated, she produced some needlework, — 
I verily believe it was a set of collars for a younger 
brother, — and in half an hour was perfectly at home. 
The open wood-fire was another charming novelty; and 
she thought herself most fortunate in having this oppor¬ 
tunity of enjoying the comfort of one. Mr. Temple and 
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bis newspaper kept us company; and, to me, it was a very 
abort afternoon. We talked over new books and old ones. 
Sbe was not a bit pedantic, though she read Latin, French, 
Italian, and German, and was familiar with the best Eng¬ 
lish authors; and Mr. Temple was delighted to find some¬ 
body who could smile when he ventured a smart quotation 
from Horace in some jocose application. I myself am a 
know-nothing as to languages, though a great reader of 
English. But with all my favorite authors, from Spenser 
to Longfellow, she had more than a speaking acquaintance: 
for, as I afterwards found, she could have recited their 
finest passages for hours; and this accomplishment she 
bad set about acquiring, when scarcely twelve years old, 
for the sake of a blind friend. So it was before the dark 
days came upon her that she had learned to think of 
others. With all this literary talk, she had a number 
of sensible questions to put concerning the island, the “ cli¬ 
mate, productions, number of inhabitants, &c.,” as the 
geographies say. She was much interested in a sock I 
was knitting, for it was an operation she had never wit¬ 
nessed, strange as it may seem to some of my readers; 
and as the dusk came on, and still the knitting-needles 
worked away, glittering in the firelight, she was perfectly 
delighted with my promise to teach her the mighty mys¬ 
tery. So it was settled that she should read a little Cicero 
$very day with Mr. Temple, and begin a pair of socks 
next day; and the first pair she accomplished were to be 
bis. She wanted to revive her Latin for the sake of her 
youngest brother; for, while English teacher at Mrs. B.’s 
school, she had little time for her own private studies. 

She professed very little skill in music, but went readily 
to the piano when we requested it, and charmed us, for am 
hour before we separated, with simple sweet ballads, to 
which her voice and powers of expression were well 
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adapted. She said she had bad do piano or master for 
several years; but had taken every opportunity of prac¬ 
tising a little, so that, next winter, she might teach the 
rudiments to her six-year-old sister, who gave promise, as 
she said, of an uncommon talent for music. 

It was very pleasant to hear her allusions to her family; 
not obtrusive, but frequent enough to show how constantly 
and tenderly she was thinking of them. Ten o’clock came 
too soon for me. Henrietta Carlisle had sat up to family 
prayers only once during her stay with us; usually escaping 
to her pillow at such an early hour as to betray the irk¬ 
someness of her life. But I shall never forget the look of 
holy pleasure which came over the countenance of Emily 
Vaughan when she saw Mr. Temple opening the large 
family Bible. Now I was satisfied. I saw at the bottom 
of her heart the root of those charming qualities which had 
been winning us to her for several hours. l. j. h. 

(To be concluded.) 


AN HOUR IN CHANCERY LANE. 

During my visit to the city of London, nothing afforded 
me so much pleasure as a stroll through those localities 
rendered famous on account of the distinguished characters 
who were connected with them a long time ago. Among 
these localities was Chancery Lane. This is quite a short 
lane, a thoroughfare hardly deserving the name of street; 
and yet it has been the theatre of great events. I remem¬ 
bered it as figuring largely in thrilling events of history. 
It seemed to me, so familiar had I been from childhood 
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with its name and some of its principal objects of interest, 
as if I were acquainted with it before, and had only re¬ 
turned to it after the lapse of years, instead of visiting it 
then for the first time. You may be sure I was not long 
in London before I strolled through Chancery Lane. It 
so happened that this diminutive street — streetlet we 
might call it in English, imitating the Italians, who have 
coined a word signifying a little street — was only a few 
minutes’ walk from my lodgings, which were on the Strand, 
not far from Fleet Street 

I was not a little surprised as well as gratified to find 
still standing here, as well as elsewhere in London, so 
many of those edifices which have been famous on account 
of the incidents connected with them. If these edifices 
had been situated in our country, they would have been 
torn down centuries ago, to make room for stores, hotels, 
and splendid dwellings. We don’t seem to possess a very 
large share of veneration either for antiquity or the antique. 
But the case is far different with the English. 

Chancery Lane runs from Fleet Street into Holborn, 
and so it has run time out of mind. It is situated in a 
very old part of the city. If Shakspeare ever visited 
London when he was a little boy, — which is quite un¬ 
likely, I fancy, — no doubt he went through Chancery 
Lane, in his stroll after the lions. It is as old as the first 
Edward; and how much older, I will not undertake to say. 
But it must have presented a very different appearance in 
Edward’s time; for, in the middle of the thirteenth cen¬ 
tury, history tells us that the lane was so foul and miry 
that it was for a time closed up, to prevent people receiving 
any harm in attempting to pass through it. 

You have no doubt heard of Lincoln’s Inn. This cele¬ 
brated inn of Chancery is situated on Chancery Lane. It 
is built of brick, and bears the marks of having been 
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erected at a very remote period. You must know why 
this establishment is called an inn. You would suppose, 
perhaps, that it was a hotel or tavern. Such is not the 
case, however. It is not now, nor was it ever, occupied 
as a house of entertainment. It is an inn of court. In 
England, an inn of court is a sort of college, in which stu¬ 
dents of law reside and are instructed. Cowper, you may 
recollect, was once a student of law at an inn of court, 
Called the Inner Temple. Lincoln’s Inn was so named 
after Henry de Lacy, the Earl of Lincoln, whose city resi¬ 
dence, in the latter part of the thirteenth century, occupied 
a considerable portion of the present edifice. 

The celebrated Ben Jonson, who was a mason, you 
know, as well as a poet, assisted in building a part of this 
edifice, at a later day than the time when the gate-house 
was constructed. This wonderful man, we are told, always 
did his work with a trowel in one hand, and a book in the 
other, or under his arm. I could not help fancying, while 
looking upon this ancient pile, that I saw some of the 
identical bricks which the literary bricklayer placed there. 
I might have been mistaken, to be sure; but nobody shall 
rob me of the luxury of believing that I had a sight of 
these very bricks. 

Among the list of students in Lincoln’s Inn may be 
found some of the most distinguished persons that England 
ever produced. Sir Thomas More received instruction 
here. So did the famous Oliver Cromwell, the hard- 
headed, conscientious, far-seeing man, who overthrew a 
monarchy, and changed the genius of one of the strongest 
governments on the face of the earth. Here, too, Sir 
Matthew Hale, one of England’s greatest jurists, received 
the first rudiments of his legal education. Lord Shaftes¬ 
bury, Lord Mansfield, William Pitt, Lord Erskine, Can¬ 
ning, and Brougham, were also educated here. Cromwell’s 
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Secretary, Thurloe, had lodgings here for twelve years; 
and it was here, by the merest accident, long after his 
death, that the “ Thurloe Papers,” which have made such 
a noise in the world, were discovered. A clergyman, 
during the reign of King William, had rented the rooms 
which Thurloe had once occupied, and he accidentally 
found these papers in a false ceiling of a garret. The 
papers were transferred to the High Chancellor of Eng¬ 
land, and afterward bound up in some sixty folio volumes. 
They are exceedingly important, on account of the light 
they throw on the history of England during the common¬ 
wealth. 

There is a chapel connected with this inn, called Lin- 
coln’s-Inn Chapel. It is built in Gothic style, and is rather 
tastefully finished inside; though the figures of the twelve 
apostles, on different windows, are, I think, but poorly 
executed. In this chapel some remarkable men have 
preached. Among them were Tillotson (afterward Arch¬ 
bishop of Canterbury), Dr. Warburton, and Bishop Heber. 
Great men were buried here too, — Secretary Thurloe, 
for example; and William Prynne, the famous Puritan, 
who wrote so learnedly and so earnestly against the “ un¬ 
loveliness of love-locks,” and who had his ears cut off, by 
the first Charles and Archbishop Laud, because he med¬ 
dled in politics too much to suit their fancy. How I should 
like to know what was the inscription on poor Prynne’s 
tombstone! But it was obliterated a great while ago, and 
nobody can enlighten us now. 

Only a few doors from Fleet Street, they show us the 
identical house where Izaak Walton, the celebrated angling 
divine, was born. It had a great deal of interest for me; 
though not as much as another house, not far from it, in 
which, on the 13th day of April, 1593, the great Lord 
Strafford was born. I can never think of this man with- 


Digitized by ^.ooQie 


AN HOUR IN CHANCERY LANE. 


167 


out emotion; and now, as I write, I can scarcely suppress 
my tears as I think of his sad fate. It was his misfortune 
to live in times of great political excitement. He was 
high in favor with Charles I. Charles became unpopular 
with the people. It was believed that Strafford was the 
author of most of the oppressive acts of the sovereign; and 
it cannot be denied that he did counsel some very strong 
measures. The people tried to bend him to their own will. 
They could not succeed. “ If he will not bend,” the stern 
Puritans thought, “ then he mqst break.” He was accused 
of high treason before the House of Lords. At that tri¬ 
bunal he pleaded his own cause; “ and never man,” says a 
historian of the time, “ acted such a part, on such a theatre, 
with more wisdom, consistency, and eloquence, or with 
greater wisdom, judgment, and temper.” His defence, 
indeed, was so strong, that the original charges were aban¬ 
doned, and a new bill substituted. He was a doomed man. 
After the bill passed, the despicable, intriguing, and faith¬ 
less Charles, who was the author of all his minister's 
troubles, and who had solemnly promised to save him at 
every hazard, — what one of his promises or his oaths was 
ever worth a pin ? — signed the bill of attainder, and after¬ 
ward consented to his death. Poor Strafford! Well might 
he exclaim, as he is reported to have done, when the news 
came to his ears that the fatal bill was signed, “ Put not 
your trust in princes 1 ”— Youth*$ Cabinet . 


The Tallow-Tree. — This tree is found in China. 
It is called tallow-tree because a substance is obtained 
from it resembling tallow, and which is used for the same 
purposes. It grows from twenty to forty feet in height 
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M BLESSED ARE THE PEACE-MAKERS; POE THEY 
SHALL BE CALLED THE CHILDREN OF GOD/' 

Think what a privilege this is! u That ye may he the 
children of your Father who is in heaven.” But are not 
we all his children ? Yes, in one sense we are: he made 
us, and he preserves us all. But to be children in the 
truest, highest sense of the term, implies a resemblance in 
life and character: the heart and spirit of the child must 
be like that of the parent. And this is the sense in which 
the word is used in this passage, — the peace-makers 
u shall be called the children of God,” because they are his 
in spirit and in life; true imitators of his beloved Son, the 
Prince of Peace; and therefore worthy to be acknowledged 
by him for his dear children. Among all the beatitudes* 
there is none which, fully comprehended, conveys a richer 
meaning, or excites a warmer desire for its attainment; 
leading us to exclaim with the apostle, “ Behold what 
manner of love the Father hath bestowed upon us, that we 
should be called the children of God! ” 

Katie Wilson was one who deserved this blessing more 
than any other person I ever saw. She was but a little 
girl, and had never thought of herself as a peace-maker / 
yet she was one, in as true and holy a sense as the wisest 
king or profoundest statesman that ever kept his country 
from the horrors of war. Go where she would, at home 
or at school, her influence was felt: it was a pleasure to 
live in the same house with her. She had a number of 
brothers and sisters, some older, some younger, than her¬ 
self ; but all, as you may suppose, loved her dearly. Let 
us take a peep into her home, and see how her influence 
is exerted there. 

“ Katie, Katie,” cried little Hairy one day, “ I wish you 
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would keep Tommy from plaguing me so! I never can 
have any thing of my own but he wants to get it” 

Katie put down her book in a moment, though she was 
in the middle of a very pretty story. “ What is the mat¬ 
ter, Harry ? ” said she. 

u Why, Tommy keeps taking away my ball,” said Harry, 
half crying. 

“ I don’t,” said Tommy. “ It isn’t his ball; it’s mine.” 

“ Let me see the ball,” said Katie. Tommy handed it 
to her. “ It is a very pretty one. Now, whose is it ? ” 

" Mine! ” cried both the children at once. 

u Why,” said Katie, with a pleasant laugh, “ how can 
that be?” 

“ It is mine,” said Harry. “ Aunt Mary gave it to me.” 

“ Don’t you remember what she said when she gave it 
to you ? ” said Katie. u I think I remember.” 

“ She said,” said Harry, looking a little ashamed, “ that 
it was for me and Tommy to play with.” 

“ But Harry wouldn’t play with me,” said Tommy , u and 
so I ran off with it.” 

u I don’t care,” retorted Harry: “ I won’t play with 
you.” 

“ Hush, Harry! ” said his sister; “ don’t talk so loud. 
Now, what are we to do about this ? ” The boys were 
silent. “ I wonder,” she continued, turning the ball over in 
her hand,“whether I could not make one like it Should 
you like better to have two balls ? ” 

“ Yes,” said they both. 

u Well,” said Katie, “ I’ll see what I can do; but I hope 
you are not going to quarrel about this one any more. I 
should be sorry that Aunt Mary should know that her 
pretty present made two such cross little faces as I saw 
just now.” The boys both looked down. “ Now, see if 
you can’t play together with this one, without speaking 
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cross once, till I get the other ball done. I’ll go and 
begin it now; but it will take me some days to finish it” 

“Which of us shall have it when it is done?” said 
Harry. 

“Well, you shall decide which is the prettier,” said 
Katie; “and the one who has been most good-natured 
shall have that one.” 

“ But we both mean to be good-natured! ” cried Harry. 

“Well, then,” said she, laughing, “the one who can 
catch the ball oflenest shall choose. But mind you don’t 
get cross again, or I shall have to keep it myself.” So 
saying, she picked up her book, and ran into the house to 
begin her labor of love; while her little brothers com¬ 
menced an animated and good-natured game. 

In ways like this, without any attempt at scolding or 
lecturing, Katie put a stop to many a dispute and cross 
feeling among the younger children. She was always 
ready to do something to please them, to turn their thoughts 
from the subject of dispute, or arouse better feelings. But 
some of her brothers and sisters were older than she was, 
and difficulties would occasionally arise between them and 
the little ones; for we all know that older boys and girls 
are apt to tyrannize, and younger ones are very jealous of 
their rights. In such cases, Katie’s quiet, gentle tones, 
and own spirit of self-sacrifice, would check the rising 
quarrel, and bring both parties to an accommodating state 
of mind. 

“ Sarah,” said her older sister Jenny one day to one of 
the younger girls, “ you can’t practise before breakfast any 
more: I want the piano then myself.” — “ Upon my word 1 ” 
said Sarah: “ you speak as if you were my mistress I I 
don’t see why I should not have the same time I always 
have had.” The discussion went on for some time: but 
we will not repeat it; for cross words look very badjy 
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written down in black and white. But you must not think 
these children were any worse than others. They only 
wanted their own way, and so would say things sometimes 
which, when we read them, sound harsh and unkind; and 
so they are. But I fear, my young friends, that you often 
wy such words, and think no more of them. Yet each 
one leaves its trace upon the soul, and helps, more than 
you think, to soil the purity of that book in which youf 
life-record is kept At last Sarah angrily left the room, 
saying, “ Til ask mother whether you’re to have every' 
thing your own way because you are the oldest” On the 
stairs she met Katie. “ Why, Sarah,” said she, “ what's 
the matter?” — “Jenny says I shan’t practise before 
breakfast,” replied Sarah, in a complaining tone. * Why 
not ? ” — “ Because she wants to herself. But I mean to 
ask mother ”- 

“I would not trouble mother: tell me. Why cannot 
you practise as well after school ? ” — “ Because I don’t 
want to have to come right home from school always. 
Nobody does,” said Sarah, rather sullenly. 

“Well, then, after breakfast, — from eight to nine?” 

“That is your time.”—“No matter: I can do it after 
school, if that time will suit you.” — “ But I don’t want 
you to give up to me,” said Sarah. “ I think Jenny ”- 

“ Hush, hush! ” said Katie, laughing. “ You will oblige 
me very much if you will take my time. Then I shall 
never be hurried with my arithmetic lesson. I don’t have 
half long enough time for it now. I will tell Jenny that 
she may have the piano before breakfast, — shall I ? ” 

“If you please,” said Sarah, who had now quite recovered 
from her passion. “ But I wish Jenny would not speak 
so peremptorily.” 

“ Oh! never mind that,” said Katie. “ I dare say older 
sisters always do; and I am sure Jenny is veiy obliging. 
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Have 70 a forgotten how she staid at home from the sail 
last month because you and Harry were sick ? ” 

“ No,” said Sarah: “ she was very kind that day.” 

“Well, I will run and tell her.” And off ran Katie, 
too happy to see Sarah looking pleasant again to care for 
the sacrifice she had made of her own convenience. “ Sarah 
says you may have the piano before breakfast,” said she, 
coming into the room where Jenny was sitting. 

“ Well, why couldn’t she have said so before ? ” answered 
her sister. 

“ Oh, Jenny, don’t speak so! ” said Katie, appealingly. 
“ I think Sarah is very good-natured; for I know she likes 
to practise before breakfast better than any other time: 
she has often told me so.” 

“ I would not ask her to change,” said Jenny; “ but I 
must take my drawing-lesson at five now, and so I must 
alter my practising-bour.” — “ Did you tell Sarah that ? ” — 
“ No,” said Jenny, a little ashamed. “ If you had, I don’t 
believe she would have made any difficulty.”—“Well, I 
will go and tell her now, and let her know that I am much 
obliged to her.” This was all Katie wanted; and she did 
not say that she, too, had given up her own favorite time, 
for the sake of making peace. 

I had thought of a number of other instances of Katie’s 
peace-making spirit; but I have no time to tell them now. 
I have related these at some length, partly that you may 
see how it was that she was so successful. Some people 
want to settle quarrels, but, by trying to do it in a wrong 
way or with a wrong spirit, make them worse instead of 
better. A loving spirit, a habit of always seeing the best 
of eveiy thing and everybody, and a willingness always to 
give up something yourself if necessary, are the best rules 
for proceeding, if you have a desire to obtain your share 
of the blessing, — “They shall be called the children of 
God.” M. M. 
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THE LITTLE SPINNEB. 

I sat beside a cottage hearth: 

A wheel was standing near; 

A little infant rolled it round, 

Then started back in fear. 

Methought the mystic wheel of life 
Was whirled by that fair child; 

And fast the ever-lengthening cord 
Was on the spindle piled. 

At first the thread was smooth and white; 
No spot nor wrinkle there: 

For innocence the wheel did turn 
For life's immortal heir. 

Soon coarser grew the rolling thread, 
Uneven grew the skein; 

And passion with its crimson dye 
Began to leave its stain. 

And louder yet the spindle whirred, 

And quick the wheel flew round, 

And fast upon the spool of life 
Her thread the spinner wound. 

She sang a fairy echo-song 
Which maidens love to sing: 

As turned the wheel, she little dreamed 
What magic it would bring. 
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The ever-sunny tinge of love 
Intwined its golden hue; 

And sweeter then the maiden sang, 

And soft the spindle flew. 

A little space of iris dye, 

Then dark the colors grew: 

The spinner works with restless hand, 

And tears the skein bedew. 

The flaws grow thicker, and the rolls 
Are broken here and there; 

The skein has lost its even gloss 
Beneath the touch of care; — 

The marring knot of self is seen, 

And doubt its mildew leaves: 

So oft affliction strains the thread, 

The weary spinner grieves. 

But, lo! the rolls are almost spun, 

When Death, with ready knife, 

Cuts off the band which binds the wheel: 

Thus ends the thread of life. 

Selected. 


ADVENTURE ON THE NATURAL BRIDGE. 

Thebe were three or four lads standing in the channel 
below, looking up with awe to the vast arch of unhewn 
rocks, with the almighty bridge over their everlasting 
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abutments when the morning-stars sang together. The 
little piece of sky, spanning their measureless piers, is full 
of stars, though it is mid-day. It is almost three hundred 
feet from where they stand up these perpendicular bul¬ 
warks of limestone to the key-rock of the vast arch, which 
appears to them only the size of a man’s hand. The 
silence of death is rendered more impressible by the 
little stream that runs from rock to rock down the channel. 
The sun is darkened, and the boys have unconsciously 
uncovered their heads, as if standing in the presence-cham¬ 
ber of the Majesty of the whole earth. At last this 
feeling begins to wear away; they begin to look around 
them. They see the names of hundreds cut in the lime¬ 
stone abutments. A new feeling comes over their hearts, 
and their knives are in hand in an instant “ What man 
has done, man can do,” is the watchword; while they draw 
themselves up, and carve their names a foot above those 
of a hundred full-grown men, who had been there before 
them. 

They are all satisfied with this feat of physical exertion, 
except one, whose example illustrates perfectly the for¬ 
gotten truth, that there is no royal road to intellectual 
eminence. This ambitious youth sees a name just above 
his reach, — a name that shall be green in the memory of 
the world when those of Alexander, Caesar, and Bonaparte 
shall rot in oblivion. It was the name of Washington. 
Before he marched with Braddock to the fatal field, he 
had been there, and left his name a foot above all his pre¬ 
decessors. It was a glorious thought of a boy to write 
his name side by side with that of the great father of his 
country. He grasps his knife with a firmer hand 5 and, 
clinging to a little jutting crag, he cuts into the limestone, 
about a foot above where he stands: but as he puts feet 
and hands into these gains, and draws himself carefully 
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to bis full length, he finds himself a foot above every name 
chronicled on that mighty wall. While his companions 
are regarding him with concern and admiration, he cats 
his name in huge capitals, large and deep, into the flinty 
album. His knife is still in his hand, and strength in his 
sinews, and a new-created aspiration in his heart. 

Again he cuts another niche, and again he carves his 
name in large capitals. This is not enough. Heedless 
of the entreaties of his companions, he cuts and climbs 
again. He measures his length at every gain he cuts. 
The voices of his friends grow weaker, till their voices 
are finally lost on his ear. He now, for the first time, 
casts a look beneath him. Had that glance lasted a 
moment, that moment would have been his last He clings 
with a convulsive shudder to his little niche in the rock. 
An awful abyss awaits his almost certain fall. He is faint 
from severe exertion, and trembling from the sudden view 
of destruction to which he is exposed. His knife is worn 
half-way to the haft He can hear the voices, but not the 
cries, of his terror-stricken companions below. What a 
meagre chance to escape destruction! There is no retra¬ 
cing his steps. It is impossible to put his hands in the same 
niche with his feet, and retain his hold a moment His 
companions instantly perceive this new and fearful dilemma, 
and await his fall, with emotions that “ freeze their young 
blood.” He is too high, too faint, to ask for his father and 
mother, his brothers and sisters, to come and witness or 
avert his destruction. But one of his companions antici¬ 
pated his desire. Swift as the wind, he bounds down the 
channel, and the fearful situation is told upon his father’s 
hearthstone. 

Minutes of almost eternal length roll on; and there were 
hundreds standing in the rocky channel, and hundreds on 
the bridge above, all holding their breath, and awaiting 
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that fearful catastrophe. The poor boy hears the hum of 
new and numerous voices both above and below. He can 
just distinguish the tones of his father’s voice, who is 
shouting with all the energy of despair, “ William! Wil¬ 
liam ! don’t look down! Your mother and Henry and 
Harriet are all here, praying for you. Keep your eyes 
towards the top! ” 

The boy didn’t look down: his eyes are fixed like a 
flint toward heaven, and his young heart on Him who 
reigns there. He grasps again his knife. He cuts another 
niche, and another niche is added to the hundreds that 
removed him from human help below. How carefully he 
uses his wasting blade! How anxiously he selects the 
softest place in that pier! How he avoids every flinty 
grain! How he economizes his physical powers, resting 
a moment at each gain he cuts! How every motion is 
watched from below! There stand his father, mother, 
brother, and on the very spot where, if he falls, he will 
not fall alone. 

The 6un is half down the west The lad has made fifty 
additional niches in the mighty wall, and now finds himself 
directly under the middle of that vast arch of rocks, earth, 
and trees. He must cut his way in a new direction to get 
over this over-hanging mountain. 

The inspiration of hope is dying in his bosom; its vital 
feeling is fed by the increased shouts of hundreds perched 
upon cliffs and trees, and others who stand with ropes in 
their hands on the bridge above, or with the ladders below. 
Fifty gains more must be cut before the longest rope can 
reach him. His wasting blade again strikes into the 
limestone. 

The boy is emerging painfully, foot by foot, from under 
the lofty arch. Spliced ropes are ready in the hands of 
those who are leaning over the outer edge of the bridge. 
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Two minutes more, and all will be over. That blade is 
worn to the last half-inch. The boy’s head reels, and his 
eyes are starting from their sockets. His last hope is 
dying in his heart; his life must hang upon the last gain 
he cuts. That niche is his last. At the last faint gash he 
makes, his knife, his faithful knife, falls from his hand, and, 
ringing along the precipice, fell at his mother’s feet 
An involuntary groan of despair runs like a death-knell 
through the channel below, and all is as still as the grave. 
At the height of near three hundred feet, the devoted boy 
lifts his hopeless heart and closing eyes to commend his 
soul to God. ’Tis but a moment There 1 one foot 
swings off! — he is reeling, trembling, toppling over into 
eternity! Hark! a shout falls on his ear from above. 
The man, who is lying with half his length over the bridge, 
has a glimpse of the boy’s head and shoulders. Quick as 
thought, the noosed rope is within reach of the sinking 
youth. No one breathes. With a faint, convulsive effort, 
the swooning boy drops his arms into the noose. Darkness 
came over him with the words “ God! mother 1 ” whispered 
on his lips, just loud enough to be heard in heaven. The 
tightening rope lifts him out of his last shallow niche. 
Not a lip moves while he is dangling over the fearful 
abyss; but when a sturdy Virginian reaches down and 
draws the lad up, and holds him in his arms before the 
fearful, breathless multitude, such weeping and leaping for 
joy never greeted the ear of human being, so recovered 
from the yawning gulf of eternity. 

Harped 8 Ifagaritu. 
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THOUGHTS FOR OCTOBER. 

Beautiful, bright October! one of the choicest months 
of the whole year, — a month when the weather is neither 
too warm nor too cold for enjoyment, and when every one 
is disposed to be happy, and to look forward with delight 
to die pleasures of the coming winter, or backward with 
smiles at the recollections of the sports and relaxations of 
summer. October is a good month for thinking . The 
cool breezes and dear air brace the body, and make the 
mind active; and it is a fitting time, first, to look back upon 
what we have been doing during our summer rest; and, 
next, to consider in what manner we shall perform our 
winter’s duties. 

And first for the retrospect. Most of us, if we are 
inhabitants of the city, have returned from a longer or 
shorter sojourn in the country; and, if we are so favored 
as to live in the country, we may have taken a short 
journey, or have enjoyed the visits of some of our city 
friends. October finds us rejoicing in health. The roses 
have come back to pale cheeks, nerve and vigor to droop¬ 
ing limbs, and fresh animal spirits to our minds. 

What have we been doing as regards our souls ? Have 
they been suffered to fall into the idleness and ease which 
are sometimes necessary to the body, but never to the 
spirit ? Has the fresh ocean breeze fanned our languid 
frames, and brought with it no thought of Him who has 
so wonderfully made the winds his ministers of health ? 
Have we allowed the clouds and the sunshine, the varied 
forms of tree and flower, the beautiful gradations of light 
and shade, to minister only to our external senses, without 
a single mark upon our souls ? Have we ever considered, 
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when our eyes have wandered delighted from mountain to 
valley, from hill to plain, from the green slopes of land to 
the level expanse of ocean, or to the leaping, dancing river, 
fringed with willows and alders, why was all this beauty, 
and what a debt of gratitude we owed to its Author ? Have 
the bird-songs, which have wakened us from our slumbers, 
roused no corresponding song in our hearts to Him who 
watches alike the sparrow and the human creature ? What 
answer will your consciences make to these questions ? 

And farther yet: if you have recognized, as we hope 
many of you have, God’s hand in all you have seen and 
in all you have enjoyed; if he has spoken to you in the 
storms that have sent the ocean billows foaming and 
thundering upon the land, and in the quiet lake that slept 
among the hills,— then, by that very thought of God, you 
have recognized your duty to love and serve him. 

It is not enough to have your hearts filled with grateful 
emotions. The religion of the feelings is but the com¬ 
mencement. If you allow yourselves to stop there, you 
will never make any true progress. Let the gratitude of 
thought expand into the gratitude of action. Let the 
sense of God’s goodness to you impel you to do all in 
your power for his creatures. 

October is the harvest-time of the year. The grain is 
gathered in, the fruits are plucked, the vegetables are 
housed. Let this fact also suggest thoughts to us. The 
Bible has many instances where the end of the world is 
compared to a harvest, the most prominent of which is the 
Saviour’s beautiful parable. Does it ever occur to you, 
when Rooking on the ripened grain-fields, that “ the angels 
shall gather the tares into bundles to burn them ” ? Do 
you ever ask yourselves, whether, in that day which shall 
search all hearts, you shall be found among the wheat ? 
Does the laden fruit-tree, amply fulfilling the promise of 
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spring-time, ever remind you that you must ripen the fruits 
of your heart, and not suffer neglect and abuse to injure 
them ? Do you ever say, “ Thus would I flourish, so that 
my old age may be full of joy, and of blessings to others”? 

Do you hope for a pleasant winter ? Then let me say to 
you, that it lies very much in your own power whether it 
shall be one of enjoyment, or the reverse* A bright, 
cheerful spirit will make all things blessed. A spirit which 
is resolved to know and to do its duty cannot fail to bet 
happy; or, if not happy, because God may see fit to appoint 
trials, peaceful and serene, which, whatever you may think 
now, is better than to be happy. Begin now, in this clear, 
fine atmosphere, which of itself is enough to make any 
one glad, to rejoice in the blessings of your lot. Do not 
select the disagreeables to grumble at; but find out what¬ 
ever is agreeable, and look steadfastly at that Gaze 
upon the dark cloud until you see its silver lining; and, 
higher and better still, if your eyes cannot discern that 
silver lining, learn to feel that it is there, and that some time 
or other, it may be soon, or it may not be for years, the bright 
side will be turned toward you. Then, whether at school 
or at home, your duties will turn to pleasures, and their 
faithful performance come at last to be more to you than 
the highest enjoyment which is not connected with service 1 
to God or to man. edit on. 


PRAGUE. 

Prague has a hundred 1 and twenty thousand inhabitants^ 
and is situated in a valley, with the river Moldau running 
through it You know it is the capital of Bohemia; and it in 
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memorable on many accounts. Bohemia became almost a 
Protestant country, and John Huss lived and preached here; 
but the Pope instigated the Emperor of Germany and others 
to put down Protestantism by force. The conflict was fierce; 
but, at the battle of White Hill, the Bohemians, under 
Frederick, their king, were defeated (1621), and soon after 
the conquerors executed a great many of the leaders of 
the Protestants. Thus Protestantism was crushed out in 
Bohemia. The square in which these murders were 
committed is called the Grosse Ring. On one side of it is 
the Town Hall; of which the old tower, its oriel window 
and quaint old clock, are relics of the former one, which 
was built about 1400. It was here that the corporation 
of Prague used to give their grand banquets. In more 
than one instance, the people have broken into it, and 
taken summary vengeance on obnoxious rulers by tum¬ 
bling them out of the window; which operation has since 
been termed “ Bohemian fashion.” Tycho Brahe, the 
astronomer, is buried in the old Gothic church. The Jews 
occupy a quarter of the town by themselves: they have 
endured such cruel persecutions, that they have remained 
distinct here more than in most other places. Their streets 
are dirty enough; and, in riding through them, our senses 
were regaled with most offensive odors. They have an old 
synagogue, which {hey claim to be nine hundred years old. 

There is a fine suspension-bridge across the Moldau. 
On one side of the stream rises the hill called Laurenz. 
burg, up which the old wall was carried, a part of which 
is still seen. On this hill the pagan Bohemians are said 
to have celebrated their fire-worship. Farther up the 
stream is seen the citadel of Wyssehrad, whence the fabled 
Queen Libussa, the founder of Prague, used to precipitate 
her lovers into the river as soon as she got tired of them. 
Grossing the river, we come to the smaller portion of the 
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city; but it contains much of interest, many old palaces, 
&c«; among the latter is that of the celebrated Wallenstein. 
It is very extensive, and it is said that one hundred houses 
were pulled down to make room for it. His fortune was 
inmense, almost fabulous. He kept three hundred horses, 
who fed out of marble cribs. He had six knights and six 
barons in constant attendance, with a body-guard of fifty 
men. Sixty pages of noble families waited on him. 
When he went from home, a small army accompanied 
him, — fifty carriages drawn by four or six horses, fifty 
wagons, fifty led horses, &c. He was generalissimo of the 
forces in the Thirty Years’ War, and one of the greatest 
captains of the age; yet he died by assassination, con¬ 
nived at by the emperor, upon suspicion of treason. The 
suspicion was proved to be false; and then the emperor, 
as a salvo to his own conscience, ordered three thousand 
Masses to be said for his soul! Some few relics of the 
great man were shown us in the house. Another old 
palace, on a fine eminence, is the Hradschin, for centuries 
the residence of the kings of Bohemia. It is a vast 
and imposing pile of buildings. Near it is the old 
cathedral dedicated to St. Vitas. It was commenced in 
1344, but never completed outwardly. It is a remarkable 
Gothic pile, and contains many curiosities: in it are the 
chapel and shrine of St. John Nepomuk, abounding in sil¬ 
ver. There is a silver coffin, which is said to enclose one of 
crystal, in which is the saint’s body; then there are silver 
angels, candelabra, &c., in all about four thousand pounds 
of silver! The story of this saint is briefly this: In 1383, 
the king, Wenceslaus IV., caused him to be thrown into the 
river because he refused to betray the secrets confided 
to him in confession by the queen. The spot whence he 
was thrown is marked by his statue. Over the water, for 
five days afterwards, five stars were seen flickering, which 
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continued to burn till the river was dragged and bis body 
recovered. This was in 1388, but it was not till 1729 that 
ho was canonized, and admitted into the calendar of saints ; 
so there is still a chance for my friend Ranieri. You 
remember Ranieri, don’t you, of Fisa memory? The 
cathedral at Fisa is dedicated to St Ranieri. When I 
visited it, the next day was his anniversary, and conse¬ 
quently the great fete of Fisa. In the laudable spirit of 
obtaining all the valuable information I could, I asked the 
guide, a devout Catholic, some questions about this saint, 
never having heard his name before. He said he was a 
very good man; “ but tbe fact is,” said he, “ his friends 
could never raise money enough to get him canonized.’ 9 

“ Surely,” said I, “ you do not mean to say that such 
honors are had for money ?”—“To be sure I do,” said he* 
# However, he was a very good man, and all call him saint” 
The reader may take this for what it is worth: I do not 
vouch for the fact I only know the guide told me so* 
This St John Nepomuk is the special patron of roads and 
bridges in all Catholic countries. 

In this church are some precious relics too,—bones of 
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; a piece of the true cross. 

In the Baumgarten, the people of Prague have a beauti¬ 
ful resort in the warm summer afternoons* Its shady 
walks are refreshing. Here we drove towards evening 
tm Sunday afternoon, and found it tilled with people, 
families sauntering about In one part was a caft, with 
hundreds of little tables, at which coteries were seated, — 
men, women, and children, — drinking their beer or tea or 
coffee, or eating ice, and listening to the music of a fine 
military band. 

We recrossed by the old bridge, — a massive stone struc¬ 
ture, begun in 1858 : it is 1796 German feet long, and the 
longest in Germany. There are twenty-eight statues upon 
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its sides; conspicuous among which is that of St John 
Nepomuk, over the spot where he was cast into the river. 
At the east end of the bridge stands one of the old watch- 
towers. Then we drove up the Rossmarkt, the widest 
street we had seen in Germany. The bastions on this 
side form a beautiful promenade; and here again were 
crowds of well-dressed people, promenading. — Ladies? 
Repository . 


STORIES ON THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 

NO. VI. 

“Thoa shalt not kill.” 

Annie lifted her head with a bright smile, as our mother 
took her accustomed seat in the heavily carved oaken 
library-chair, and held out her hand for the book. 

“ This is the shortest and easiest one yet, mother! ” 
said she, animatedly. “ I’m sure even you must think it is 
very easy for little girls like me to do no murder; though 
yet, mother,” continued the child, her face shadowing with 
a vague awe as she spoke, u there have been women 
who were murderers, — have there not? But it is so 
horrible! ” 

“ It is horrible indeed, daughter, to think of any one of 
God’s creatures daring to lift an impious hand against 
another; especially to imagine a woman, who was once a 
fair and innocent girl, transformed by evil passions into 
a murderess: but, alas! such things have been, and will 
ever be until the blessed time shall come when Christ’s 
kingdom of love and peace shall be established in every 
heart That is what you pray for, you know, Annie, when 
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you say, ‘Thy kingdom come,’ that every one shall 
acknowledge God as their Lord, and obey his divine com¬ 
mands. If every one loved him, there would be no more 
terrible wars which slaughter by wholesale, nor midnight 
murders in quiet homes, nor vengeful men lurking in secret 
places, waiting for blood. The poor heathen worshipper 
Would no more prostrate himself beneath the wheels of 
his idol’s car to be crushed into the dust; nor would the 
pagan mother leave her new-born babe to be trampled by 
wild beasts, or plunge it into the river, into the very jaws 
of the fierce alligator, in the blind hope of thus propitiating 
her god. No, Annie: when Christ’s kingdom comes, there 
will be peace and love all over this troubled world. So 
you see how earnestly we should pray, ( Thy kingdom 
come.’ ” 

“ Yes, mother,” said Annie, with a long sigh of pitying 
interest. 

u But, my dear, to go back to your lesson, actual taking 
of life is not the only way in which this commandment 
stay be infringed, though that is the most direct and awful 
mode. In the eye of the just, all-seeing God, who looks 
to the motive rather than to the deed, violent passions, 
hitter revenge, angry wishes, are almost, if not quite, as 
sinful as actual murder. Christ said, that ‘whosoever is 
angry with his brother without a cause shall be in danger 
of the judgment; ’ and, ( Whosoever shall say to his brother. 
Thou fool! shall be in danger of hell fire: ’ yet how often 
do we hear people, even children, even delicate and gentle 
little girls, call each other disgraceful names, flash angry 
and vengeful glances upon each other, and even raise their 
little hands in fierce and passionate blows 1 They do not 
remember that they are breaking the sixth commandment, 
when yet they say, ‘I hate yonl I wish you were dead!* 
and strike so furiously*” 
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' “O mother!” said Annie, in a low, ashamed voice, “1 
have seen such things at school; I have even quarrelled 
myself; but I never thought of its being so very, very 
yricked I I will try, mother, and never, never use angiy 
trords again!” She hid her face in mothers lap, and 
mother said, gravely, —- 

u I hope, daughter, you never have been very quarrel¬ 
some, and that you will be still less so in the future. Your 
little temper is rather prone to be quick and impatient} 
and you know God loves best those who are meek and 
poor in spirit Nothing is more painful or dangerous, both 
to the possessor and all who come in contact with it, than 
a hasty and violent temper: it is like a volcano, ever ready 
to pour forth fire and smoke at the slightest disturbance. 
And it is so miserable and so Binful to be almost constantly 
irritated with some one; to feel as though we wished them 
ill or dead, or injured in some way, as I have known pas¬ 
sionate people to be. I remember once witnessing a 
terrible display of temper in a young girl, only two or 
three years older than yourself, Annie, which had very 
nearly resulted in murder, and which left an ineffaceable 
impression upon all who beheld it. 

“ It was near the close of the winter session at school, 
and we were all eager in pursuit of the various prizes for 
deportment, improvement, &c. Isabel Grahame, who lived 
further from school than any other pupil, had, at the be¬ 
ginning of the term, made a playful resolve to win the 
medal for punctuality, which she said would be a greater 
triumph to her than any one else, as she had to take so 
long a walk; and, to every one’s surprise and amusement, 
she had thus far kept her word, and was the only one of 
us who had no ‘tardy mark.’ Clara Sharpe, a classmate 
Of Isabel’s, had but one; and it was very evident that she 
Was jealous of Isabel, and would gladly cause her to forfeit 
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her punctuality for once, at least, if she could. But April 
was here now, and May Day was the time for the prizes to 
be awarded. During the very last week, Isabel was one 
morning detained at home until much later than usual; 
and accordingly, when she at length started, she proceeded 
at a most rapid pace. As she hurried through the oak- 
grove that surrounded the schoolhouse, she heard the 
distant tinkling of the warning bell, and quickened her 
steps; when suddenly she came upon Clara, seated beneath 
a tree, leisurely reading. She looked up as Isabel 
passed. 

“ ‘ Why, what makes you in such a hurry ?’ asked she, 
pleasantly. ‘ It isn’t near school-time yet’ 

“ ‘ Isn’t it ? Then our clock must be wrong,’ answered 
Isabel, almost out of breath. ‘ And wasn’t that the bell a 
moment since ? ’ 

“‘No, indeed! The girls are all across the branch, 
gathering wild lilac and violets. I have finished my book, 
and was just going to carry my satchel into the school- 
house, and go and join them. Shall I take yours, as you 
are so tired ? and, if you will rest here a moment, we will 
go together.’ 

“ ‘ Yes, thank you,’ said Isabel, giving Clara her basket, 
and throwing herself down upon the budding grass to wait 
for her return. Ten, twenty minutes passed, and still she 
did not come; and at last she began to fear that all was 
not right. It surely must be after nine odock; and there 
were no signs of the girls anywherq about. With a faint 
suspicion of treachery upon the part of her rival, Isabel 
sprang up, and walked rapidly toward the schoolhouse. 
We all sat studying busily, but looked up wonderingly as 
Isabel entered, it was so strange for her to be late; and, 
besides, there was such a look of utter scorn, of subdued 
rage, upon her face, as, with one withering glance toward 
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the corner where Clara sat, she walked haughtily to her 
own. We all gathered round her at recess to inquire the 
cause; and, as she told the tale of meanness and falsehood, 
a murmur of scorn ran through our ranks. Just then, 
Clara came slowly from the house. 

“ ‘ There comes the liar now!’ exclaimed the enraged 
Isabel; and even Clara’s base spirit could not brook the 
epithet She turned fiercely about, and denied the charge; 
and, as Isabel contemptuously re-iterated it with a smile of 
derision, the exasperated girl seized an inkstand from the 
window near which she stood, and hurled it with all her 
force towards Isabel’s head. She sprang aside, barely in 
time to save her life; and the heavy stand, dashing against 
the wall, shivered in a thousand pieces, one of which flew 
against Isabel’s cheek, cutting a slight gash, from which 
the blood trickled, to mingle its red hue with the shower* 
of sable ink that had deluged her person. A cry of fright 
and horror rung amidst us, and Clara sprang away towards 
the woods. We gathered round Isabel, and dozens of busy 
handkerchiefs were offered to efface the traces of the scene* 
We were all extremely angry with Clara, and uttered 
bitter reproaches; until Isabel, who had been weeping 
passionately, looked up, and said, * Oh, .don’t, girls! I for¬ 
give her; I am sure she is feeling dreadfully; and I was in 
the wrong too. Let us go look for her.’ 

“So we went and found her, flung upon the bank, 
weeping in a tempest of fear and remorse and passion* 
Isabel went up to her, and spoke so kindly, that though at 
first she was sullen, and refused all advances, she at length 
yielded to Isabel’s generosity, and, throwing her arms 
tound her, prayed her forgiveness. It was magnani¬ 
mously granted, and the whole thing kept secret; but she 
never seemed happy amongst us again, and left school at 
the end of the session. And none of us ever forgot how 
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nearly murder was brought among our little band by the 
ungovernable temper of two passionate girls.” 

“ Oh, dear! ” sighed Annie. But, just then, papa came 
in, and tea was announced. sister rate. 


WONDERS OF THE ATMOSPHERE. 

The atmosphere forms a spherial shell, surrounding the 
earth to a depth which is unknown to us by reason of its 
growing tenuity, as it is released from the pressure of 
its own superincumbent mass. Its upper surface cannot 
be nearer to us than fifty, and can scarcely be more than 
five hundred, miles. It surrounds us on all sides, yet we 
see it not; it presses on us with a load of fifteen pounds 
on every square inch of surface to our bodies, or from 
seventy to one hundred tuns on us all, yet we do not so 
much as feel its weight Softer than the finest down, more 
impalpable than the finest gossamer, it leaves the cobweb 
undisturbed, and scarcely stirs the slightest flower that 
feeds on dew it supplies; yet it bears the fleets of nations 
on its wings around the world, and crushes the most 
refractory substances with its weight When in motion, 
its force is sufficient to level the most stately forests and 
stable buildings with the earth, to raise the waters of the 
ocean into ridges like mountains, and dash the strongest 
ships to pieces like toys. It warms and cools by turns the 
earth, and the living creatures that inhabit it. It draws 
up vapors from the sea and land, retains them dissolved 
in itself, or suspended in cisterns of clouds, and throws them 
down again as rain or dew when they are required. It 
bends the rays of the sun from their path to give us the 
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twilight of dawn 5 it disperses and refracts their various 
tints to beautify the approach and retreat of the orb of day. 
But for the atmosphere, sunshine would burst upon us and 
fall upon us at once, and at once remove us from midnight 
darkness to the blaze of noon. We should have no 
twilight to soften and beautify the landscape, no clouds to 
shade us from the scorching heat; but the bald earth, as it 
revolves on its axis, would turn its tanned and weathered 
front to the full and unmitigated rays of the lord of day. 
It affords the gas which vivifies and warms our frames, 
and receives into itself that which has been polluted by 
use, and thrown off as noxious. It feeds the flame of life 
exactly as it does that of a fire; it is in both cases con¬ 
sumed, and affords the food of consumption; in both cases 
it becomes combined with charcoal, which requires it for 
combustion, and is removed by it when it is over. 

Says a writer in the North-British Review, “ It is 
only the girdling, encircling air, that flows above and around 
us, that makes the whole world kin. The carbonic acid, 
with which our breathing fills the air, to-morrow seeks its 
way round the world. The date-trees that grow round 
the falls of the Nile will drink it in by their leaves; the 
cedars of Lebanon will take of it to add to their stature; 
the cocoa-nuts of Tahiti will grow rapidly upon it; and the 
palms and bananas of Japan will change it into flowers. 
The oxygen we are breathing was distilled for us some 
short time ago by the magnolias of the Susquehannah, and 
the great trees that skirt the Orinoco and the Amazon; the 
rhododendrons of the Himalayas contributed to it, and 
the roses and myrtles of Cashmere, the cinnamon-tree of 
Ceylon, and the forests older than the flood, buried deep 
in the heart of Africa, far behind the Mountains of the 
Moon. The rain which we see descending was thawed for 
us out of the icebergs which have watched the polar-star 
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for ages; and the lotus-lilies have soaked up from the 
Nile, and exhaled as vapor, snows that rested on the sum¬ 
mits of the Alps.” 

“ The atmosphere," says Mans, “ which forms the outer 
surface of the habitable world, is a vast reservoir, into 
which the supply of food designed for living creatures i& 
thrown; or, in one word, is itself the food, in ks simple 
form, of all living creatures. The animal grinds down 
the fibre and the tissue of the plant, or the nutritious store- 
that has been laid up within its cells, and converts these 
into the substance of which its own organs are composed. 
The plant acquires the organs and nutritious store thus 
yielded up as food to the animal from the invulnerable air 
surrounding it. But animals are furnished with the means 
of locomotion and of seizure, — they can approach their 
food, and lay hold of and swallow it; plants must wait 
till their food comes to them. No solid particles find 
access to their frames: the restless, ambient air, which 
rushes past them, loaded with the carbon, the hydrogen, 
the oxygen, the water, every thing they need in the shape 
of supplies, is constantly at hand to minister to their wants, 
not only to afford them food in due season, but in the shape 
and fashion in which it alone can avail them."— Selected. 


A little girl in Yorkshire, when water was scarce, 
saved as much rain-water as she could, and sold it to the 
washerwomen for a penny a bucket, and, in this way, cleared 
nearly five dollars for the Missionary Society. When she 
brought it to the Secretary, she was not willing to tell her 
name. “ But I must put dbwn where the money came from,"' 
said he. “Call it, then,” replied the little girl, “rain 
from heaven.” 
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TOBY’S SUPPER. 

BEE EH GRAYING. 

Toby — it is not a very pretty name, but was given him 
oat of respect to an old-fashioned uncle — was a funny 
little urchin some ten years of age, the most good- 
humored and the most reckless of boys. Father, mother, 
aunts, and schoolmaster, all shook their heads over him; all 
agreed that Toby was a lad of great capabilities, and it 
was a sin that he should go on thus wasting his precious 
time. “At twelve years old,” said his uncle Toby, “I 
knew all I have ever learned by studying. Then I was 
obliged to go out into the world, and do for myself. What 
will Toby be in two years ? ” 

This being an unanswerable question, no one thought of 
answering it; and, the baby just at that moment happening 
to cry, Toby, who was loitering near, rushed through the 
room to speak to her; and the conversation took another 
turn. 

Now, Toby had a kind heart, and, though no student, 
was no fool. He always had an uncomfortable sense, that 
he was made the subject of conversation whenever any 
of his relatives came to visit his parents. He did not like 
the shakes of the head, and “ Ah Toby’s,” which always 
greeted him, even though they were accompanied by the 
new knife, the top, or the paper of candy. “ But what can 
I do ? ” asked Toby of himself. “ I can’t help forgetting 
things; 1 can’t help breaking and spoiling things; and then 
I can’t cry when I get scolded. It isn’t worth crying 
for. I do try to remember what mother tells me, but 
it is no use.” And Toby sighed, and went on with his 
whittling. * 
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The voice of his mother roused him from his revery. 
“ Toby! where can that boy be ? If I didn’t want him 
now, he’d be sure to be in the way. Toby! ” 

u I am in the way, mother,” said Toby, peeping from 
behind the lilac-bush in the yard. u What do you want 
me for ? ” 

“ You must go down to the village, and get a bushel of 
salt. I haven’t a particle to put in the butter I’m making. 
And, Toby, stop at the office, and see if there’s a letter.” 

“ Where’s the bucket, mother ? ” 

" Foolish boy ! you can’t bring a whole bushel of salt 
half a mile. Let Mr. Smith measure it, and then you 
may take this little bucket, and bring it home full; and, if 
Mr. Smith will set the rest on one side, your father will 
call for it in a day or two.” 

Toby set off immediately. The salt was purchased, 
and Toby returned home; that is to say, he came within 
sight of the chimneys of the house, when he recollected 
that he had not been to the post-office. What should he 
do ? He could not go home without having been, even 
though his mother was waiting for the salt; and he could 
not resolve to carry the heavy bucket with him to the post- 
office. He hid it at length very carefully among the bushes, 
and returned to the office. 

There was a letter there for his mother, and Toby was 
quite curious. His father had letters now and then; but 
his mother had never, within his recollection, received one> 
His bucket was found in exactly the spot where he had 
left it, and Toby returned to the house. Toby was a 
noted loiterer, so his mother had not been expecting him 
long. She was as much surprised as he at receiving the 
letter; but, on taking it from the envelope, she saw it was 
a long one, and so she finished making her butter before 
she read it 
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It proved to be from her sister, saying that a long- 
absent brother was to be at home that very evening, and 
begging her and her husband to come over and meet him. 
It was now about eleven o’clock, and Toby’s mother 
knew that she should not be ready before twelve. Then 
it was a two-hours’ ride, and she would wish to remain as 
long as possible. She could not reach home again before 
six or seven o’clock. She sent Toby to the barn for his 
father. When he came, she asked him what she should 
do. 

“ Go, by all means.” 

u And what shall we do with the children ? ” 

“ Leave them here, of course. I think it is a pity if 
Toby cannot be trusted to take care of house and baby 
for half a dozen hours.” 

“ But he is so careless! ” 

“This will be the very thing to teach him careful¬ 
ness.” 

She said no more, but busied herself in getting dinner, 
and making all the preparations to leave home. She put 
out the fire; she drew the cradle into the kitchen, which 
opened into the back yard. She put Toby’s supper and 
the baby’s on the table, and covered it nicely with a clean 
towel, and told Toby that the baby must have her bread 
and milk at four o’clock. All these arrangements occupied 
some time: so it was at least half-past twelve before Toby, 
standing in the kitchen door-way with the baby in his 
arms, saw the old chaise-top go nodding down the road. 

Toby never had any account to give of the long after¬ 
noon that he passed, except that he fed the baby, who 
never cried once, and then put her in the cradle; and, when 
she was asleep, he ate his own supper. He did not hear 
the chaise stop when his father and mother returned; and 
they found him just as our picture represents him, with 
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the chickens fluttering about him, and puss standing on 
her hind-legs, eager for a share in his meal. 

Toby was half afraid, when he was thoroughly wakened, 
that he should be punished for sleeping at his post; but hia 
mother only said, “ Poor boy ! you were very sleepy ! n 
and Toby, to his great satisfaction, heard her giving an 
account of his watch to uncle Toby on the next day bnt 
one. 

“ And we found every thing as safe and as nice as if I 
had been at home all the afternoon; and Toby had given 
the baby her supper, and had put her to bed; and she was 
sound asleep when we came home.” 

And Toby, having unexpectedly begun to retrieve his 
character, felt encouraged to proceed in it; until father, 
mother, aunts, and schoolmaster used his name as a 
proverb, and said, “ As careful as our Toby.” 

EDITOR. 


THE “RESOLUTE.” 

[This vessel, as our little readers may know, was abandoned in 
the ice of the polar regions, by her English captain. She was 
found by the captain of an American whaler; and, as she was 
nearly free from the ice, the whale-ship took her in tow, and 
brought her home. The following is a description of her appear¬ 
ance when found. — Editor.] 


When Mr. Anall, the brother of the captain of the 
“ McLellan,” whom the “ Resolute ” had befriended, — 
the mate of the “George Henry,” whaler, whose mas¬ 
ter, Capt Buddington, had discovered the “ Resolute ” in 
the ice, — came to her after a hard day’s journey with his 
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men, the men faltered with a little superstitious feeling, 
and hesitated for a minute about going on board. But 
the poor lonely ship wooed them too lovingly; and they 
climbed over the broken ice, and came on deck. She was 
lying over on her larboard side, with a heavy weight of ice 
holding her down. Hatches and companion were made 
fast, as Capt. Kellett had left them. But, knocking open 
the companion, groping down stairs to the after-cabin, 
they found their way to the captain’s table, — somebody 
put his hand on a box of lucifers, struck a light, and 
revealed books scattered in confusion ; a candle standing, 
which he lighted at once; the glasses and the decanters 
from which Kellett and his officers had drunk good-by to 
the vessel. The whalemen filled them again, and undoubt¬ 
edly felt less discouraged. Meanwhile, night came on, and 
a gale arose. So hard did it blow, that for two days these 
four were the whole crew of the “ Resolute; ” and it was 
not till the 19th of September that they returned to their 
own ship, and reported what their prize was. 

All these ten days, since Capt. Buddington had first 
seen her, the vessels had been nearing each other. On 
the 19th he boarded her himself; found that in her hold, 
on the larboard side, was a good deal of ice; on the star¬ 
board side there seemed to be water. In fact, her tanks had 
burst from the extreme cold; and she was full of water, 
nearly to her lower deck. Every thing that could move 
from its place had moved. Every thing was wet; every 
thing that would mould was mouldy. “ A sort of perspi¬ 
ration” settled on the beams above. Clothes were 
wringing wet. The captain’s party made a fire in Capt. 
Kellett’s stove, and soon started a sort of shower from 
the vapor with which it filled the air. The “ Resolute ” 
has, however, four fine force-pumps. For three days, the 
captain and six men worked fourteen hours a day on one 
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of these, and had the pleasure of finding that they freed 
her of water, — that she was tight still. They cut away 
upon the masses of ice; and on the 23d of September, in 
the evening, she freed herself from her encumbrances, and 
took an even keel. This was off the west shore of Baffin’s 
Bay, in lat. 67°. On the shortest tack, she was twelve 
hundred miles from where Capt. Kellett left her. 

There was work enough still to be done. The rudder 
was to be shipped; the rigging to be made taut; sail 
to be set; and it proved, by the way, that the sail on 
the yards was much of it still serviceable; while a suit 
of new linen sails below were greatly injured by moisture. 
In a week more, they had her ready to make sail. The 
pack of ice still drifted with both ships; but on the 21st 
of October, after a long north-west gale, the “ Resolute ” 
was free, more free than she had been for more than 
two years. 

Her “ last voyage ” is almost told. Capt. Buddington 
had resolved to bring her home. He had picked ten men 
from the “ George Henry,” leaving her fifteen ; and with 
a rough tracing of the American coast drawn on a sheet 
of foolscap, with his lever watch and a quadrant for his 
instruments, he squared off for New London. A rough, 
hard passage they had of it. The ship’s ballast was gone 
by the bursting of the tanks; she was top-heavy, and under 
manned. He spoke a British whaling bark, and, by her, 
sent to Capt Kellett his epaulets, and to his own owners 
news that he was coming. They had heavy gales and 
head winds; were driven as far down as the Bermudas; 
the water left in the ship’s tanks was brackish, and it 
needed all the seasoning which the ship’s chocolate would 
give to make it drinkable. “ For sixty hours at a time,” 
says the spirited captain, “ I frequently had no sleep: ” 
but his perseverance was crowned with success at last; and, 
on the night of the 23d-24th of December, he made the 
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light off the magnificent harbor from which he sailed, and, 
on Sunday morning the 24th, dropped anchor in the 
Thames opposite New London; ran up the royal ensign on 
the shorn masts of the “ Resolute; ” and the good people 
of the town knew that he and his were safe, and that 
one of the victories of peace was won. 

As the fine ship lies opposite the piers of that beautiful 
town, she attracts visitors from everywhere, and is, 
indeed, a very remarkable curiosity. Seals were at once 
placed, and very properly, on the captain’s bookcases, 
lockers, and drawers, and wherever private property might 
be injured by wanton curiosity; and two keepers are on 
duty on the vessel, till her destination is decided. But 
nothing is changed from what she was when she came 
into harbor; and, from stem' to stern, every detail of her 
equipment is a curiosity to the sailor or to the lands¬ 
man. The candlestick in the cabin is not like a Yankee 
candlestick. The hawse-hole for the chain cable is fitted 
as has not been seen before; and so of every thing 
between. There is the aspect of wet over every thing now, 
after months of ventilation; the rifles, which were last 
fired at Musk-oxen in Melville Island, are red with 
rust, as if they had lain in the bottom of the sea; 
the volume of Shakspeare, which you find in an officer’s 
berth, has a damp feel, as if you had been reading 
it in the open air in a March north-easter. The old 
seamen look with most amazement perhaps on the pre¬ 
parations for amusement,—the juggler’s cups and balls, 
or Harlequin’s spangled dress; the quiet landsman won¬ 
ders at the gigantic ice-saws,— at the cast-off canvas 
boots, — the long thick Arctic stockings. It seems almost 
wrong to go into Mr. Hamilton’s ward-room, and see how 
he arranged his soap-cup and his tooth-brush; and one 
does not tell of it, if he finds on a blank leaf the secret 
prayer a sister wrote down for the brother to whom she 
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gave a prayer-book. There is a good deal of disorder 
now, — thanks to her sudden abandonment, and perhaps 
to her three months’ voyage home. A little union jack 
lies over a heap of unmended and unwashed under-clothes: 
when Kellett left the ship, he left his country’s flag over 
his arm-chair as if to keep, possession. Two officers’ 
swords and a pair of epaulets were on the cabin table. 
Indeed, what is there not there, which should make an 
Arctic winter endurable, make a long night into day, or 
while long days away ? 

The ship is staiich and sound. The “ last voyage ” 
which we have described will not, let us hope, be the Iasi 
voyage of her career. But, wherever she goes, under the 
English flag or under our own, she will scarcely ever crowd 
more adventure into one cruise, than into that which sealed 
the discovery of the North-West Passage; which gave 
new lands to England, nearest to the Pole of all she has; 
which spent more than a year, no man knows where, 
self-governed and unguided; and which, having begun 
under the strict regime of the English navy, ended under 
the remarkable mutual rules, adopted by common consent, 
in the business of American whalemen. 

It is not worth noting, that, in this chivalry of Arctic 
adventure, the ships which have been wrecked have been 
those of the names of fight or horror! They are the 
" Fury,” the “ Victory,” the “ Erebus,” the “ Terror.” 
But the ships which never failed their crews — which, 
for all that man knows, are as sound now as ever — bear 
the names of peaceful adventure. The “ Heda,” the 
“ Enterprise,” and “ Investigator,” the “ Assistance ” and 
" Resolute,” the “ Pioneer ” and “ Intrepid,” and our own 
" Advance ” and “ Rescue ” and “ Arctic,” never threatened 
any one, even in their names. And they never failed the 
men who commanded them, or who sailed in them. — 
Daily Advertiser . 
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EMILY. 

(Concluded from page 163.) 

The storm lasted three days; but I believe I was more 
unreasonable than Emily; for I was impatient to show 
her the ocean-view from the east side of the island, where 
we boasted of a rocky, wooded hill. She said the hill and 
the ocean would wait till she came; and she set out on a 
race with the storm-king, determined to finish her set of 
collars before his departure, which she accomplished. 
Besides this exploit, she read Cicero each morning with 
Mr. Temple, made good progress with her u ribbing and 
seaming,” wrote a letter to her mother, and a funny one I 
fancy to her brother (for I saw her smiling as she wrote), 
and practised some new music she had brought, for an 
hour each day. And at night she exclaimed, “ How can 
people find time long in the country ? ” 

The sunshine always comes after a storm; a fact in 
natural history which impatient people almost doubt, when 
an obstinate north-easter takes possession of the airy 
domain above us. 

Now began our peregrinations. Emily was not strong 
enough for long walks at first; but she gained rapidly. 
We drove about with old Gray; we went to the east 
shore, where she stood on the highest point of land in 
silent awe, as she gazed over the boundless sea for the 
first time in her life. Her hair, always neatly and closely 
arranged, was dishevelled by the rude sea-breeze, and her 
face burned; but her thoughts were busy with higher 
things. We went three times to this favorite spot within 
a fortnight; we went to a sheep-shearing; we called to 
see a couple of lonely old Indian women; we gathered 
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partridge-berries; we studied botany; we pressed sea¬ 
weeds ; we went over tbe ferry to see a cave among the 
high rocks on the main land, and to buy some stout shoes 
for Emily at the village “ omnium gatherum ” store. 

Into every thing the bright creature entered with 
unfailing interest At first she was often compelled to lie 
down for half' an hour in the day from pure fatigue; bat 
she was very grateful when Mr. Temple or I “ rescued 
the half-hour,” as she said, by reading aloud to her from 
some of the Reviews or valuable periodicals. In oar 
remote position, we had always thought ourselves justified 
in subscribing for these. 

The minister of our little parish was an infirm old 
man> with a wife almost as old as himself, and no children. 
She soon found that her cheerful visits enlivened the 
solitary couple ; and she seldom allowed two days to pass, 
without carrying her knitting to their little uncarpeted 
parlor. Sometimes she read to them, sometimes she sung 
at twilight; and the quavering voices of the old folks, as 
they joined in their favorite hymns, with more of hearty' 
sympathy than pleasant harmony, may have disturbed her 
nice ear; but she never betrayed it. 

Our Bridget, who had lived with us ever since our 
marriage, had all an Irishwoman's capacity for strong 
likes and dislikes; and just as much as she had hated the 
lazy, over-bearing, selfish ways of Miss Henrietta Carlisle, 
so much did she love our new guest. If Emily came 
home with damp feet, Bridget insisted on rubbing them 
with crash; if a shower came up suddenly, out went 
Bridget with an umbrella to find the young lady; and 
whatever viand Miss Emily praised was sure to appear 
on the fable without orders, till countermanded. “ Indeed, 
and I love the very shadow of her,” said the warm-hearted 
Bridget, whom Henrietta had declared to be the laziest 
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and stupidest plague she ever saw, because she had been 
neither able nor willing to be her femme de chambre k 
from morning till night “Miss Emily has never once 
called me when my hands were in the dough, or when I 
was eating my dinner, to come quick and lace her boots,” 
said Bridget. 

The brief summer flew away, and many happy hours 
were left stamped on our memories by that young girl. 
Several families on the island, who knew and cared little 
about her accomplishments, of which she never made a 
display, were won by the goodness of her heart, which 
showed itself in the kindness of her deportment to all. 
She learned to make custards that she might carry them 
to a consumptive woman; she concocted blackberry jam 
for a boy who had a sore throat; and, at the donation 
party at our good minister’s, she took a couple of nice 
appropriate caps to the old lady, of her own millinery. 
She had as many friends on the island as she had acquaint¬ 
ance; and she was always so busy and so happy! 
Braced by the sea air and daily exercise, her frame grew 
straight, her cheeks rosy with health; and to our loving 
eyes, before she left us, the homely girl had become almost 
a beauty. 

The time came when she must return to what, from her 
own simple account, I should think must have been a life 
of bondage hard. But she did not speak of it with dread 
or reluctance. Her Christianity led her to accept her lot, 
whatever it might be, as the best possible order of things 
for her; and she talked only of the delight of seeing her 
family again; of their joy at receiving her in such fine 
health; of the satisfaction she should take in being well 
enough to teach the younger brothers and sisters out of 
her own school-hours. 

I have heard since that this girl’s life of religion, con- 
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scientiousneBS, and self-sacrifice, began in her days of 
. prosperity, under the charge of a wise and pious mother: 
at thirteen she must have been as unlike Henrietta Carlisle 
as she was when we saw her. 

Shall I tell the sequel ? We made Emily promise to 
come every summer, if possible $ but we saw her no more. 
Her health failed completely under excessive toil; and 
she literally laid down her life for those whom she loved. 
In the following spring, she took a violent cold; influenza 
became a rapid consumption: it was an uncomplaining 
illness; a peaceful, almost joyful death. And many in 
our distant little island wept for Emily Vaughan, but 
thought of her as an angel. l. j. h. 


“THOU CROWNEST THE YEAR WITH THY GOOD¬ 
NESS." — Psalm lxv. 11. 

How many of you, children, could enumerate God’s 
blessings to you ? If you were to try, you would soon 
find that they were more in number than the sands of the 
sea-shore. Then how appropriate it is that one day should 
be set apart from your duties and your pleasures to give 
thanks to him! True, Sundays are days of praise; but 
then we keep them by God’s command. The Thanksgiv¬ 
ing Day is a free-will offering; a hearty acknowledgment 
of our gratitude to our Father. Of course, in saying this, 
we mean to speak of the day such as our ancestors 
intended it should be, such as it ought to be, and such as 
it might be. 

How many of you, children, make the day what it 
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ought to be to you ? How many of you occupy even one 
of its many hours in thinking over your causes for thank¬ 
fulness, and in resolving that by your life, as well as with 
your lips, you will u render praises ” to your Maker, while 
you have your being ? We would not have Thanksgiving 
Day one of gloom and entire seriousness. True thankful¬ 
ness is always bright and happy; and we would not that 
any one should miss the cheerful family gathering, the 
games and the laughter, which have come to be associated 
with this day. But do not let fun and good eating be the 
only ideas connected with it. Sit down soberly, early in 
the morning, or after your breakfast, and think of the 
many things you enjoy. Compare yourself with some 
poor child whom you know or have seen. Ask yourself 
whether you have deserved any more than they; putting 
the question, not in the spirit of pride, but of humility. 
You will thus realize how utterly dependent you are upon 
God’s bounty’for the smallest favors; and the more you 
recognize this truth, the more gratefully will you return 
thanks to the Giver of all. 

After such a meditation as this, you will be better pre¬ 
pared to enjoy and profit by the services at church. And 
do not let a slight thing, or the want of inclination, keep 
you on this day from the house of God. Do not offer as 
an excuse that others do not go. Your duty is to your 
heavenly Benefactor and to yourself, and the bad example 
of others should not weigh with you for a moment. Join 
with your hearts in the hymns of praise, and in the prayers 
of thanksgiving. Follow the sermon too; never mind if 
you are not old enough to understand it all: you can at 
least remember a part of it, and the very effort of attention 
will do you good. 

Then, after you return home, you may well give your¬ 
selves up to innocent gayety, and rejoice in the happiness 

18 
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which now, more than at any time, you can enjoy. Now 
there are no vacant seats in your fireside circle to sad¬ 
den the joys of the day. Now there are no recollections 
of friends whose gay laugh once made the happiness of 
the festal gathering, but who shall meet with you no 
more on earth. Enjoy it while you may; but let your 
enjoyment be of that quiet, peaceful kind which leaves no 
weariness behind it, and gives no sense of dissatisfaction 
to the soul. And, in all your sports, remember that the 
truest pleasure is to be had in the sacrifice of self, and in 
seeking to make others happy. 

If any one of our readers feels disposed to make the 
coming Thanksgiving Day an unusually happy one, we 
beg him to try the method of spending the day which 
we have recommended, and he may rest assured his 
desires will be more than realized. editor. 


TALKING PARROTS. 

One of my earliest recollections was a gray parrot, 
'belonging to an old lady who had taken charge of my 
mother’s childhood, and which had been presented to her 
by her husband. This parrot had lost one of its legs; and 
no sooner did any one remark this, or ask how it had been 
lost, than it replied, “I lost my leg in the merchant’s 
service; pray, remember the lame.” 

It was frequently hung up in its cage, outside the house, 
where its great delight was to whistle the dogs round it, 
and stop the teams of horses which went past, or make 
them go on when they stopped, which they frequently did 
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as they mounted the hill where it lived; on all which 
occasions, it chuckled and laughed with delight. 

In the same country town lived a famous parrot, 
supposed to be very old; of which I used to hear extraor¬ 
dinary stories, all now forgotten, except the following. 
Its master and mistress had a tea-party, followed by cards. 
The parrot, which had been vociferous for cake while it 
was handed round, at last, as it was thought, settled itself 
to sleep in a corner, where its cage stood. Whist parties 
were formed, and but little talking ensued. The silence, 
however, was broken when the moment for reckoning 
arrived; the losings and winnings were disputed, and points 
were discussed; great excitement took place, and passion 
had already begun to manifest itself, when, to the astonish¬ 
ment of every one, the parrot exclaimed, in a loud voice, 
u Curse your cards, ladies ! ” 

The squabble was stopped. A sort of awe crept over 
the party, and an amicable arrangement took place which 
was cemented by supper. The story, however, spread; 
and it was observed that there was, for some time after, a 
greater degree of moderation on similar occasions. My 
mother was a witness of the whole scene; and from her I 
have heard of‘another parrot, which was clever enough to 
call the cat when it had any thing to eat which it did not 
like; for instance, the crust of toast; and, if “ Puss, Puss,” 
were not sufficient, used the most coaxing terms to induce 
it to come under the cage, when the rejected morsel was 
dropped on the floor. This artifice is sometimes used in 
cases of fear, as I once saw a cat with eyes fixed on a 
parrot, evidently having an intention of springing on the 
poor bird, which was chained to a pole; and which tried 
to avert the mischief by saying, “Dear Puss, pretty 
Puss,” incessantly; all the time keeping its eye upon the 
enemy.— Selected. 
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“ O Aunt Marian ! I have seen such beautiful pictures ! 
I wish you were well enough to go to the hall too, or that I 
could hang some of them on the walls of your room. 
I am sure it would cure you to look at them. Don’t you 
wish, aunt, that we could keep always with us the people 
and the things we. love ? ” The enthusiastic little girl 
bowed over the invalid's couch to give the customary kiss 
to Aunt Marian ; her golden curls falling upon the dark, 
smooth bands of hair, and her flushed cheek resting upon 
the pale face of the sufferer. 

“ Bring your low chair, Lily dear, and sit by me a 
little while. I will tell you of a way in which you may 
keep them always with you. 

u You can have beautiful paintings always around you; 
landscapes where linger for ever the fresh, welcome beauty 
of spring, the glowing richness of summer, or the luxuriant 
ripeness and the deep coloring of autumn; and faces that 
you love to see, wearing a gentle, loving look as their eyes 
meet yours.” • 

“ Oh, how! Aunt Marian, tell me how ! ” 

“ Already you are collecting them, Lily; and each day 
you are hanging them in ‘ Memory’s Picture Gallery,’ 
where they will remain for ever, and very much of the 
happiness of your life will depend upon the selection you 
are making. A lady once told me, that, during a season 
of great physical suffering, while lying in a darkened 
room, many beautiful places she had visited and been 
familiar with in her days of health were before her in all 
the vividness of reality. She could see, in the darkness 
around her, the calm, clear rivers, the hills with the ever- 
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changing light upon them, the waving foliage of the trees, 
and the well-known flowers; and the hours of illness 
passed pleasantly, while she thus, in her quiet chamber, 
enjoyed the beauty of the outward world. 

“And so, Lily, if you would hang in your picture 
gallery the works of the heavenly Artist, watch a summer 
sunset, with the glory of its sky and the rich light it casts 
upon the earth; or the sunrise, when the world is awaken¬ 
ing to life as if it had been created anew. Become 
familiar with the trees around your home; watch the 
growth of some plant, from the first appearing of the tiny 
seed-leaves, through all the stages of its growth, to the 
unfolding of the flower, the plant’s crown of beauty, 
the result and the reward of its growth; then, in the hours 
of toil, of care, and illness, that may make you weary and 
sad, memory, like a faithful guide, will lead you to the 
places in the gallery where they hang; and the freshness 
and light-heartedness of youth will be with you, while 
you see again the places and the objects you have so 
loved.” 

“ Then, aunt, if I go far away as sister Annie did, can 
I not take the dear old home with me ? ” 

“Yes, Lily; and you may now be collecting another 
kind of pictures, far lovelier than nature’s brightest scenes. 
If, looking in your gallery, you can see the sunny faces of 
little children whom you have made happy ; the grateful 
faces of the suffering whom you have relieved; if the 
dim eyes of some aged one, whose gray hairs and infirmi¬ 
ties you have tenderly and reverently remembered,'look 
kindly upon you ; if there you can see the new hope and 
the earnest resolve in the face of one whom you have 
helped into a new path, — what paintings on perishable 
canvas can compare with these unfading ones ? 

“ One by one the days we have lived go from us to the 
18 * 
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past; and, if we live true, good lives, we shall have a 
beautiful past to remember. 

“ Never forget, dear Lily, that the thoughts we think, 
the deeds we do, and the words we speak, are the colors 
we are using to give darkness and gloom, or brightness 
and beauty, to the pictures which are to be ours for ever.” 

“ I will remember it always, Aunt Marian; and your face 
shall be one of my pictures to look sadly at me when I 
am doing wrong, and to smile sweetly on me when I am 
trying to do right” 8. e. s. 

Detroit, Mich. 


TRICKS OF JACK THE MONKEY. 

Never did any one start for a tropical climate with a 
greater antipathy towards monkeys than I did. I lived 
years in their vicinity, and yet tried to avoid all contact 
with them; and it was not till I was homeward bound that 
my conversion was effected. The ship, in which Mr. 
Bowdich and myself took a round-about course to England, 
was floating on a wide expanse of water, disturbed only 
by the heavy swell, which forms the sole motion in a calm; 
the watch on deck were seated near the bows of the ves¬ 
sel; the passengers and officers were almost all below; there 
was only myself and the helmsman on the after-deck ; he 
stood listlessly by the binnacle, and I was wholly occupied 
in reading. A noise between a squeak and a chatter sud¬ 
denly met my ears; and, before I could turn my head to 
see whence it proceeded, a heavy, living creature jumped 
on to my shoulders from behind, and its tail encircled my 
throat I felt it was Jack, the cook’s monkey; the mis- 
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chievous, malicious, mocking, but inimitable Jack, whose 
pranks had often made me laugh against my will, as I 
watched him from a distance, but with whom I had never 
made the least acquaintance. Whether from fear or 
presence of mind I do not pretend to say, but I remained 
perfectly still; and in a minute or two Jack put his head 
forward and stared me in the face, uttering a sort of croak: 
be then descended on to my knees, examined my hands as 
if he were counting my fingers, tried to take off my rings, 
and, when I gave him some biscuit, curled himself com¬ 
pactly into my lap. We were friends from that moment. 
My aversion thus cured, I have ever since felt indescriba¬ 
ble interest and entertainment in watching, studying, and 
protecting monkeys. We had several on board the above- 
mentioned vessel; but Jack was the prince of them all. 

Exclusively belonging to the cook, although a favorite 
with the whole crew, my friend (a Cercopithecus from 
Senegal) had been at first kept by means of a cord, 
attached to the caboose; but, as he became more and more 
tame, his liberty was extended, till at last he was allowed 
the whole range of the ship, with the exception of the 
captain’s and passengers’ cabins. The occupations which 
he marked out for himself began at early dawn, by over¬ 
turning the steward’s parrot-cage whenever he could get 
at it, in order to secure the lump of sugar which then 
rolled out, or lick up the water which ran from the upset 
cup. He evidently intended to pull the parrot’s feathers; 
but the latter, by turning round as fast as Jack turned, 
always faced him, and his beak was too formidable to be 
encountered. I was frequently awakened by the quick 
trampling of feet at this early hour, and knew it arose 
from a pursuit of Jack, in consequence of some mischief 
on his part- Like all other nautical monkeys, he descended 
into the forecastle, where he twisted off the night-caps of 
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the sailors as they lay in their hammocks, stole their 
knives, tools, &c.; and, if they were not very active in the 
pursuit, these purloinings were thrown overboard. 

When the preparations for breakfast began, Jack took 
his post in a corner near the grate, and, when the cook’s 
back was turned, hooked out the pieces of biscuit which 
were toasting between the bars for the men, and snatched 
the bunches of dried herbs, with which they tried to 
imitate tea, out of the tin mugs. He sometimes scalded 
or burnt his fingers by these tricks, which kept him quiet 
for a few days; but no sooner was the pain gone than he 
repeated the mischief. 

Two days in each week, the pigs, which formed part of 
our live stock, were allowed to run about the deck for 
exercise, and then Jack was particularly happy: hiding 
himself behind a cask, he would suddenly spring on to the 
back of one of them, his face to the tail, and away scam¬ 
pered his frightened steed. Sometimes an obstacle would 
impede the gallop; and then Jack, loosening the hold which 
he had acquired by digging his nails into the skin of the 
pig, industriously tried to uncurl its tail; and, if he were 
saluted by a laugh from some one near by, he would look 
up with an assumed air of wonder, as much as to say, 
What can you find to laugh at ? 

When the pigs were shut up, he thought it # his turn to 
give others a ride; and there were three little monkeys, 
with red skins and blue faces, whom he particularly 
favored. I frequently met him with all of them on his 
back at the same time, squeaking and huddling together, 
and with difficulty preserving their seat; when he suddenly 
stopped, and seemed to ask me to praise the good-natured 
action which he was performing. He was, however, 
jealous of all those of his brethren who came in contact 
with me, and freed himself of two of his rivals by throw- 
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ing them into the sea. One of them was a small lion 
monkey, of great beauty and extreme gentleness; and, 
immediately after I had been feeding him, Jack called him 
with a coaxing, patronizing air; but, a9 soon as he was 
within reach, the perfidious creature seized him by the 
nape of his neck, and, as quick as thought, popped 
him over the side of the ship. We were going at a 
brisk rate, and, although a rope was thrown out to him, 
the poor little screaming thing was soon left behind, very 
much to my distress; for his almost human agony of 
countenance was painful to behold. For this, Jack was 
punished by being shut up all day in the empty hen-coop, 
in which he usually passed the night, and which he so 
hated, that, when bedtime came, he generally avoided the 
clutches of the Steward : he, however, committed so much 
mischief when unwatched, that it had become necessary'to 
confine him at night, and I was often obliged to perform 
the office of nurse-maid. Jack’s principal punishment, 
however, was to be taken in front of the cage in which a 
panther belonging to me was placed, in the fore part of 
the deck. His alarm was intense: the panther set up his 
back and growled, but Jack instantly closed his eyes, and 
made himself perfectly rigid. I generally held him up 
by the tail, and, if I moved, he cautiously opened one eye; 
but, if he caught sight of even a corner of the cage, he 
shut it fast, and again pretended to be dead. 

Jack’s drollest trick was practised on a poor little black 
monkey ; taking the opportunity when a calm, similar to 
that spoken of above, left him nearly the sole possessor 
of the deck. I do not know that he saw me, for I was 
sitting behind the companion-door. The men had been 
painting the ship outside, and were putting a broad band 
of white upon her, when they went to dinner below, leav¬ 
ing their paint and brushes on the upper deck. Jack 
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enticed his victim to him, who meekly obeyed the sum¬ 
mons ; and, seizing him with one hand, he, with the other, 
took the brush, and covered him with the white fluid from 
head to foot. The laugh of the man at the helm called 
my attention to the circumstance; and, as soon as Jack 
perceived he was discovered, he dropped his dripping 
brother, and rapidly scampered up the rigging, till he 
gained the main-top, where he stood with his nose between 
the bars, looking at what was going on below. As the 
other monkey began to lick himself, I called up the stew¬ 
ard, who washed him clean with turpentine, and no harm 
ensued ; but Jack was afraid to come down, and only after 
three days passed in his elevated place of refuge did 
hunger compel him to descend. He chose the moment 
when I was sitting on deck, and, swinging himself by a 
rope, he dropped suddenly into my lap; looking so implor¬ 
ingly at me for pardon, that I not only forgave him myself, 
but procured his absolution from others. 'Jack and I 
parted a little to the south of the Scilly Islands, after five 
months’ companionship, and never met again; but I was 
told that he was much distressed at my absence, hunted 
for me all over the vessel in the most disconsolate manner, 
even venturing into my cabin ; nor was he reconciled to 
the loss of me when the ship’s company parted in the 
London docks. — Forrester's Magazine. 


LETTER TO A SUNDAY-SCHOOL SCHOLAR. 

My dear Louisa, — When you left me, I did not think 
so long a time would elapse before I should write to you; 
but now, finding a quiet hour, I will gladly spend it in a 
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friendly talk with you. I could have wished that your 
visit might have been deferred a few weeks; but I trust 
your renewed health will more than compensate for any 
disadvantage your absence may occasion. 

I could have wished that the religious impressions which 
had been made upon you should have been strengthened 
and confirmed, before you were thrown among new 
scenes and new temptations. I could have desired that the 
seed dropped into good soil should have taken root, and 
began to spring up, before you were exposed to other influ¬ 
ences than those which surround you in your Christian 
home. But we, in our blindness, know not what is best 
for our friends; and perhaps God would try you in order 
to prove you, and so that you may know whether your 
wish to serve him is sincere. 

For my own part, my dear child, I do not doubt that 
you have indeed received the influence of God’s holy 
spirit. I do not doubt that your earnest longings for a 
better life were prompted by the call of God to your soul; 
and with so many Christian friends as surround you when 
at home, with their influence all tending towards a holy 
life, I have no doubt that after a few months you would 
have seriously determined to consecrate all your powers,— 

41 All that you are, have been, 

All that you yet may be,”— 

to Him whose service is perfect freedom. 

But, since you are thrown entirely out of the circle of 
religious sympathies, you must strive the harder to “ work 
out your own salvation.” Do not let the pleasures in 
which you may engage turn your heart away from the 
highest happiness. You are just now in that state of mind 
in which you will find it difficult to decide with regard to 
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amusements, the disposal of your time, &c., what is right 
or wrong. Let me urge you to keep to one rule. If there 
has arisen a debate in your conscience, it will always be 
best for you to forego the doubtful pleasure. If you can¬ 
not be sure that it is right, it is best not to indulge in it. 
I know very well that you will find this hard to do, 
especially if others among whom you are thrown feel no 
scruples, and urge you to enjoy with them, or to give your 
reasons for not doing so. You will be too distrustful of 
your real desire for goodness, too sure that you depart in 
many ways from your standard, to say openly that you do 
not feel that you shall be doing right in a participation. 
And yet it is best you should say it, even at the risk of 
sneers and whispers, “ not loud but deep,” that you u set 
up to be better than other people;” nay, even at the 
hazard of being told by some mature acquaintance, that 
it does not look well and is scarcely maidenly for a young 
girl to be over-scrupulous, and to take a decided stand in 
opposition to those so much older than herself. 

These, Louisa dear, are the little persecutions which 
may, which must, beset you, when you first turn your face 
to the heavenly city. I beseech you, as you value your 
eternal welfare, do not let them turn your steps back to 
the world. What are the scoffs of those whom you meet, 
even of your friends, to the sweet smile of approval with 
which your Saviour will welcome you to his fold, and to 
the glorious promise, “ No man shall pluck them out of my 
hand ” ? 

But there is danger that your first impressions will melt 
away, so that your conscience will lose the tenderness 
which they awakened; and you will be no longer troubled 
to decide doubtful points, but will rush headlong into every 
pursuit which promises its grain of pleasure. Guard 
against this state; struggle with it, as you would struggle 
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with the benumbing influence of cold, when to sleep would 
be certain death. And no outward method will be so 
likely to preserve you from this fearful relapse into indiffer¬ 
ence as an hour or half-hour set apart every day for 
religious purposes. It is true, when we are visiting, our 
time is scarcely at our own disposal; yet, by rising early 
in the morning, you may And time for quiet reading and 
prayer before you are claimed for the business or the 
.amusements of the day. Do not think you can defer this 
hour till your time of retiring. Your thoughts will be 
then too much upon the events of the day, and the fatigues 
of the body will so weigh upon the spirit that it will not 
be able to give itself entirely up to the highest thoughts, 
and to entire communion with the almighty Father. 

And, through the day, let the thought of God and of his 
holy Son be as much with you as possible. I know that 
the beauties of the outward world always carry your 
thoughts upward. Strive to let the “ common round, the 
trivial task,” suggest holy things. Try to see in every 
one a brother of the great human family whom Christ 
commanded you to help. If you can learn this, the 
thought will check the angry word and the hasty judg¬ 
ment. 

I wish I might be near you, and could watch over you; 
yet I know this is foolish weakness. After all, what is all 
one human being can do for the soul of another ? It is 
God who gives the increase; and for us but one thing 
is left, — prayer. And you may be sure, dear Louisa, 
that, remembering, as I always do, my dear scholars in my 
petitions, I shall not fail to make more earnest ones than 
ever for you, and to ask that you may have strength given 
you in temptation, and that no evil weeds may spring up 
to check the good seed, but that, in God’s own time, it majr 
bear fruit. 
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Your parents, no doubt, have written, and will write, to 
you more earnestly than I can; and yet I know that a word 
from any friend who desires your truest good, will' not be 
without weight with you. When you find an unemployed 
hour, let me hear from you. I shall rejoice to know that 
strength is returning to your frame, and still more to hear 
that your feet are turned Zionward. 

Your affectionate Sunday-school teacher. editor. 


STORIES ON THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 

NOS. VII. AND VXIX. 

“ Thou shalt not commit adultery. — Thou shalt not steal.” 

“ I have learned two commandments to-day, mother,” 
said Annie, as mamma took her seat in the great library- 
chair ; “ they were both so short; so now you must tell 
me two stories this afternoon ! But I don’t understand the 
seventh.” 

“You are not old enough yet to understand it, my dear,” 
said mother gravely ; u but still it has a meaning even for 
children ; that they should be very careful to avoid every 
thing vulgar and improper in word and action. I have 
heard little girls who should have been much better bred, 
for their mothers were true ladies, use really indecent 
language, when they thought they were by themselves; 
and discuss things of which they ought to have been per¬ 
fectly ignorant, but had learned from servants or vulgar 
acquaintances. A prohibition of every thing like that is 
implied in the seventh commandment; and a very good 
rule for little girls is never to talk to each other in a way 
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which they would not be willing their mothers should hear. 
The truest charm of a girl is her modesty and delicacy; 
and all her thoughts and words and acts should be pure. 
No lady-like little girl will make use of any of the thou¬ 
sand slang expressions that are so popular now-a-days, and 
which all the rude, dirty little children in the streets have 
constantly on their lips. It is more excusable in them, 
for often they have never been taught better. A modest, 
retiring, well-bred little girl will always be loved, whether 
she has beauty and wit or not; a meek and quiet spirit is 
a lovelier ornament than pearls, and that is what I wish to 
see my little Annie arrayed in. There! I have given 
you a lecture instead of a story, haven’t I ? How do you 
like it, little girl ? ” And mother looked down with a smile 
into the bright, earnest face lying up-looking upon her 
lap. 

“Very well, mother,” said Annie, rather confusedly; 
the little lady remembered two or three phrases of her 
own which she had an idea mamma would be likely to 
class under the order of “ slang; ” “ I’ll try and remember 
it. And now tell me about the eighth commandment,” she 
added somewhat hastily. “ Did you ever know a girl who 
stole ? I wouldn’t steal, mother; I would be above such a 
thing! ” said the child proudly. 

w I trust you would, my daughter,” said mother. “ Still, 
don’t be too positive; don’t think it unnecessary to give 
the commandment due attention. There are more ways 
of being dishonest than by actual theft . I knew a little 
girl once, some two or three years ago, whose mother gave 
her a long seam to sew one afternoon. This little girl was 
very lively and full of spirits; she liked much better to 
play with her wax-doll, which she thought so pretty with 
its blue eyes and flaxen ringlets, and to which she had 
given the very flowery name of 4 Lily May,’ or to romp 
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with old Hartho, the great Newfoundland dog, or to swing 
in the great wooden swing, than to 6ew long seams ; but 
her mother told her she would soon know how to do. 
nothing but play if she played all the time, and that it 
was very necessary that little ladies should learn to use 
the needle. The little girl, however, did not fully appre¬ 
ciate this reasoning, and soon got very tired of her work. 
So she slipped up stairs to a room where a seamstress was 
sitting making up house-linen, and coaxed her to finish 
her seam for her. She had a winning smile and a pleading 
little voice, and the woman could not resist her entreaty. 
So she sewed the seam, while the little girl sat on the floor 
and played with i Lily May/ When the work was com¬ 
pleted, she took it down to her mother, and showed it as 
her own, allowing her mother to praise her for her 
improvement, and to present her with a rosy-cheeked 
apple for her industry. Who was this little girl, 
Annie?” 

Annie blushed, and turned her face away in confusion. 

M I should not have reminded you of it, dear,” said 
mother pleasantly, “ especially as you went up stairs, and 
shared the apple with the woman who had helped you; 
and afterwards grew so ashamed and sorry about it, 
thinking of it to yourself, that you came and told me all; 
only I wanted to show you that it was not necessary 
actually to steal in order to break the eighth command¬ 
ment. It is as dishonest to accept praise which we do not 
deserve, as to take any thing else which does not belong 
to us. Yet it is a practice which unfortunately is very 
common, especially among school-girls. They will allow 
their older companions to work their sums, or write their 
copies, or correct their exercises, and present them to 
their teachers as the fruit of their own unaided labor; and I 
have known girls who would deliberately copy whole pages 
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from published books, essays, or poems, and band them in 
on composition-day as their own; proud and lady-like 
girls who would be deeply insulted at any reflection upon 
their honor. Very few school-children seem to think it 
dishonest to look slyly into their book if they do not know 
their lesson, or to allow others to prompt them ; yet this 
is very deceitful; for, after they go up to class, they have 
no right to take the lesson from any place but their 
memory ; and it is much more honorable to fail openly than 
to succeed by stealth. It is very hard, I know," continued 
mother, as Annie drew a long sigh, “ to lose a credit-mark 
for perhaps a slight neglect or forgetfulness; but one’s 
honor and clear conscience are of more value than 
one’s place in a class. But it is a sad fact that there are 
some girls, well-dressed and well-bred, who will go beyond 
even these school peccadilloes. I was sent to a large 
boarding school when I was nearly grown; and that is a 
fair field for the study of almost every kind of character. 
There was a young lady there, whose looks I remember 
very well now, who will furnish a case in point. She was 
a beautiful girl, with well-cultivated mind and manners, 
but, alas! sadly neglected moral perceptions. We all 
knew that Adelaide Eshton was in the constant habit of 
evading the rules ; that she sat up night after night, long 
past the stated bedtime, reading novels; that she paid 
visits in study hours, received clandestine letters, and so 
on, but still did all these things so dexterously that none 
of the teachers suspected them. In class she always 
consulted her book stealthily; on examination-days, she 
carried in her pocket thin rolls of paper on which she had 
copied propositions in geometry, and the solutions of 
problems in arithmetic and algebra; and thus she.passed 
for an orderly and diligent pupil. There were others who 
did likewise, and thought it no harm; and again there 
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were others of us, who could not but think such a life 
an acted falsehood, and that it was dishonest to accept 
commendation which was undeserved. Gradually, how¬ 
ever, it began to be whispered about that Adelaide had 
very little respect for her neighbors’ property; she did 
not scruple to use at will her room-mate’s needles, thread, 
and pins; and once she was detected in wearing a very 
richly embroidered skirt belonging to another young lady. 
She explained that she only did it in sport, — it had been 
sent by a mistake of the washerwoman to her room, and 
was so handsome that she had a fancy to wear it once, — 
so the matter was dropped. Not long after this, a very 
elegant ring, which had been accidentally left on her wash- 
stand by one of the girls, was found missing. The room 
was searched for it, but in vain; and the owner, Emily 
Grant, finally mentioned it to the principal. She spoke of 
it very severely to the school, and said she should certainly 
pursue a strict scrutiny until it was discovered, but that, if 
it were returned, no exposure should be made. That 
evening Adelaide was heard to inquire very hurriedly of 
some one standing near Emily's door, if any one was in 
the room, and, on being told that there was not, she darted 
in, and in a moment re-appeared, hastening to her own 
room. A few minutes after, Emily entered her room, and 
the first thing she saw was the diamond in the ring flashing 
out in the darkness from just beneath the washstand, as if 
it had accidentally fallen to the floor. But the room had 
been so thoroughly searched before, that no one doubted 
Adelaide's agency in the matter. Still there was no posi¬ 
tive proof, and some half-believed her innocence, until 
another circumstance of a still darker shade occurred. 
One of the girls had lent her for a few days a very 
beautiful brooch, made of the hair of her mother, who was 
dead. Of course it was very dear to her; and her regret 
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was extreme when one day Adelaide came to her, appar¬ 
ently in deep distress, and told her that she had lost the 
brooch. She had been out to walk, had worn the pin, but 
on her return had found it had slipped from her collar. 
It was useless to look fot* it; for her walk had been a 
ramble in the woods. She wept bitterly about it, and 
implored the owner to let her replace it with another; but 
the girl said diamonds and pearls could never recompense 
her for the loss of her departed mother’s hair, of which 
she had no more. This Adelaide knew very well when 
she made the offer. Time wore on, and the affair was 
almost forgotten; when one day the monitress brought 
Adelaide a daguerreotype and a letter, which had just 
arrived in the mail. There was always a great tumult 
and crowd when the letters were given out; and, of course, 
all the girls saw that Adelaide had received a daguerreo¬ 
type of some of her friends, and crowded round her to see 
it. She was busy reading her letter, after having taken a 
slight glance at the picture; and presently, when she had 
finished, and turned to ask for the likeness again, she 
noticed them all gazing at her with unmingled scorn, and 
heard various contemptuous whispers passing about. The 
lady in the daguerreotype wore Lucy Morton’s brooch I 
They had all recognized it, and her faint denial was 
instantly silenced by contemptuous retorts. She was soon 
summoned to the principal’s room, and there compelled to 
explain that her mother had given her money to have a 
brooch of her own hair made for her. She had spent the 
money in another way, and, noticing that Lucy’s brooch 
was exactly the color of her own hair, had obtained pos¬ 
session of it, and sent it to her mother as her own. She 
was deeply mortified at her exposure, and requested to be 
sent home immediately; and the principal sent a* note to 
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her mother explaining the case. Soon after, Lucy received 
a package containing the brooch. 

This is the only case I ever knew of positive theft in 
one of Adelaide's standing in society; still you may judge 
by it, Annie, that the eighth commandment is not intended 
only for professed pickpockets and robbers. 

8ISTER KATE. 


THE HORSE. 

The horse is the noblest, and the most useful to man, of 
all the animals. In a wild state, they are found in large 
droves, numbering sometimes a thousand or more. Power¬ 
ful as they are, however, they never attack other animals, 
but content themselves with acting on the defensive. When 
they lie down to rest, they generally leave some of their 
number as sentinels, to give notice of the approach of 
danger. When the alarm is given, by a loud neighing 
of the sentinels, the whole troop start to their feet, and, 
after taking a view of their enemy, either give them instant 
battle, or gallop off with inconceivable speed. 

When they determine on battle, they close round the 
enemy on all sides, and trample him to death. If the 
attack is of a very serious character, they form a circle, 
in the centre of which the young are placed with their 
mothers. The rest, arranging themselves with their heels 
towards their foes, repel the most vigorous attacks. 

Many a careless boy, and unfortunate man, know, from 
bitter experience, what a powerful instrument of defence 
the horse possesses in his heels. By their means, he has 
been known, in a favorable situation, to contend success- 
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fully, though single-handed, with a full-grown lion. It was 
in the menagerie at Paris, in the reign of Louis XV. A 
nobleman haying a vicious horse, whom none of his 
grooms were able to manage, asked leave of the king, as 
a matter of sport, to have him turned loose in the mena¬ 
gerie against one of the largest lions. The king consented. 
Soon after the arrival of the horse, the door of the den 
was drawn up, and the lion, with great state and majesty, 
marched slowly to the mouth of it, when, seeing his 
antagonist, he set up a tremendous roar. The horse 
immediately started and fell back. His ears were erected, 
his mane twisted, his eyes dashed, and something like a 
convulsive shudder agitated his whole frame. In a moment 
these first emotions of fear subsided, and the horse retired 
to a corner of the menagerie to prepare for the combat 
Turning his back upon the lion, and raising his head over 
his left shoulder, he watched the motions of his antagonist 
with intense eagerness. 

In a few moments the lion came out of his den, moved 
cautiously about from one side of the menagerie to the 
other, as if meditating the mode of attack. Suddenly he 
made a spring, to take his adversary by surprise, but was 
met by such a tremendous blow upon the breast from both 
his heels, as sent him back groaning toward his den. 

For some time the discomfited lion seemed inclined to 
give up the contest. At length, having recovered a little 
from the painful effects of his first encounter, he returned 
again to the charge, making similar preparations for the 
second attack as he had done for the first. Traversing 
the little area to and fro for a considerable time, he 
seemed to seek a favorable opportunity to seize his prey, 
by diverting his attention from the point of attack. The 
horse, in the mean time, preserved the same posture of 
defence, keeping his eye intently fixed upon every motion 
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of the lion. Presently the lion gave a second spring, 
putting forth his utmost strength and activity. But the 
watchful horse was prepared for him, and struck him so 
vigorous a blow on his mouth that his lower jaw-bone was 
broken. 

Having thus sustained a second and more severe repulse, 
the poor lion retreated hastily to his den, apparently in the 
greatest agony, and uttering the most lamentable moans. 
The victorious horse escaped without a scar or a scratch. 
His agility and power were much admired. But he 
became, after this conflict, more ungovernable than ever. 
So formidable was he, that no one dared even to approach 
the ground where he was kept; and it became necessary to 
shoot him. * 

The most beautiful horses in the world are the Arabian; 
though there are different races of them, as well as in 
other countries. The most remarkable and valuable among 
them are the Kochlani, who to an uncommon gentleness 
and docility, and a singular attachment to their masters, 
unite a courage and intrepidity worthy of the best-trained 
war-horse. They have an astonishing power of remem¬ 
bering the places where they have been, and the treatment 
they have received. 

The intelligence of this race of horses is almost incredi¬ 
ble. He knows when h % e is sold to a new master, or even 
when his old master is bargaining to sell him. When the 
proprietor and the purchaser meet for that purpose in 
the stables, the Kochlan appears instantly to guess what 
is going on. He becomes restless and dissatisfied, casts 
frequent angry glances from his beautiful eye at the mer¬ 
chant, paws the ground impatiently with his feet, and 
exhibits other unmistakable signs of discontent. Neither 
the buyer nor any other stranger dares to come near him. 
But when the bargain is concluded, and the vender, taking 
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the Kochlan by the halter, gives him up to the purchaser, 
and turns away, the horse becomes immediately tracta¬ 
ble and submissive. From that moment he is mild and 
faithful to his new master, as he had been to his old one. 
This is no idle story. It is well attested by English 
residents in the East, as well as by Turkish, Arabian, and 
Armenian merchants. 

We can hardly wonder at the extreme gentleness and 
docility of the Arabian horses, when we consider how they 
are treated. The Arabs live constantly in tents. These 
they always share with their horses. The mare and her 
foal occupy the same corner where the children sleep, and 
often serve them for a pillow. They may often be seen 
prattling to their edits as our children do to their pet dogs, 
patting them on their necks and faces, stroking down their 
soft hair, climbing on their bodies, and hanging about their 
necks, with the fondness and fearlessness of childhood. 

The Arabian horses are always well fed, and never 
whipped. The use of the lash is not known among them; 
and it is only in the utmost extremity that the spur is 
used, and then as sparingly as possible. They are seldom, 
if ever, overburdened or overworked, but are treated 
with as much care and tenderness as any member of the 
family. — Merry's Museum . 


KEEPING A QUIET MIND. 

“ Dear me! I am so tired! ” sighed Josephine Carroll, 
throwing herself back in the rocking-chair. She looked 
tired, certainly, and heated and disturbed; and though, 
after a few minutes, she arose, and began to change her 
dress, her face did not regain its serenity. 
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Mr. Carroll, though not a wealthy man, was sufficiently 
so to allow of haying domestics ; but his sister, who had 
kept house for him since the death of his wife, preferred, 
like most of her village neighbors, to do the work of the 
family herself, with the assistance only of her eldest 
niece. Josephine did not dislike work, —she had always 
been accustomed to it; and few girls of her age were more 
competent to take charge of a household; and though 
sometimes, when the day’s labors had been harder or more 
wearisome than usual, she was a little inclined to murmur, 
the fretful spirit vanished with the weariness which had 
given rise to it, and she was ready for the next day’s duties 
with unabated cheerfulness. 

“ I wonder,” she said, half aloud, atf she stooped to tie 
her slipper, and a smile, like a sunbeam, crossed her face, 
— “ I wonder if Aunt Delia could spare me for an hour this 
afternoon ? ” She ran down stairs hastily, and entered the 
sitting-room, where her aunt sat with a large basket by 
her side, containing the garments which needed repair. 
Josephine’s smile faded as she looked; and, drawing a low 
chair to the table, she said, languidly, “ Any thing you 
want me to do, aunt ? ” 

“ Any thing ? Good land, Josey, look at the basket! 
Here’s Mabel’s apron with every button gone, and Phil’s 
jacket with the sleeve more than half torn out; and your 
pa’s shirts want new wristbands; and only look at the 
stockings! ” 

“ Well, aunt, I’ll do the children’s things. Mabel must 
learn not to pull so hard. But wouldn’t it do if I left 
them till to-morrow ? ” 

“ Why, no, child. Don’t put one day’s duties on the 
top of another. Who knows what may happen before 
to-morrow ? You or I might die.” 
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“ And, in that case, the clothes would not be needed in 
a hurry,” said Josephine, half smiling. “ But there isn’t 
so very much to do. See! Mabel’s buttons are on already; 
and now for Philip. I’m sure the stockings could wait; 
we all have enough; and I should like to go out a little 
while.” 

“ Where, for the land’s sake ? ” asked Aunt Delia, who, 
though kind and good, and very fond of her brother’s 
children, had a decided objection to “ gadding.” 

“ Only to Mrs. Roberts’s house,” answered Josephine, in 
a low tone. 

“ Mrs. Roberts! Well, I should think she would be 
tired of seeing your face. What captivates you so in the 
new doctor’s wife, Pwonder ? ” 

“ I don't know, auntie. Because she is so good, I 
think.” 

The simple answer rather touched Aunt Delia’s feelings. 
u Well,” she said, more gently, rt I believe she is good, and 
I don’t blame you for liking her. But she can’t be want¬ 
ing you there for ever, — a young girl like you, not half so 
old as she is.” 

“ Mrs. Roberts isn’t thirty yet, aunt; and I am past 
sixteen. I don’t wish to be troublesome to her; but she 
says she likes to have me come.” 

“ I dare say. People don’t mean all they say, as you’ll 
find out before you have lived as long as I have. Come, 
Josey, don’t fret. I can’t spare you this afternoon, any 
how.” 

Josephine said no more, though tears came to her eyes 
for a moment. Her busy fingers kept steadily at their 
work, and garment after garment was laid aside, neatly 
repaired. Before she had finished, the children returned 
from school; and Mabel, in some trepidation, showed a rent 
in her dress. 
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“ I was climbing over the wall, and it caught,” she said, 
hesitatingly. 

“ Yes, and you pulled, I suppose, instead of loosening 
it gently,” said her sister. “ O Mabel! will you never 
learn to be careful ? ” 

Mabel stood still, making no answer, somewhat ashamed, 
but quite as much vexed; for her sister's tone had been 
impatient. Josephine’s conscience reproved her instantly ; 
and she added, gently, “ Well, take it off, Mabel, and bring 
me the pieces like it I will mend it now.” Aunt Delia, 
who had gone up stairs, chanced not to return until 
the dress was mended; and little Mabel, glad to escape 
a reproof, kissed her sister, and promised to try to be 
careful. 

After the early tea, as Josephine stood leaning rather 
disconsolately against the door-post, her aunt came by, 
and looked inquiringly in her face. “ Josey,” she said, 
u if you are so set upon seeing Mrs. Roberts, why don’t 
you run over now ? I’m not going out; and Til put the 
children to bed.” 

A bright smile was all the thanks she received, — quite 
enough, however; and, in less than five minutes, Jose¬ 
phine’s hand was on the latch of Dr. Roberts’s gate. The 
doctor himself stood on the steps, drawing on his gloves; 
and his horse and chaise were in waiting. 

“ That's right, Miss Carroll: come in, and keep my 
wife company. She will be all alone this evening,” he 
said, shaking hands cordially as he came to the gate. 
Then turning back, “ 1 say, Sophy, where did I put my 
whip?” 

“Sophy,” in the house, did not hear; but Josephine 
spied the whip, and handed it to him; and, with a hasty 
“ Thank you! ” he drove away. a. a. 

(To be continued.) 


Digitized by ^.ooQle 



231 


THE CAT. 

It has not been ascertained at what period cats were first 
classed among domestic animals; but, as this is of little 
consequence, I will endeavor to give some account of them 
from the time that their useful and amusing qualities 
brought them into, general notice, as forming a part of our 
household comforts. The finest cats are those called 
Angora, which are remarkable fbr size and strength of 
body, elegance of the head, softness of hair, and docile 
qualities, which rank them first as domestic cats. Every 
country has its peculiar species: that of Tobolski is red ; 
that of the Cape of Good Hope, blue; and those of China 
and Japan have hanging ears. Pallas informs us, that in 
Russia the muzzle is small and pointed, and the tail six 
times as long as the body. 

I have remarked that naturalists have not spoken much 
in favor of this animal, particularly BufFon, who says 
“ that the cat may be considered as a faithless friend, 
brought under human protection to oppose a still more 
insidious enemy. It is, in fact, the only animal of this 
tribe whose service can more than recompense the trouble 
of education, and whose strength is not sufficient to make 
its anger formidable. Of all animals, when young, there 
is none more prettily playful than the kitten; but it 
appears to change its disposition as it grows old, and the 
innate treachery of its kind begins to show itself. From 
being naturally ravenous, education teaches it to disguise 
its appetite, and to seize the favorable moment for plun¬ 
der. Supple, insinuating, and artful, it has learned the 
art of concealing its intentions till it can put them in force. 
Whenever the opportunity occurs, it directly seizes upon 
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whatever it finds, flies off with it, and remains at a distance 
till it thinks its offence is forgotten.” 

The aversion cats have to any thing like slavery or 
imprisonment is so great, that, by means of it, they may be 
forced to prompt obedience ; but, under restraint, they are 
very different. Though surrounded by food, when deprived 
of liberty, they abandon the desire of theft or prey, and 
literally die of languor and hunger. Lemery, after having 
put a cat into a cage, suffered two or three mice to run 
through it Puss, instead of destroying them, only looked 
at them with apparent indifference. The mice became 
more bold, and even attempted to provoke her: however, 
it had no effect, as she still remained quiet Liberty being 
given her, her strength and voracity returned; so that, 
had the cage been open, the mice would have soon become 
her prey. They also fear severe chastisement; and there¬ 
fore this may be considered the best means of enforcing 
obedience. It is related that the monks of the Isle of 
Cyprus instructed cats to drive away serpents which 
infested the island; and they succeeded so well, that in a 
short time they were relieved of the venomous reptiles. 

The effect that both sound and music have upon this 
animal is well known. They, like dogs, may be made to 
answer the call of a whistle. An invalid, who was con¬ 
fined to his room for some time, was much amused by this 
means, and with other proofs of the docility and sagacity 
of a favorite cat. Yalmont de Bomare saw, at the fair of 
St. Germain, cats turned musicians, the performance being 
announced by the title of the “ Mewing Concert.” In the 
centre was an ape, beating time; and on either side 
the cats were placed, with music before them oh the stalls. 
At the signal of the ape, they regulated their mewing to 
sad or lively strains. One of our celebrated naturalists 
assures us that they are capable of gratitude, and may be 
considered faithful. — Forrester'* Magazine. 


Digitized by 


Google 



233 


A THANKSGIVING STORY. 

It was a poor room, — a very poor room indeed. The 
plastering was cracked and broken, and had entirely fallen 
in some spots: the floor was uneven, and the great cracks 
round the edges admitted plenty of cold air. The very 
fireplace seemed, by its ample size, to suggest poverty by 
the very contrast with the few sticks which were gathered 
together in the centre. The furniture was poor too, — a 
narrow cot-bed in one corner, and a straw-bed on the floor 
in another, an old chest of drawers, a rickety pine table, 
one or two worn chairs and three-legged stools. The only 
occupant of the room was a middle-aged woman, who stood 
ironing at the little table. Her dress was as miserable as 
the apartment and its furniture, but, like them, was scrupu¬ 
lously clean. Her face, whose expression had come to 
be habitually that of care and sorrow, brightened a little 
as she heard footsteps on the stairs; and two children, a 
boy and a girl, entered the room. 

“ You’ve been a long time,” said the woman, pleasantly. 
“ Did you go directly to Mrs. Carleton’s ? ” 

“ Yes, mother,” replied the girl: “ we carried her the 
work, and she said she liked the way it was done; and 
when ’we told her that you would like the money, because 
to-morrow would be Thanksgiving Day, she said she was 
sorry, but she could not pay you ; she had no small bills. 
And, when I asked her if I might come again to-night, she 
told me they were going out of town.” 

u But, mother,” said the boy, “ she went to her store¬ 
room, and she put ever so many things into this basket 
for you. It was so heavy, Mary and I could scarcely 
bring it See here 1 ” And he proceeded to display the 
stores, — a chicken, nicely roasted; two pies, some tea, 
20 * 
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some sugar, quite a large parcel of flour, and at least a 
peck of apples. “We shall have a real Thanksgiving, 
mother, just like other people.” 

Mrs. Peters put her iron on the hearth, that she might 
better examine the gifts which her little son was regarding 
with so much pleasure. Mary, meanwhile, with scarcely 
a glance at the eatables, was busily putting away her hood 
and shawl.” 

“And now, Mary dear,” said her mother, “just put 
all these things away in the doset, while I finish my 
ironing.” 

Mary did as she was desired; while her brother George 
went on giving his mother an account of all he had seen 
in the street “ A whole wagon-full of turkeys, mother; 
and one butcher was going to buy them all, I do be¬ 
lieve. And, oh! mother, that butcher’s window was full of 
oranges; and all sorts of birds, with feathers on, were 
hanging up; and there were cranberries and great yellow 
squashes 1 ” 

Mary sat down at length by the fire. A deep sigh 
made her mother look towards her. “ What’s the matter, 
Mary ? Tired with your walk ? ” 

“ No, mother; but I wish Thanksgiving Days and Christ¬ 
mas Days would never come.” 

“ Why, Mary, child, what’s amiss now ? Why, I declare, 
1 never thought about your new dress, dear. Well, I’m 
sorry. I almost wish you had told Mrs. Carleton that I 
was depending upon the money to get you one.” 

“ I couldn’t do that, mother; but I’ve been thinking that 
I don’t believe such days were made for poor folks. I’m 
sure I don’t see any thing to be thankful for. There’s 
Nellie Carleton, now: if any one was like her, it would 
be easy to be thankful. I saw her in the parlor, when 
Mrs. Carleton took us into the storeroom. She was 
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playing on her beautiful piano; and she wore a bright 
crimson dress, that looked so warm and pretty 1 ” 

“ And so my little girl let envy creep into her heart; 
and because she cannot have a crimson dress, and play 
upon the piano in a beautiful parlor, she thinks she has 
nothing to be thankful for! ” 

“ No, mother: I don’t think I am quite so bad as that. 
I do not want a crimson dress; it would be too nice and 
too pretty for me to wear here, even if I had it: but I 
really don’t see why I should not have my dark calico. 
Such a nice time as we were going to have to-morrow 
cutting it out 1 ” 

“ I am sorry you are disappointed, Mary: but a few 
days will not make much difference; and you must try to 
enjoy all the pleasures we have. It was quite thoughtful 
in Mrs. Carleton to send us the chicken already roasted, 
because it will save our making a large fire.” 

“Yes,” chimed in George: “she took up a raw one 
first; and then she said, ‘ No; your mother will like this 
better,’ and put in the cooked one.” 

“ There’s another thing too, mother. Think how glad 
Mrs. Carleton must be to be able to give away so 
many things! Why, I can’t tell you how many chickens 
she had in her closet, or how many bundles of sugar and 
tea and flour. I didn’t half like her giving them to us, 
just as if we were beggars; but then I knew she meant to 
be kind, and George was so pleased! He kept saying, 
‘ Thank you, ma’am! ’ to every thing she put into the 
basket” 

“ Ah! Mary, I see pride has a great deal to do with 
the matter. Why should you dislike to receive these 
dainties from Mrs. Carleton? She knows, as you well 
know, just how we are situated. She knows that I find it 
hard work to get the plainest clothing and coarsest food 
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for ourselves. Why, then, should you feel ashamed when 
she offers you luxuries ? My dear child, with that spirit, 
I do not wonder that you see nothing to be thankful for. 
Ask your Father in heaven for a contented mind, and that 
will make every day a Thanksgiving Day. But now,” she 
added after a pause, “ you may set the table for dinner, 
while I warm over the beans.” 

Mrs. Peters knew that no better cure existed for dis¬ 
content than constant occupation; so she contrived to give 
Mary plenty of work until about four o’clock, when the 
short, dark autumn afternoon was almost at a close. 

Just as Mary was about to sit down by the fireside to 
read her Sunday-school book, she heard a tap at the door. 
She ran to open it; and there stood Nellie Carleton, her 
cloak and bonnet hastily flung on, and her face wild and 
terrified. She took no notice of Mary, but sprang towards 
Mrs. Peters, crying, — 

“Mamma sent me for you, Mrs. Peters. Poor little 
Willie is very sick with the croup. We thought he had 
only a little cold, and let our nurse go away to see her 
friends. And now mamma wants you. She says you 
may have to stay all night; and perhaps you won’t like to 
leave the children, so they can come with you. Only 
please be quick; for papa is at the store, and there is 
only Bridget, the cook, with mamma, unless the doctor has 
come.” 

Mrs. Peters tried to prevail upon the breathless child 
to rest a minute; but she insisted that she should be wanted 
at home, and sped away like an arrow. Mrs. Peters gave 
Mary a few directions with regard to closing the room, 
and herself raked up the fire to prevent any accident . 

When, an hour afterwards, Mary and George came to 
the door of Mr. Carleton’s house, it was Nellie who opened 
it for them. They went directly into the kitchen, between 
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which and the chamber of sickness Bridget was making 
constant journeys. The children were too timid to question 
her, and only judged that Willie must be very ill from 
the hurried, eager manner and frequent ejaculations of the 
faithful servant At last Nellie came down into the kitchen, 
sobbing bitterly. Mary stood in silent sympathy for a 
while; and, when the violent grief was a little stilled, she 
asked, — 

“ Is he any worse ? ” 

“ No; yes; I don’t know; only I can’t bear to see 
him suffer so! Oh, it is dreadful! He can hardly 
breathe; and he almost throws himself off the bed with 
every breath. He will not lie in mamma’s arms; and the 
doctor is trying to relieve him, but he cannot. Oh, dear, 
dear! ” And here she began to sob afresh. 

Presently Bridget came down again. 

“ Willie ? ” cried Nellie. 

“No better, darlint! Poor lamb! he’ll never win 
through this night, I’m thinking.” And Bridget hurried 
off again. Presently Nellie heard the latch-key turn, and 
ran up stairs to meet her father. 

The evening was one of dread, not only to the imme¬ 
diate family of the little sufferer, but to the two poor 
children who sat crouched by the kitchen fire. Nellie 
did not come down to the kitchen again till George had 
fallen sound asleep, with his head on the table, and Mary 
was in a dreamy, half-conscious state. She roused when 
Nellie came in, and asked if the child was better. 

“ No, Mary; but papa does not wish me to stay in the 
room while he is suffering so much. Mamma sent me 
down to show you where you are to sleep : she said you 
must be tired.” 

Mary roused her sleeping brother, and the children 
went up stairs. 
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“ How old is Willie ? ” asked Mary. 

“Six years old, and the dearest little fellow! Only 
last night he was so fall of fun and play; and now this 
terrible croup! ” 

When Mary woke the next morning, she could not at 
first understand where she was; but she soon remembered 
the sad evening, and remembered that the sun of another 
Thanksgiving Day was shining. She dressed herself 
quickly, and went down stairs. Bridget was busily 
engaged in preparing breakfast; but, the moment Mary 
inquired for Willie, she threw her apron over her head, 
flung herself into a chair, and burst into a howl of grief 
and despair. 

“Sure, and he’s gone to glory, the darlint! Poor 
craythur! Ah! and it was hard parting the sowl from 
the body. He just died in a fit like, for want of breath.” 

Mary’s tears began to flow too. “ And what does poor 
Nellie do ? ” she asked. 

“ ’Dade, and I cannot say rightly what she’ll be afther 
doing. Her father it was sint her to bed at twelve o’clock; 
and the dare little innocent did not lave the warld till five. 
Its all unknownst to her.” 

Just before the bells rang for church, Mrs. Peters had 
done all that Mrs. Carleton desired, and was ready to 
return to her own home. But, before she went, she led 
both her children to the quiet, darkened nursery. On a 
white couch lay the little still form. The face was pure 
and peaceful; and, though the struggle had been full of 
suffering, no trace of agony was visible upon the fair, open 
brow, or round the mouth, where a smile still seemed to 
play. Mary and George had never looked upon death 
before; and George burst into tears; but to Mary the sight 
seemed too holy for any outward sign. She could have 
stood and gazed for hours, had not her mother drawn her 
away. 
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It was with a tighter pressure of George’s hand that 
she walked to church beside him, and her heart was full 
of a thankfulness, which could not even express to 
herself. It seemed almost wrong to her to enjoy the 
dinner which Mrs. Carleton had provided, while its kind 
giver was bowed down with grief. That night, after 
George had gone to bed and was fast asleep, Mary sat 
lost in thought by her mother’s side. 

“ O mother,” she said At length, “ how something almost 
always happens, when we have done wrong, to show us 
how wicked we have been! Only think of my envying 
Nellie Carleton yesterday, and supposing I had nothing 
to be thankful for, because I could not have every thing 
which she has to enjoy! Mother, do you suppose God 
meant it for a lesson to me when he took away Willie ? ” 

“ I do not suppose, my child, that God’s end in taking 
away that dear little boy was to show you the sin of 
ingratitude. He doubtless has purposes of his own in 
sending this affliction, which we can but feel have more 
immediate reference to Mr. Carleton’s family. However, 
as his providence is so vast, we may suppose that one of 
the remote ends of Willie’s death was to show you, that, 
though you do not live in ease, you have still much to be 
thankful for; that Thanksgiving Day can be observed in 
spirit by the poor as well as the rich.” 

“ And, mother, even if Mrs. Carleton had paid you, and 
you had bought the dress for me, yesterday afternoon, I 
do not think, after what has happened, I should have felt 
much interest in sewing on it to-day.” 

“ No, my dear; I do not think you would; and then, if 
I had gone with you to buy the dress, I might not have 
returned till late, and then I should not have been able to 
help poor Mrs. Carleton take care of Willie.” 

u I see that too, mother,” said Mary, thoughtfully. u I 
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wonder if I shall ever learn to think and feel what is 
right, without these teachings ? ” 

“ God is always teaching us who are parents, as well as 
you who are children. Pray, Mary, that you may attend 
to these gentle lessons, so that he may not have severer 
ones in store for you.” 

About a week after, Mrs. Peters went one night to Mrs. 
Carleton’s with some finished work. When she came back, 
she brought two large bundles, and Mary exclaimed, — 

“ Why, mother! has Mrs. Carleton given you all that 
sewing ? ” 

“ No, dear. One bundle is sewing, and the other is for 
you. Mrs. Carleton has sent you Nellie’s crimson dress, 
and a brown one, because they were made for Nellie last 
year, and she will have outgrown them by another 
winter. She is going to wear black dresses for a little 
while.” 

“ She is very kind,” Mary said; but she made no further 
remark, nor even wished to see how the dresses fitted, till 
her mother desired her to try them on. They were rather 
long for Mary; a good fault, her mother said, and she put 
them carefully away in a drawer. Mrs. Peters observed, 
through all the winter, that Mary never asked if she might 
wear the crimson dress. She always dressed in the brown 
one for church, but she seemed to avoid the crimson. 
Mrs. Peters knew that the latter reminded Mary of her 
sinful thoughts; and, as she saw that Mary was more 
careful in guarding against envious wishes, she did not 
pain her by asking her to put it on. The first time she 
wore it was on the next Thanksgiving Day, when, at 
Nellie Carleton’s request, she went to see her three-weeks- 
old brother; and, while she kissed the innocent little face, 
she did not, even then, envy Nellie her happiness. 

EDITOR. 
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The Rev. Johnson Burr, a young clergyman in a certain 
town of Massachusetts, finding his parish very small, 
determined to receive a few boys into his family to be 
boarded and taught. His wife — active, kind-hearted, and 
religious—liked the plan very much: so she fitted up two 
large rooms in the gable roof of their great old-fashioned 
house, with a number of nice little single bedsteads, wash- 
stands, skeleton wardrobes, and other neat devices. Six 
boys from the city were soon in possession of the premises; 
and a new life began for young Mrs. Burr. 

She had determined to be a mother to these poor little 
fellows exiled from home; to do all in her power to make 
them not only comfortable, but happy. She had under¬ 
taken openly to do their mending; and, in her heart, she 
had undertaken to keep up their spirits by all possible 
kindnesses. She was so glad she had plenty of poultry 
for them to feed and take care of for their amusement, and 
a beautiful pond near the house where they could fish off 
the bank; and she knew how to make the “ nicest ” hard 
gingerbread. 

The stage brought all six to the parsonage one fine 
•Monday morning. They tumbled out, they tumbled in, 
they tumbled up stairs, they rushed hither and thither, with 
a racket perfectly incomprehensible to the gentle little 
woman. Tumbling seemed the order of the day. In five 
minutes, two of the beds were tumbled; their books were 
tumbled upon the tables and chairs; their clothes were tum¬ 
bled on the floor. They went to the barn, and tumbled 
in the hay. They went to the swing: one tumbled out, 
and she had to bandage a sprained wrist. They went 
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to the pond: the youngest tumbled in, and she had to dry 
all his clothes by the fire. At dinner they ate all the 
chickens except the bones, and left not a scrap of padding 
for Bridget in the kitchen. At tea-time they neglected 
her hard gingerbread, and devoured every bit of the rich 
pound-cake, which she had unwisely produced as an 
especial treat on their reception, intimating that they 
should like pound-cake or plum-cake every evening. 
With the greatest difficulty they were brought to compre¬ 
hend that there were to be family-prayers at eight o’clock, 
and what was required of them on the occasion. The 
same boy who had balanced his knife on his finger while 
Mr. Burr was saying grace before dinner, and had poured 
some water down his brother's neck as soon as they sat 
down, was seized with a sense of the comical during 
prayers, which vented itself in a decided snicker, that 
proved contagious. A torn jacket, and two tom pairs of 
trousers, were thrown down stairs for Mrs. Burr to mend, 
that first night; and the uproar in the dormitories above, 
indicating a throwing about of pillows, a leaping from one 
bedstead to another, a shouting at being pinched, with now 
and then a doleful exclamation, w Do be still, boys! I 
want to go to sleep 1 ” nearly drove the poor mistress of 
the house out of her wits. The next morning,-some were 
rioting before daylight; while one pale little fellow, who 
had pleaded for sleep at night, could scarcely be waked, 
for an hour after breakfast; and, worst of all, a certain 
Bill Barnes had been putting his new fishing-rod to a most 
unexpected use, by angling from his chamber-window for 
a duckling, which he had actually caught, and triumphantly 
drawn up with fluttering wings, while peals of cruel 
laughter welcomed the new species of flying-fish. 

But Mr. Burr had now taken a survey of the walk 
before him. He had seen enough of the boys to judge 
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somewhat of their ways, and of the maimer in which they 
had been brought up. The school-hour arrived: their 
school-life was to begin at nine o’clock on Tuesday morn¬ 
ing. It opened with a brief address from Mr. Burr, so 
dear, so resolute, and yet so kind, that the reading of 
the Scriptures, and the prayer, were listened to in perfect 
silence. 

Mr. Burr was singularly fitted for his task. He was 
sincere in his piety, highly educated, with an enthusiasm 
for study which was contagious. He had great decision, 
with entire calmness; and he understood boys. In six 
months, he had a most orderly school and household: his 
boys were making rapid progress, and his wife actually 
enjoyed her many cares. He positively declined taking 
more than eight scholars. The last was James Miller. 

James Miller was an orphan. His father had been an 
officer, his mother an heiress; he, an only child, exceed¬ 
ingly indulged till the death of his parents, when he was 
about ten years old. His guardian had done little but 
take care of his large property, and send him from one 
school to another as fast as complaints reached his ear; 
so that, at thirteen, James was pronounced quite unma¬ 
nageable. 

At the end of two months, Mr. Burr began to fear he 
must make the same report. The boy was remarkably 
handsome, intelligent, and animated; in fact, it was an 
exuberant flow of spirits, which he never attempted to 
control, that was continually hurrying him into mischief; 
for, as people often said, there was “ nothing wilfully bad 
in him.” He was very popular with the boys, of course. 
He had a good heart, but it was unregenerate. Religion 
had no power over it: that was a subject to which he had 
never given the slightest attention. And he lived solely 
for his own pleasure, and seemed to have a vague feeling 
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that the object of religion was to lay restraint upon all 
manner of enjoyment; consequently he shrank from it. 

Uneasy as to the influence exerted by such a boy among 
his companions, Mr. and Mrs. Burr began to hold consul¬ 
tations about the propriety of retaining him in so small a 
school. But week after week passed on: they felt that 
his chances would be worse among a larger number of 
boys, and his power of evil greater; and each thought that 
some faint symptoms of a change began to appear, showing 
that even his bold and reckless nature was not wholly 
proof against the silent but potent atmosphere of a reli¬ 
gious home. There was, at times, an expression of serious 
attention on his fine face for a moment, when Mr. Burr 
made an unusually earnest appeal from the pulpit, or read 
with emphasis some touching passage from Scripture in 
their family services. This was little enough; but it 
decided Mr. Burr to retain him another tenn, if he wished 
to stay. And he did wish it Another good sign; for the 
discipline was strict 

In the first week of the new term, however, he was in 
one of his rampant moods; and, after riding Mr. Burr's 
horse to water, he galloped off into the woods, catching up 
one of the smallest boys before him. Wild with spirits, 
he rode on till he found he had lost his way; and when, at 
last, he came home late in the evening, it was found that 
he had strained the animal in leaping a ditch; that the 
little boy whom he had carried off was* sick with fright 
and fatigue; that Mr. Burr had lost the opportunity of 
visiting a remote parishioner, who was dying; and that 
Mrs. Burr, who had had a violent headache all day, was 
almost ill with anxiety. 

Mr. Burr and James did not exchange one word that 
evening. The next morning, the culprit was summoned to 
Mr. Burr’s desk. He went, but not with his usual careless 
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air; although his first words were, “I suppose, sir, you 
intend to dismiss me; and I acknowledge I deserve it” 
Mr. Burr looked at him steadily and sadly, and replied, 
“ No, James.: you have neither father nor mother. God 
will discipline you. I have done all that I can. If I am 
not to be his instrument, he will find another. This is all 
that I have to say.” 

In silent surprise, James looked at Mr. Burr's counte¬ 
nance. There was no anger there. He went to his seat. 
It was such a studious and thoughtful day as he had never 
known. 

In the evening, there was a great alarm among the boys. 
Mr. and Mrs. Burr had gone out to visit a neighbor; and 
Sam Richardson, a lad who had been seriously injured by 
the wild example of James, thought fit to climb to the 
ridgepole of a very steep-roofed barn, where James had 
once ventured in a braggadocio mood, in spite of Mr# 
Burr’s prohibition. No sooner did Sam reach the ridge¬ 
pole than his head became dizzy: he grew frightened, and 
screamed for help. The boys ran for James Miller, who 
instantly climbed up the lightning-rod, supposing that his 
presence and aid would dissipate the panic of his school¬ 
mate. 

But, by some strange slip, he lost his own footing just 
as he grasped Sam’s arm. Both boys slid and slid, vainly 
catching at the slippery shingles, uttering short cries, 
echoed by the boys below; till, to the horror of the specta¬ 
tors, both came over the eaves of that high barn, headlong 
to the ground. 

The head of Sam Richardson struck a stone, and he 
never spoke again. James had both legs broken, and 
many severe bruises. 

He was confined to his chamber many weeks, devotedly 
nursed by Mr. and Mrs. Burr. The anguish of his body 
21 * 
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was nothing to that of his mind; bnt he came forth a 
changed being, with a changed heart Mr. Burr’s words 
had been verified. God had disciplined him; and, under 
that discipline, he had listened to tender religious instruc¬ 
tions, and learned the ways of wisdom and Christian 
peace* l» j* h* 


DRESDEN AND BERLIN. 

Dresden is not so large a city as Prague; but it is hand¬ 
some, with wide and well-paved streets. I was interested in 
the Market-place, where every thing—fruits, vegetable^ 
meat, and game—was sold by women. The Theatre is one 
of the finest buildings: it is in a large square entirely 
isolated. On one side is a church, and on the other the 
palace. This church is Catholic; but, of all the Catholic 
churches I have seen in Europe, this looked the cleanest, 
and least frequented. The court here is Catholic; the 
people, Protestant 

Dresden boasts the finest gallery of paintings north of 
Italy, with the exception of Paris. Its great gems are the 
Madonna di San Sisto by Raphael, a beautiful picture; 
the “ Notte ” of Correggio, and five other of his pictures; a 
St Cecilia by Carlo Dolce; the “Christo della Moneta” 
by Titian; and the Burgomaster of Bade, kneeling with 
his family before the Virgin, praying for the recovery 
of his sick child. Nowhere else are such fine Correggios to 
be seen; and the head of Titian’s Christ * struck me as 
the very best of all I have seen, except Raphael’s. It 

• There is a good copy of this celebrated picture in the vestry 
of School-street Church, Boston. 
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ought not to be compared to that; for Raphael's is the 
heavenly Christ, while Titian’s is the Christ on earth. 
The Burgomaster is by Holbein, and considered his chef- 
d'oeuvre. Frederick the Great aspired to be a connoisseur 
of the fine arts as well as a great general; but he rejected 
this picture, while he accepted some which proved mere 
trash. There are a great number of fine works in this 
gallery. Among those by Correggio is the recumbent 
Magdalen; a most exquisite thing, which has been copied 
very extensively. 

The “ Green Vault” is the name of a collection unique 
in its kind. The Saxon princes used to be richer than 
they are now, and had besides the rich silver-mines of 
Freiburg to draw upon, so that they collected an immense 
amount of valuables; and, what is morl, they kept them 
all. They are deposited here; and it is said to be the 
richest collection which any European monarch now pos¬ 
sesses. It must be worth many millions of dollars. The 
range of objects is from small and exquisite wood-carvings 
to diamonds. One room is filled with the gold and silver 
plate which adorned the banquets of the Saxon rulers; 
another has vessels formed of Pietra dura (precious 
stones), agates, chalcedony, lapis lazuli, rock-crystal, See. 
The moss agates are most beautiful. The specimens of 
pearls are fine: some are as large as a hen’s egg. The 
last apartment is the ne plus ultra of riches in diamonds 
and gems, — diamond-hilted swords, chains, collars, all the 
orders of the golden fleece, &c. Here is the largest 
sardonyx known. Then there are sapphires, emeralds, 
rubies, and other gems. Among the diamonds, the most 
remarkable is a green brilliant, weighing one hundred and 
sixty grains: green brilliants are very rare. There are 
some very costly works in small carving: a piece by 
Dinglingen, called the Court of the Great Mogul, contains 
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one hundred and thirty-eight figures, all gold enamelled. 
It cost fifty-eight thousand dollars, and the labor of a dozen 
artists for eight years. Boxes are kept always in readi¬ 
ness to pack the things, and send them off to Konigstein 
Castle for safe keeping, in case of war or danger; and more 
than once they have been thus preserved. 

They have an extensive collection of Chinese and 
Japanese articles; and I had expected to see a large col¬ 
lection of the ware known as Dresden china; bnt of this 
there is comparatively little. To one who had never seen 
Chinese or Japan ware, it would be very interesting; but 
I did not think it worth the two dollars charged for 
admission. It cost a good deal of money, however; and it 
seems to me money very foolishly spent For instance, a 
lot of twenty vas& cost six thousand dollars; and so q n. 

The largest Protestant church is called the Frauen- 
kirche (Church of our Lady). It is octagon-shaped, and 
the interior resembles a theatre with parquette and boxes. 
It seats six thousand persons. I believe there are as 
many as six galleries; for it is very high. I ascended to 
the tower, from which the view was very fine. The Saxon 
Switzerland was in full view. Those peculiar little figures, 
which we know by the name of Dresden china, are made 
here; but I was surprised to find them excessively dear. 
It costs so much to make them, that very few are done here 
now. They have some nice paintings on porcelain. 

There is a fine terraced walk along the Elbe, where, by 
the light of the full moon, the bridges, river, and town 
show charmingly. Here are cafes, &c. In the evening, 
a fine band of music plays in some one of their very large 
rooms: they are filled with people at little tables, the 
ladies sewing or knitting, gentlemen smoking, and all 
taking some refreshment, and listening to fine music. We 
always stood it till we were smoked out, and then decamped. 
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We went to the opera once. It began at the very season¬ 
able hoar of six, and finished at half-past eight! Is not that 
primitive ? It was vastly convenient 

In Dresden I think it was that we began to see dogs 
used a great deal to drag burthens; and, ever since, we 
have seen them more and more till we left Frankfort 
They are regularly harnessed to carts, sometimes singly, 
in pairs, and then three together, and sometimes four. 
Then again we will see a man in the thills, and the dog 
dragging at the side or underneath; again there will be 
two dogs and a man; and then again a dog, a man, and a 
woman. But, any way, there is no rest for poor doggy; he 
has to earn his beans; and, for my part, I don’t see why 
he should not He has been a gentleman long enough; and, 
in these days of utilitarianism, he must come in for his share 
of the work. 

From Dresden to Berlin, the route is soon described. It 
is a dead fiat all the way. Berlin is a very handsome city, 
with wide and regular streets; but it is on a sandy plain, 
and as fiat as a pancake. One of the longest streets, the 
Frederickstrausse, has not the inclination of one foot in 
its whole length of two miles. There is a sluggish stream, 
called the Spree, which passes through the city. Many 
of the streets have sidewalks, and all are handsomely 
paved with square blocks or with pebbles like ours. Some 
of the latter have broad fiat stones running longitudinally 
for the wheels of carriages to run on; an excellent arrange¬ 
ment. The street called Unter den Linden is one of the 
finest in Europe. There is a double row of lime-trees 
through the centre, with a wide promenade beneath them, 
and a wide carriage-way on either side. On and near 
this are the principal buildings, houses, and stores. It 
commences at one of the gates of the city, the Branden¬ 
burg, and ends in a large square, at the commencement of 
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which stands the monument and statue of Frederick the 
Great by Rauch; the finest thing of the kind I have ever 
seen, without any exception. The base is of polished 
granite, about six feet high; all above is of bronze. The 
first pedestal above the granite has about thirty statues 
and bas-reliefs upon it, of the distinguished men of Fre¬ 
derick’s time, civilians as well as generals: at each corner 
is an equestrian statue of one of his most celebrated gene¬ 
rals. What makes the great value of this portion is» 
that every one is a portrait of the individual; so that, his¬ 
torically, it is exceedingly interesting. The next portion 
above has bas-reliefs on each of its four sides, representing, 
either allegorically or historically, events in Frederick’s 
life. Then the whole is surmounted with a colossal eques¬ 
trian statue of the great king, true in every respect to the 
life, cocked hat and all. The other figures are of natural 
size. The effect of the whole is very fine; and it is 
acknowledged to be one of the grandest monuments, in 
design and in execution, in Europe. 

Beyond this statue come many very fine public build¬ 
ings, with plenty of room to show them off to advantage. 
There is the Opera House, the Palace of Prince William, 
the University, the Guard House, and the Arsenal. Then, 
crossing the river by a fine wide bridge, we come to the 
larger square, called the Lust Gartn, on one side of which 
is the Royal Palace, and opposite is the Museum: in the 
open space between is a garden, with a fine fountain. The 
Museum is a noble building, having a portico supported 
by about twenty fine columns. Within the portico, the 
wall is covered with some good frescoes on a large scale. 
On one side of the grand flight of steps leading to it is the 
magnificent group in bronze of an Amazon on horseback, 
and a tiger: this is by Kiss. On the other will stand a 
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horseman contending with a lion, by Rauch, the great 
artist and sculptor of Berlin. 

The Museum contains the gallery of paintings and of 
sculpture. The latter is not much. There is the bronze 
figure of a boy praying, considered one of the fineftt 
antique bronzes in existence. Canova’s Hebe is here also. 
The picture-gallery contains few good pictures, and much 
trash. Its great attractions are twelve paintings by John 
and Hubert Van Eyck, which formed the side-wings of 
the famous altar-piece in the Church of St Baven in 
Ghent, called “ The Worship of the Spotless Lamb,” in 
which church the central portion still remains. These 
wings were intended for shutters to the main picture, and 
were painted on both sides, as was then customary. We 
saw the six finest: they certainly were very beautiful, 
though a little stiff; but they were wonderfully in advance 
of the age, and the colors are marvellously well preserved. 
These were done in 1432, a century before Raphael 
flourished. There is a. portrait of an old man by Bal¬ 
thazar Dennar, said to have cost seven thousand five 
hundred dollars. Every individual hair of the beard, and 
every speck on the face, seems to be copied exactly. 
There is a good Raphael; but the pictures by Rubens, 
Guido, Carracci, Carlo Dolce, &c., are very inferior. 

The Egyptian Museum, in the same building, interested 
us the most: it is the most complete we have seen. They 
have fitted up one room in exact facsimile of an ancient 
Egyptian temple, and their collection of curiosities is very 
complete. 

There is a splendid staircase leading to the second 
story, the walls of which are being covered with beautiful 
firescoes, some of which are finished. 

The Royal Palace is a vast building, apparently of 
brick, plastered. The state apartments are splendid. The 
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knights’ hall is a grand apartment, containing a side-board 
covered with massive old plate of gold and silver, and 
other things of great value, precious stones, &c. The 
rooms inhabited by Frederick the Great were fitted up 
quite economically. In the attic story is a curious collec¬ 
tion or museum of every thing. Here is an effigy of 
Frederick the Great, with the very uniform he wore on 
the day of his death, and his gauntlets beside him. His 
handkerchief, well mended, and a shirt much the worse for 
wear, are shown, his flute and his walking-stick, without 
which latter he never went out: even on horseback, he 
always carried it, hanging by the arm. Two cannon-balls 
are shown, which were fired by opposing armies at the 
siege of Magdeburg, and which, meeting plump in the air, 
became flattened on one side, and stuck together. Here 
are the stars, decorations, &c., presented to Napoleon by 
different sovereigns of Europe, and his hat; all of which 
were taken in his carriage at Waterloo. But I cannot 
mention any more. It is a good day’s work, for any one 
curious in such matters, to go over this museum. We 
went out to Charlottenburg .one morning. Here is a 
palace looking rather dilapidated, and grounds which 
looked desolate, with the trees stripped almost of their 
leaves. In a building within the grounds is Rauch’s statue 
of the Queen of Prussia (Louisa) as she lay dead. It is 
considered a very beautiful one. 

On our way back, we stopped to see the beautiful 
grounds of Borsig. This is a mansion, built, and the gar¬ 
dens laid out, by a man who was originally a blacksmith. 
He quarrelled with his employer; and then some friends, 
knowing his talent, gave him a small capital, with which 
he began business himself. Railroads were then talked of 
in Prussia. He went to England, studied the locomotives, 
came back, and began to make them himself, and sooi 
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accumulated a very large fortune. The workshops adjoin 
his grounds; and every thing there is said to be conducted 
on the most liberal scale towards the men. His grounds 
are not large; but every thing is in exquisite taste. His 
hot-house is the finest in Prussia. Returning, we drove 
through the Thiergarten,— an extensive woody place, With 
drives all around it CafSs and restaurants are scattered 
about There is one most extensive establishment: it 
contains a theatre, concert-room, &c. I went there on a 
Sunday evening, and found a play going on, and the hall 
full of people, — ladies and gentlemen. In the summer, the 
concerts will take place in the garden, when the little 
tables are put in requisition. 

I went out to Potsdajm, the town of palaces. Here is 
Sans Souci, the favorite residence of Frederick the Great 
The palace is not much; but the grounds are all on a very 
extensive scale. There is a stiffness about them, however, 
which I do not like: all the large hushes, even the trees, 
are trimmed by square and compass. At one corner of 
the grounds is the windmill. When he laid out his 
grounds, Frederick wanted to buy this, and extend them in 
that direction : the miller would not sell, and they had a 
lawsuit about it. Frederick lost the case: then he pulled 
down the old mill, and built the present fine large one 
instead. It was at Sans Souci that Voltaire had apart¬ 
ments ; and here he praised and criticized alternately the 
great king. Potsdam is a beautiful place, setting aside its 
palaces; for there are many of these. All the roads around 
are lined with trees, and they are kept in excellent order. 
There is another statue here of the late Queen of Prussia^ 
by Rauch, which I thought more beautiful than that of 
Ghartottenburg.*—ivies’ Repository. 

u . , • . 22 
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EXTRACT FROM A LETTER TO A LITTLE BOY. 

Your mite I forgot, my dear little Willie: 

It is hard, I confess; for the weather’s quite chilly. 

Jack Frost bites severely this winter, we’re told: 

Some dear little urchins would cry with the cold; 

But Willie’s a brave boy, and, dragging his sled „ 
Bound the park and the gardens, he holds up his head, 
And laughs at the icicles hung from the trees, 

And runs all the faster, for fear he should freeze. 

Soon Spring shall return, with her birds and her flowers, 
Her bright sunny gleams and her soft April showers; 
The calves and the lambkins shall frolic and play, 

And Willie be happy and merry as they. 

Long life to thee, Willie, my dear little boy! 

May no cloud ever darken thy sunshine of joy! 

But, good, wise, and happy, may Providence shower 
Fresh gifts and new blessings upon thee each hour! 

* * * 


“IT IS BETTER TO TRUST IN THE LORD THAN TO 
PUT CONFIDENCE IN PRINCES.” — Ps. cxviii. 9. 

Children often read the many passages in the Bible 
which refer to trust in the Lord, without obtaining any 
idea of what such a feeling is in the heart of a child, 
and without knowing how they may trust in him. Those 
of you who have read the “ Wide, Wide World,” have no 
need of a better example of childish trust than little Ellen 
Montgomery. But very few of you are situated in cir- 
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cumstances like hers. Tou Ifte with kind parents, who 
do all they can for you; and, if death has broken into your 
happy family circle, there are yet friends spared to you; 
and death is seldom a gloomy thing to childhood. How, 
then, shall you show your trust in God ? 

There are many of our little girl-friends who are easily 
discouraged. They take their arithmetic or geography, 
and they say, “ These sums are so hard, I never can do 
them; ” or, “ These map-questions are so long, Tm sure I 
can’t learn them.” They forget that “ God helps those 
who help themselves.” Does any child feel inclined to 
smile at the thought of God’s help in so small a thing as 
learning a lesson ? Then it is because that child does not 
trust in him. There is nothing too small to be noticed by 
him; and if children would try to learn, and feel this, there 
would be fewer tears shed over hard lessons. 

Again: suppose the hard lesson to have been studied 
faithfully. The child goes to her class, and fails in her 
lesson. Failure, as all teachers and scholars know, is not 
alv>ay$ the result of negligence. Many a little girl, in this 
case, makes herself and her teacher unhappy by weeping 
for half an hour. This is not trusting in God. If the 
child has faithfully studied her lesson, that is all she could 
do. God rules small events, such as recitations, as well 
as large ones. Be very sure that your lesson is faith¬ 
fully studied; that your thoughts have not wandered to 
other things while you were learning it; and then, if you 
fail, don’t cry about it 

A boy is sometimes anxious to obtain a situation. It is 
necessary that he should begin to labor for his own sup¬ 
port He goes up and down the streets, diligently making 
inquiries; but no one seems to want his services. What 
shall he do? Shall he sit down, ready to give up in 
despair? No: he must trust in God. The best place 
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for him is not jet ready lor him, or his heavenly Father 
sees that it will be better for his character to wait a while. 

In disappointments, too, children are apt to forget that 
they should trust in God. You may not see why Mr. G, 
should fall ill, and thus disarrange your plans for a day in 
the country; or why, when you expected your Cousin 
Lizzie to pass the day with you, she did not come. These 
Httle disappointments now are your • training for those 
which you must meet hereafter. Perhaps you go to Mr. 
G.’s, after he recovers, and enjoy yourself much better 
because the weather is finer; or your Cousin Lizzie comes 
to see you on a holiday, when you can better enjoy her 
society. But, when you are older, years may pass before 
you can see that a disappointment was for your good. 
What shall you do then ? This lesson of trust is hard to 
learn in mature life. It is easy to be acquired now. 

We beg you then, children, to take it home to your 
hearts, — this lesson of trust in a Father’s will. Without 
it, to live is bare existence: with it, the life dreariest and 
dullest to outward seeming, is yet, to its possessor, full of 
heavenly life. Without it, the soul drifts like a vessel 
without any anchor, driven by every wind, and endangered 
by every storm: with it, the soul is fixed and in safety; 
and, no matter what storm may rise or winds blow, it can 
say, “ We are in port, if we have Thee.” editob. 


LITTLE MARY. 

“ Gop bless the darling child! ” said my Unde Leonard, 
when Mary had given him the customary good-night kiss, 
and had quietly left the room. “ God bless her 1 She 
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brought sunlight into the old house when she came into 
it; and our home has been a brighter, happier home since 
the day she came.” 

I was a little boy then, not more than five years old; 
and as I sat on the carpet at my mother’s feet, trying to 
blindfold my little white kitten, I heard my uncle’s words, 
but I could not rightly understand how little Mary could 
carry sunlight with her. But I understand it now, dear 
sister. 

There were seven of us in our home, — Unde Leonard, 
who had been an invalid many years; our father and 
mother; and four children,—little Mary, Harry, Arthur, 
and I. They always called me Charley. 

Our house was a low, white cottage, in a quiet, pleasant 
village, in the interior of Maine. In front of the house, 
the large yard swept in gentle undulations down to the 
banks of the little stream which ran through our village 
In the winter, deep snow-drifts filled the yard, sometimes 
covering the white fences, and the large rock in the corner, 
which we always called Mount Harry. We had fine 
frolics in those deep drifts and on the frozen stream; while 
the trees and shrubs around us glistened in the sunlight 
with the strange, cold beauty of their frost-covering. Yet 
we always gladly watched the ice melting and the snow¬ 
drifts disappearing in the spring, and the coming-forth of 
the leaves of the graceful elms, the tall oaks, the slender 
maple-trees, and the high lilac-bushes. 

Through tjie summer, the fragrant lilacs and honey¬ 
suckles, the violets, roses and carnations, and, later, the 
bright autumnal flowers, surrounded us with beauty and 
with fragrance. Beyond the stream were many large, 
well-cultivated farms; and, far away in the distance, the 
dark-green woods. 

At the back of the house was our little flower-garden: 

22 * 
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for our mother loved flowers; and often, when her house¬ 
hold cares were ended, she passed many hours of the 
pleasant days there. And there our little sister, when she 
first could walk about, used to talk to the violets and roses, 
and the bright dandelions, and listen for their answers to 
her questions. 

Far away from the little garden, with its treasures, rose 
a semicircle of hills, which seemed to infold our little 
village away from the rest of the world. Far to the north, 
above the hills, rose the snow-capped heights of Katah* 
din. Arthur once told me that the little hills were the 
children of the mountain; and so we always called 
the mountain Father Katahdin. 

The fairest flower of all that bloomed around us was 
our little sister. Arthur, Harry, and I, were not much 
like flowers. We were three noisy boys, always in some¬ 
body’s way, always getting into trouble, and doing some 
mischief; dragging our little carts over mother’s flower¬ 
beds or the gardener’s choice vegetables; spilling ink on 
our father’s books and papers; playing horse with the 
chairs, and accidentally striking each other instead of 
the horses; making reeds of pumpkin-stalks, and whistles 
of alder-wood, and giving concerts in every room in the 
house, till even our patient mother thought there was a 
limit to human endurance; and Uncle Leonard put his 
hands to his head, to assure himself that his head was 
safely there in its accustomed place. It was not strange 
that he thought the quiet, gentle little girl, who loved 
everybody, and thought of everybody’s comfort, was a 
blessing. 

A blessing she truly was. Our father called her “ little 
dove ” and “ little peace-maker; ” our mother called her 
“ darling:” but Uncle Leonard called her only “little 
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Mary; ” and that name, given to her in her cradle, she 
never outgrew. 

Strangers would have thought of her — if, indeed, they 
had noticed her at all — as a quiet, pleasant little girl, 
with nothing remarkable aboqt her: but to us she was 
more than any of us could tell, — the light and warmth of 
our home; the quiet, beautiful influence softening the 
asperities of our rougher natures, and making us more like 
herself. It was the light and warmth of love she brought 
into our home. She never seemed to have any selfish 
wishes. A nature like hers, so unselfish and loving, finds 
its own happiness in serving, others. 

Little Mary, without any pretensions, without any appa¬ 
rent effort, always did the right thing in the right time; 
soothing passionate, warm-hearted Harry, in his moments 
of vexation, that he might not say bitter words, and do 
unkind acts, only to repent them with great sorrow the next 
hour; helping Arthur to solve the mysteries of fractions^ 
and learn perplexing moods and tenses; playing ball with 
Charley, and drawing pictures for him; stepping here and 
there; always busy, always happy, doing some service for 
the comfort of all. Happy the home which is made beau¬ 
tiful by such a ministry of love! happy the brothers to 
whom such a sister has been given! Had she no faults ? 
If the dead have faults, we forget them. Looking back, 
through many years, to my boyhood’s home, and to the 
little sister who went so early to the heavenly home, I see 
only the serene face and the kindly acts; I hear only the 
loving words. Her faults, if she had any, I have for¬ 
gotten. 

One morning, Mary complained of a headache; and, 
when we went to school, we left her lying on a low couch 
in mother’s room; and the windows were so darkened, 
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that Unde Leonard could scarcely read the morning paper, 
as he sat in the large arm-chair by her side. * 

When night came, she was in her own room, her crim¬ 
son cheek resting on the snowy pillow, and her brown curia 
put back out of sight. For many days we were very 
quiet. We bad no heart for noisy playings when Mary 
was suffering. At last the fever left her; but she gained 
no strength. Day by day she grew weaker; and, when 
the snow was melting from the hill-tops, — the first token 
of the coming of spring, — we knew that Mary would not 
be with us when the violets and the May-flowers came. 

I was alone with her one day, sitting by the low couch, 
where she often lay during the early morning hours. She 
had been very quiet a long time, her little thin, white 
hand holding mine, so plump and brown: then, drawing 
my head down to her pillow, she said, — as if she had been 
thinking how she should leave all her little duties, so that 
no one need miss her, — “ Charley, when the spring comes, 
will you help mamma plant the flower-seeds as I have 
always ? And the little bed of violets in the corner of the 
garden,— will you take good care of that? Mamma calls 
them ‘ Mary’s violets; * and, if they should not blossom well, 
she will think they miss me. And, Charley, when Unde 
Leonard is ill, will you read the newspaper to him ? He 
will miss it so much, if you do not! Harry will take care 
of my birds, and Arthur will always dust papa’s books." 
Then her voice was very low, scarcely more than a whisper. 
“ Charley will always be very good; will try to do just 
right, till I see him again." Many times after that she 
told us of little things she wished us to do for her and for 
others after she had gone; and, in her deep, she often 
murmured our names with endearing epithets. Thus, even 
unto the last, she thought of us. 

It was a sad, sad time for alL Our mother was with 


Digitized by ^.ooQie 



LITTLE MART. 


261 


Mary always, night and day. Onr father would often go 
to the bedside, and, seeing the wasted form, and listening to 
the troubled breathing, would turn hastily away. Often 
he would walk for a long time across the long dining¬ 
room, or sit with his head bowed upon his hands; and 
sometimes we heard him say, “O my little dove, my 
darling! ” and then we knew how bitter the trial was for 
him to bear. 

One morning, when we awoke, little Mary had gone. 
We stood by her bed, and saw the lifeless body, the closed 
eyes, the folded hands, the sweet smile, the expression of 
perfect peace. Then Unde Leonard led us away. He 
told us of the heavenly home, happier than any earthly 
home, to which our sister had gone; and of Christ, the 
friend of children; of the Father, whose name is love, 
and of his watchful care over all. 

So we never thought of Mary as in the grave, where 
we saw her coffin placed; but, though we planted there 
the flowers she loved, — violets, roses, and the climbing 
honeysuckle, — we thought of her, our little Mary, in her 
new home with the angels. 

Many years have passed since the first coffin was carried 
from our door. I have long been a wanderer from the 
dear home; I have travelled in many lands. The cares 
and duties and sorrows of life have crowded upon me. 
New and dear ties have been forfhed to bless me, and 
another little Mary is by my side; but she does not call 
me “ Charley.” I sometimes almost think she will; but 
she always calls me “ papa.” Amid all changes and cares, 
and in all lands, I have carried the memory of my angel- 
sister. 

When I grow weary of noise and discord, and of the 
hurrying, toiling, and fretting of life; when the way seems 
dark before me, — then I feel the pressure of the little 
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thin hand that jean ago held mine in the Httle chamber, 
whose walls have long since fallen; and I hear again the 
sweet voice, saying, “ Charley will always be very good; 
will try to do just right, till I see him again.” 

Many feeble resolves hast thou strengthened, many dark 
hoars hast thou filled with light, many thoughts hast thou 
drawn upward from earth, my sister, my dear little Mary 
in heaven! s. e. s. 

Dsxboix, Mich. 


THE BULL-FROG. 

The appearance and habits of the frog and the toad are 
so familiar as to require but little description. A short 
account, however, is necessary of the peculiarities common 
to both frogs and toads. 

In the early stage of their existence, these animals are 
termed tadpoles. They at first appear to be nothing but 
head and tail; but, after several days have passed, four 
legs are observed to become developed. These rapidly 
increase, and the little creature closely resembles a small 
eft. In due time, however, the tail is lost, and the crea¬ 
ture becomes a perfect frog. Another important change 
also takes place. In its tadpole state, the creature was 
essentially a water animal; but, after its change has taken 
place, it is not able to exist under water for any great 
length of time, and is forced to come to the surface to 
breathe. 

The tongue of the frog is curiously fixed almost at 
the entrance of the mouth, and, when at rest, points back¬ 
wards down the throat When, however, the frog comes 
within reach of a slug or insect, the tongue is darted out 
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with exceeding rapidity, the slug secured, carried to the 
back of the throat, and swallowed. ' 

Both frogs and toads hybemate,—the former congre¬ 
gating in multitudes in the mud at the bottoms of ponds 
and marshes; while the latter choose a hole in the ground, 
frequently at the roots of a tree, and pass the winter in 
solitary dignity. 

The skin of these animals has the property of imbibing 
water; so that, if an apparently emaciated frog is placed 
in a damp place, it will soon look quite plump. 

The common frog is a well-known frequenter of marshy 
places and the banks of rivers. It is an admirable 
swimmer, and, from the peculiar construction of its lungs, 
can remain for some time under water, but is forced 
periodically to come to the surface for the purpose of 
breathing. 

The bull-frog is an inhabitant of North America. It * 
is very voracious, feeding upon fishes, mollusks, and even 
young fowL Its powers of leaping are so great, that an 
Indian was not able to overtake an irritated bull-frog 
after it had sprung three hops in advance. It is very 
large, measuring about seven inches in length. 

The tree-frogs are very peculiar animals. The con¬ 
struction of their feet, something resembling that of the 
geckos, enables them to traverse the branches, and even 
to hang on the under-surface of a pendent leaf, which 
it so resembles in color, that the unwary insect passes 
by, and is instantly seized by the watchful frog. The 
green tree-frog is the most common, and is plentifully 
found in Southern Europe and Northern Africa. There 
are several specimens in the Zoological Gardens, which 
present a most absurd appearance as they stick against 
the pane of glass forming the front of their cage.— 
Selected. 
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CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 

“ What are yon going to give for Christmas presents ? ” 
asked Charlotte Staunton of her s^ioolmate, Mary Clif¬ 
ford, 

“Oh! I don’t know yet: I have not thought much about 
them. What are you ? ” 

“ I am going to give papa a pair of slippers that I have 
embroidered for him; and mamma is to have ear-rings of 
my hair. I have determined upon a coral bracelet for 
Aggie. And boys always want knives, you know; so I 
am going to give Willie and Fred each a knive.” 

“Those will be beautiful presents; but then they will 
cost a great deal of money.” 

That is no matter. I shall tell papa I want some 
money to buy Christmas presents, and he will give it to me. 
The slippers are all worked; so I shall only have to pay 
for making them up. Oh, come down my way home, — 
do, Mary!” — “I can’t, indeed, Charlotte; for I have an 
errand for mother, in S-Street.” 

The girls separated, — Charlotte pleased with the idea 
that she had dazzled her companion with her generosity; 
and Mary thinking in her own mind how small the watch- 
chain she had intended to make for her father, and the 
pincushion which she had begun for her mother, seemed 
besides Charlotte’s costlier gifts. Her errand accom¬ 
plished, she went home quite discontented; and, although 
she knew how very wrong such thoughts were, she could 
not help murmuring because her parents were not wealthy, 
and could not indulge her as much as her schoolmate 
Charlotte was indulged. 

The cheerful chat around the dinner-table, and the 
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noisy joy of her baby-brother at seeing her, did not dispel 
her discontented mood; and she loitered around the parlor 
after dinner in a manner quite unusual for her, and spoke 
to her little sister in so cross a tone, that her mother found 
it necessary to reprove her. 

Mrs. Clifford saw that something was amiss; but she 
preferred that Mary should choose her own time for telling 
her troubles: so she bade her go up stairs, and bring her 
needlework, and sit down by her. Mary complied, and 
was soon busily stitching her discontent into the wristbands 
of her father’s shirt. 

“ I wish we were rich, mother,” she cried at last. u There 
is Charlotte Staunton, going to make such beautiful Christ, 
mas presents; while I, if I make any at all, can only give 
such as are scarcely worth mentioning.” 

“ Indeed! ” said her mother, quietly. u Who has given 
Charlotte so much money?” 

“ Why, her father, of course, mother. She says he 
gives her as much as she wants to make presents with.” 

“ And does she give him a present ? ” 

u Certainly, mother.” 

u Why does he not go out and buy himself one, instead 
of giving Charlotte the trouble? He would be sure of 
getting something he liked in that case.” 

Buy himself a present! What do you mean, mother ? ’• 

“ Only, my child, that, if he gives Charlotte the money, 
I cannot see that it makes any difference whether he or 
she buys the gift” 

Mary laughed. “I did not think of that, mamma. 
Then, of course, her father makes the presents to her 
mother and brothers ? ” 

“ Yes, unless she takes her spending-money for the pur¬ 
pose. But to ask her father for money to buy presents 
seems to me a strange mode of proceeding.” 

23 
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“ Then, mother, no children can make presents; so I 
still wish we were rich.” 

“ Yes, Mary: yon or any other child can use year time 
and your ingenuity in making gifts. If you have the 
wish to give your father and your brothers and sisters 
pleasure, you can do it without money. Why do you wish 
to give them any thing at all ? ” 

“ Because—I can hardly tell, mother; because they like 
to receive my gifts, I suppose.” 

“ Exactly so. Now, suppose that your father was able to 
give you as much money as you desired, or even that you 
were not obliged to ask him for it, but possessed it in your 
own right, and that you should buy him a gold watch-chain: 
do you think he would like it any better than that of sim¬ 
ple purse-twist, which you intend to make under Cousin 
Lucy’s direction ? ” 

u No, mother,” answered Mary, blushing, and bending 
more closely over her work. 

“ And what is Charlotte going to give to her mother and 
brothers and sisters ? ” Mary enumerated the various arti¬ 
cles ; and her mother resumed: “ I think our little Carrie 
will be as much pleased with your great doll, which you 
have outgrown, and which you are going to dress anew 
for her, as Aggie Clifford with her coral bracelet; and 
I am sure that George and James will like a pair of mit¬ 
tens, or a warm knit scarf, as well as a knife. You have 
money enough to buy all the materials necessary for your 
presents; and you are sure that they will be as highly 
appreciated as Charlotte’s. Now, why should you be dis¬ 
contented, and desire what you cannot have ? ” 

“It looks so mean, mother, to say you are only going to 
give a watch-chain or a pair of mittens.” 

“I thought you said, just now, Mary, that you gave 
presents to please your friends. It seems, however, that 
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this is not your motive. You give them in order to boast 
of them; and, if they are not costly enough to boast of, 
you prefer not to give any.” 

Mary was quite overwhelmed with the real view of the 
case, presented in its true colors before her eyes; and her 
shame and confusion made her cry bitterly for a few 'mo¬ 
ments. At last she wiped her eyes, and said, “I know 
I have been a very naughty girl to feel discontented. I 
will try not to do so again. I see that it is just as you say. 
If I could have outdone Charlotte, I should have been 
very glad to have boasted to her of what I meant to do. 
I wish, mamma, you could tell me some way in which I 
might punish myself.” 

“/think you will not need punishment to make you 
remember; but, if you think so, why not tell Charlotte, 
the next time the subject is mentioned, what you are 
going to give, and prepare yourself to meet with indiffer¬ 
ence any contempt she may express for the smallness of, 
the gifts ? ” 

This opportunity offered soon after; for Mary, having 
commenced some mittens for her brothers, needed some 
worsted to finish them, an^ asked Charlotte one day to 
accompany her to a store to procure it. Charlotte admired 
the mittens. “ I mean to make some,” she said. “ I know 
the boys will like them a great deal better than knives.” 

' Mary was astonished to find that Charlotte did not de¬ 
spise any of her gifts. In fact, she wished she was as 
industrious as Mary, and knew as well how to make approL 
priate presents. 

And Mary was still more convinced that her mother 
was rights when, a few days after Christmas, Charlotte 
told her that Aggie had broken her bracelet, and lost a 
number of the coral beads. But, more than this, Mary 
had been taught to feel, that, in foolishly wishing, and 
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making herself unhappy, she was sinning against her 
heavenly Father, and rebelling against his will. She 
never again found herself wishing for the indulgences and 
the luxuries of her schoolmates, without the remembrance 
of the lesson which her Christmas gifts had taught her. 

Are there any among our little readers who feel that 
such presents as they can make are not worth giving? 
Let such learn a lesson from Mary Clifford, and remem¬ 
ber that not the costliness of the gift, but the good-will of 
the giver, makes its real value. editor. 


KEEPING A QUIET MIND. 

(Concluded from p. 230.) 

M Ah, Phenie 1 ” said Mrs. Roberts, starting up to welcome 
her young visitor as she entered. “lain glad to see you. 
I heard the doctor speaking to some one, but supposed it 
only a passer-by. How goes on all at home ? ” v 
“ Oh ! well enough,—the pme as usual. I wanted to 
come here this afternoon, but Aunt Delia could not spare 
me.” There was a touch of weariness and disappointment 
in her tone, which Mrs. Roberts instantly detected, though 
she seemed not to observe it. 

“ For once, I am much obliged to Aunt Delia,” she 
said; “ for I was out this afternoon. I want to tell you 
about it.” And, in simple words, she went on to speak of 
a poor patient of her husband, whom he had wished her 
to visit, — of her poverty and illness, her patience and sub¬ 
mission, — until the young girl forgot her own little trials 
in interest for another. But Mrs. Roberts had not forgot¬ 
ten; and after an hour’s pleasant conversation, during 
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which all trace of discontent had vanished from Josephine’s 
countenance and mind, she said, kindly, — 

“ Phenie love, what has troubled you to-day ? ” 

“ Troubled me? Oh! nothing to speak of. I forget all 
my little vexations when I am with you. I wish I could 
always stay here.” 

“ I’m sure I should like it, Phenie ; but, as it cannot be, 
let us see if I can help you to bear the vexations. What 
were they ? ” 

“ Nothing more than usual. But you know Aunt Delia 
has a way of numbering up beforehand how many things 
there are to be done, till it seems a great deal, whether it 
is or not; and she keeps us in a continual bustle, until I 
do not know which to do first, and I grow hot and excited. 
I do believe I’m terribly cross sometimes, though I don’t 
wish to be. I’m not unwilling to do the work, if I could 
take things as calmly as you do,” she added, looking up 
with fond affection. 

Perhaps there is nothing more beautiful than the at¬ 
tachment of a young girl to an older female friend; the 
blending of confiding trust with reverence and love; the in¬ 
nocent admiration which sees only truth and goodness, and 
finds its own greatest pleasure in pleasing its object And 
how great an influence may be exerted by those who have 
the gift of thus attracting young hearts! an influence which 
may be, which often is, the means of drawing the youthful 
heart upward from earthly friends to the great Exemplar 
and Friend, whose love can never fail. And, alas! some¬ 
times this influence is used for eviL Mrs. Roberts was 
one who looked upon every good gift as coming from God, 
and to be used for his service; and her interest in Jose¬ 
phine was the greater, that she herself had been left mother¬ 
less at the same age. 

She answered the young girl’s earnest look with an 
23* 
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affectionate smile, and said, “ Phenie, were you at church 
last Sunday afternoon ? ” 

“ No: Mabel was not well, and I staid at home to take 
eare of her.” 

“ I am sorry: I think you would have been interested 
in the sermon. This was the text: ‘ In returning and rest 
ye shall be saved: in quietness and confidence shall be 
your strength.’ Perhaps that is what you want, Jose¬ 
phine, — a quiet mind, and a confiding trust in Heaven, to 
help you to endure the little annoyances of eveiy day.” 

“ But how can I keep a quiet mind, dear Mrs. Boberts ? 
I do not think I am naturally very tranquil” 

u So much the more need of effort on your part, dear. 
In the morning, when you pray, let that be an especial 
petition; and tken — you can form some idea, I suppose, 
of what your duties will be — arrange them in your mind 
as far as possible, and go quietly to the performance of 
them. Do not worry yourself with fears of not having all 
done: if there are any for which you really have not the 
time, they are not your duty, and your conscience need not 
be troubled. Perhaps you may be obliged to leave some¬ 
thing half done, to assist your aunt in something else: 
this something else is then the present duty, and is to be 
done without any interfering thoughts of the one left 
undone, which can be completed by and by.” 

“ And if things keep coming, so that the half-done duty 
remains half done all day ? ” 

“ Then let it remain so. If other things are more im¬ 
portant, that is no neglect of yours. But, Phenie, you’ve 
no idea how much more one can accomplish by keeping a 
quiet mind, and thinking of one thing at a time. I remem¬ 
ber, when first I kept house for my father, I was very 
much worried and perplexed, and could not make things 
go right, as the saying is; and I grew excited and irritable. 
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My father noticed this, and one day he inquired into it 
So I told him all my perplexities. He smiled kindly, and 
told me not to be troubled, but to do as well as I could, 
without fretting, and let every thing else go; promising 
not to complain, even if he went ragged and hungry, so 
long as I did my best and kept tranquil. ‘ For after all, 
my dear Sophy/ he said, ‘ these little things that we call 
comforts and luxuries are not to be weighed against the 
wear to the soul that they cause.’ I took his advice, 
thought over my duties, and decided which were the most 
important and must be done, and did them faithfully; and 
it was not long before my troubles vanished, and I found 
I could easily accomplish all that was necessary. It very 
often happened that I did not accomplish all that I wished; 
but I would not allow myself to feel troubled. My father 
was a clergyman, and we had many calls and frequent 
visitors; and I was inclined to be anxious lest our daily 
fare should seem mean and poor to them. But my father 
never would permit me to be worried. * We’ll make our 
friends welcome to whatever we have, Sophy,’ he would 
say; ‘ and a welcome from a cheerful, tranquil heart is 
better than a feast Irith a worried mind.’ So that was 
my experience, Josephine; and, as I have learned the value 
of a quiet mind, perhaps you may.” 

“ And you are never troubled now ? ” asked Josephine. 
“You always look as if nothing could disturb your 
peace.” 

Mrs. Roberts drew to her the Bible which lay open on 
the table, and read from it, “ ‘ Commit thy way to the 
Lord: trust in him, and he shall bring it to pass.’ There 
is my secret, dear Phenie. I can but do my duty: God 
will take care of the rest.” 

Josephine lingered till Dr. Roberts returned; then, with 


Digitized by Google 



272 


KEEPING A QUIET MIND. 


a softly whispered “ Thank you! you have done me good,” 
she departed. 

“ She is a pretty creature,” said Mrs. Roberts to her 
husband, as their visitor closed the gate; “ and she tries 
so hard to do right, that one cannot hfelp loving her.” 

“ She has fallen into good hands,” answered the doctor. 
“ I don’t know any one who can help her better than yoo 
can, Sophy.” 

Josephine had no opportunity to test her friend’s advice 
for some days; for either her duties were easier, or her 
resolve made them seem so. But one morning Aunt Delia 
told her that she was obliged to go away for two or three 
days, and should leave the house in her charge. “ I shall 
be back Saturday night at farthest, Josey,” she said; “ and 
I’ll trust to you to get along till then.” 

So Aunt Delia departed; and her niece, with some mis¬ 
givings, assumed the responsibilities of the household. 
She succeeded very well, with such assistance as Mabel 
and Philip could give, until Saturday morning came, 
when a fear seized her that her aunt would find things 
neglected. She began to grow a little nervous as she 
thought of the many things to be done; and, by the time 
the children were sent to school, her mind was in a tumult. 
She was almost ready to cry outright when little Mabel 
re-entered. 1 

“ Josey, Mrs. Roberts wants you to go to ride with her 
this afternoon. She called me in to tell me; and, see 1 she 
sent you this little rose off of her pretty bush. At half¬ 
past three, she said.” 

“ Tell her I will go if I can,” answered Josephine, taking 
the rose from her sister’s hand, and, greatly to the child’s 
surprise, kissing it “ I will have you to remind me, dear 
little rose,” she said, as she put it in a glass, and set it 
where her eyes would often rest upon it “ Perhaps I 
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cannot do all, and go; but I can, at least, keep a tranquil 
mind. Now for the first duty.” 

And, the first duty done, she turned to the next, not 
allowing herself to be excited or hurried. Dinner was 
not quite ready when Mr. Carroll came home. “ Are you 
in a hurry, father ? ” she asked. “Iam sorry; but I have 
not beefn able to get along quite as fast as I should 
have liked.” 

“ There's not the least haste, my child,” he answered. 

“ I am glad you are not fretting about it. I would rather 
lose my dinner than see you so flurried and nervous as 
you were this morning.” 

“ Ah! I forgot then,” she said, smiling; “ but it is all right 
now.” 

All right it certainly was; and when her work was 
entirely completed, and all things in order, she found, to her 
surprise, that she had sufficient time to rest, and yet be 
ready to accompany her friend in the ride. 

How has the day gone, Phenie ? ” asked Mrs. Roberts, 
as they drove from the door. 

M Well, thanks to your white rose.- It recalled me to 
myself; for I was growing very much excited.” 

“I wanted to come and help you, darling,” said her 
friend; “ but I thought it best not. I fancied the day’s 
lesson would do you good; and yet I wished to send you 
some intimation that I did not forget you in your trials.” 

Josephine’s brightest smile thanked her; but she said 
only, “I think the lesson has done me good. I shall 
remember, in future, that ‘ in quietness and confidence 9 ' 
must be my strength.” a. a. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

Wht do our hearts always bound at the mention of 
Christmas ? and why do we look forward to it with delight 
through all the year ? Not surely for the gifts we hope 
tp receive, or for the merry gatherings which will delight 
our social nature. No; not for these alone; although each 
is pleasant in its way. Neither do we value it because 
of the hearts which we shall gladden by our charities; 
although we all know how much more blessed it is to give 
than to receive. 

If the almost world-wide customs of showing our love 
to our friends by appropriate gifts, and of relieving the 
poor by especial alms-giving, were done away with, and 
even if no family meetings were held, still Christmas 
would be of itself the brightest, the best day of the 
year. 

The song of the angels rings in our ears, the moment 
our eyes are opened to its light. We hear their sweet 
* Peace on earth; ” and our hearts are bursting to join 
their solemn and joyful ascription, “ Glory to God in the 
highest! ” How the words of prophecy and of holy writ 
come crowding upon our minds 1 — “ He shall be called 
Wonderful, the Counsellor, the Prince of Peace.” M Fear 
not; for unto you is bom a Saviour .” 

In these words — a Saviour — are hidden all the 
wealth of meaning, all the joy which we cannot express. 
Christ came to save us. Darker than the midnight which 
precedes the brightest dawn was the world before his 
coming. Sin had separated mankind from God; and they 
feared him as a Judge, and knew not how to love him as a 
Father. But he had prepared a way for his people to 
return to him; and that way was his blessed Son. He 
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brought us the glad tidings of salvation. He has opened 
our spiritual eyes, so that we cry, “ Whereas I was blind, 
now I see!” He has shown us that it is we who are 
unwilling to ask God’s pardon, not he who is unwilling to 
pardon us. He has taught us that to follow in his path is 
the only way of peace and happiness. He has brought us 
so many and such beautiful promises, that the tears of 
gratitude swell to our eyes as we repeat them; and we 
know that what he has promised he Will perform. 

Oh! should we not, then, hail this day with a joy too 
deep for words ? Should we not fill our hearts with the 
exceeding love of him who left the bosom of the Father, 
and brought us these “glad tidings”? Should not we 
strive to let that love shine out in all our dealings with 
our fellow-men ? Should we not feel that the soul which 
such a Redeemer came to save is an inestimable trust, and 
one which our whole endeavor should be to present pure 
to our Maker ? 

But on this day let us not dwell on our own sins, 
but on Christ’s perfections. Let us turn our eyes, weary 
with beholding “ the sin, impiety, and scorn upon the earth,” 
to the Son of God, who, eighteen centuries and a half ago, 
u took upon himself the form of a servant,” and came, “ not 
to be ministered unto, but to minister.” Let not one voice 
be dumb, from the little child who can just lisp the holy 
name of Jesus, to the aged man whose soul leans upon the 
words of Christ, even more than his feeble earthly body 
leans upon his staff. Let us talk of him together; let us 
learn to love him more, by hearing how precious he has 
been to our friends in joy and in peace, no less than in 
temptation and sorrow; and let .us unite with all the 
saints above and below in the new song, — “ Blessing and 
honor and glory and povfer be unto Him that sitteth upon 
the throne, and to the Lamb for ever and ever! ” 

EDITOR. 
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“BLESSED ABB THEY WHO ABE PERSECUTED FOB 
RIGHTEOUSNESS' 8AKE; FOR THEIRS IS THE 
KINGDOM OF HEAVEN.” 

Let us place ourselves, in imagination, in a far-distant 
Co untr y and time. This is Rome, the imperial city. It is 
in the height of its power, its pride, and its sin. The 
multitudes are thronging the streets; bat pleasure, rather 
than business, seems to be in their thoughts. They are 
dressed in holiday garb; their faces wear an expression of 
interest and excitement; their steps all tend in one direc¬ 
tion. It is toward the amphitheatre, where are exhibited 
all the shows and spectacles, combats of men and fights of 
beasts, which constitute the highest delight of this highly- 
cultivated but savage-minded people. To-day a remarkably 
attractive exhibition has been announced: thirty Christians 
are to be required to sacrifice to Jupiter; and, if they re¬ 
fuse, are to be put to death in sight of all the people. 

The hour has come, and the prisoners are led forth. 
One after the other, with calm and fearless mien, passes by 
the altar of Jupiter, and, refusing with a look, a word, or a 
gesture, to obey the exhortation of the priest, and scast 
moense into the fame there burning, goes on to await his 
death. And to each death comes; for there is no eye to 
pity, and no hand to save: in various but terrible ways — 
by the sword, the scourge, the fire — did all yield up their 
fives in support of their frith. But you can see among 
them no terror nor shrinking; you hear no shrieks nor 
lamentations; you hear the hymn of praise and the shout 
of victory. They rejoice in the midst of their tortures that 
they are accounted worthy to suffer; and bless God that 
the word of his promise is sure, and “ great is their reward 
in heaven.” 
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It is fearful to think that such scenes of cruelty were 
ever enacted; but the world had not then learned to know 
Christ, Their gods were gods who delighted hi blood, 
who treated mortals with contempt and cruelty, and 
exacted the severest penalties from all who refused to 
worship them. 

But years roll away. The gospel of Christ has spread 
far and wide; whole nations are called by his name; they 
emblazon the cross, the sign of his suffering love, upon 
their banners; they profess to be governed by his precepts* 
But how many have joined the ranks, and taken tlie name 
of his followers, to whom he will say in the last day, u I 
never knew you: depart from me, ye who work iniquity! ” 
They are busy doing a work which they call God's; but 
what is this work ? 

Do you see this dark, gloomy building, the very appeal* 
ance of which is enough to fill one with terror ? It is the 
prison of the Inquisition. If we could enter it, We should - 
see rows of horrid cells, dungeons where the light of heaven 
never penetrated, chains and fetters, and fearful things 
which we cannot name. We should see these cells filled 
with captives, suffering imprisonment, torture, and death— 
for what ? For righteousness’ sake. 

Yes, here, in a Christian country, men are practising upon 
one another horrible cruelty in the name of Christ; doing 
in his name deeds the most abhorrent to his spirit These 
men and women are here because they read the Bible; 
because they believed in a God of love; because they 
would not pray to the Virgin or the saints, but to their 
Father in heaven. Yet they are not forsaken in their hour 
of need: they u know in whom they have believed/’ The 
God whom they have obeyed supports them; the Saviour 
whom they have confessed is waiting to receive them. They 
are “ not afraid of them who kill the body, and after that 

24 
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have no more that they can do;” bat they believe in the 
promise, that “ theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 99 

But you will perhaps say, “ These things took place in 
Catholio countries, where the priests have assumed the 
right of judging for others what is the will of Christ and 
the law of God, and claim the right also to punish all who 
think differently. Protestants have protested against this 
assumption: they assert the right of every one to read the 
Bible for himself, and believe and practise what he finds 
there. Surely, then, Protestants will not persecute one 
another for righteousness* sake.*’ Will they not ? Let us 
see. „ 

We will take our 6tand on the wild, cold, wintry coast 
of New England, and watch the landing of a band of men 
and women upon this inhospitable spot What do they 
seek here? There is nothing before them but forest, 
rocks, and snow; none to receive them with words of wel¬ 
come ; no green fields or fertile valleys to entice them. 

“ The ocean-eagle soared 
Prom his nest by the dark sea-foam. 

And the rocking pines of the forest roared: 

This was their welcome home." 

They came from homes of comfort and of wealth, from 
families and friends, from a cultivated and civilized coun¬ 
try, to meet cold, storm, poverty, labor, and suffering, wild 
^ beasts, and wilder men. And why ? Persecution drove 
them to it Yes: Protestant England refused to allow them 
to worship God after the dictates of their consciences. 
They were fined, imprisoned, banished; so they have come 
to this desolate country, hoping here to be allowed to rest 
But persecution could not daunt their spirits: they feared 
God rather than man, trusting that the blessing should 
be theirs. 
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And the blessing was theirs; not only a spiritual, but a 
temporal blessing. They prospered and increased; they 
helped to found a nation which is now the mightiest in 
the world, — a nation which professes itself Christian, 
Protestant, and free in every sense of the word. It is the 
American’s proudest boast, that he belongs to a “free 
country.” Here, then, there can be no persecution fop 
righteousness’ sake; here every one may worship God, 
obey his conscience, and profess his belief, with “ none to 
molest nor make him afraid.” Is it so?^ 

Is it true that every one can live and speak as his con¬ 
science bids him, even when it leads him to do and say 
things which are opposed to the opinions or prejudices of 
those around him ? How long is it since a brave Christian 
man was imprisoned for weeks and months because he 
kept the golden rule; because he did as he would have 
been done by, and informed a fellow-creature that she was 
her own , and not another’s, and hajl a right to go where she 
pleased with her children ? He did not break any human 
law; he only kept one of the plainest of Christ’s command¬ 
ments : yet he suffered for this. How long is it since one 
of our noblest and best men was nearly murdered, was 
injured perhaps for life, for raising his voice in behalf 
of the oppressed and down-trodden, for speaking words of 
truth and right? And, among those who have suffered 
and are still suffering robbery, imprisonment, outrage, and 
death, upon our Western borders, how many are therot 
whose sole crime is love to God and man ? 

No, my young friends: even in America, now in the 
nineteenth century, the spirit of persecution is still alive. 
It will never die so long as pride, selfishness, and all evil 
passions, remain in the world. It develops itself even in 
the young. How often are boys and girls ridiculed, re¬ 
proached, made to suffer many petty forms of persecution, 
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because they will not disobey their consciences, nor do 
what they consider wrong! While there is persecution, 
there must be martyrs; and, if we should be called, let 
none of us shrink from enrolling ourselves in that glorious 
band. If we would be Christ’s disciples, we must be willing 
to take tip the cross, and follow him: we must have the 
martyr spirit, the spirit which would rather die than deny 
him, else we are not worthy to be called by his name. 
Then, if the trial come, in whatever form it comes it will 
bring the blessing with it; and let us not fear nor murmur, 
but rejoice, if we are enabled to apply to ourselves Christ’s 
triumphant assurance, — “ Blessed are they who are perse¬ 
cuted for righteousness’ sake; for theirs is the kingdom of 
heaven. Rejoice, and be exceeding glad; for great is your 
reward in heaven.” k. k. 


THE BARNACLE FAMILY. 

I suppose that those of ray readers who live near the 
sea-shore are more or less acquainted with a genus of 
shell-fish known as the barnacle. It would not be strange, 
' .however, if those who reside at some distance inland had 
never seen any thing of the kind. At all events, reader, 
•whether you have or have not seen these barnacles, I hope 
that, the very next time you have an opportunity, you 
will examine them. If you will look carefully at almost 
any portion of the wharves that have been for a con¬ 
siderable time exposed to the sea-water, you will find the 
surface incrusted with a little shell of a conical form* 
This is a barnacle. Those you will be likely to see are 
quite small, though they are found sometimes very large. 
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The barnacle is a curious species of animal creation. Ton 
would not suppose, if you did not examine one with care, 
that it was worth your attention. But I could satisfy 
you that it has a mouth, a stomach, a liver, and other 
organs of digestion. 

There is a remarkable kind of barnacle, not so often 
seen on the wharves, but more frequently on logs of wood 
which have drifted ashore, or on the bottoms of ves¬ 
sels which have been a long time at sea. It sometimes does 
great damage to a ship. This member of the family is 
called the stalked or duck barnacle. Its shell is divided 
into five pieces, and the stalk op which it grows is 6f a 
reddish color. The shell itself is very pretty and dear, 
with a bluish tint. Take it altogether, I regard it as one of 
the most curious of all the shell-fish family. Barnades 
of this species are often seen in dusters, not only on float¬ 
ing wood, but also on the keels of ships. In China, a 
delicious dish is made of these shell-fish, which, in boilings 
turn from red to white. They are described as resembling 
the lobster in flavor. The animals which make these 
shells are very beautifully formed, and have arms like 
little feathers, which they put out between the valves of 
their shells, when they catch their food. No one, to look 
at any of these barnacles, could imagine that they were 
once active creatures, swimming vigorously and fredy 
about in the water, instead of being fixed to wood or stone. 
But, in their first period of existence, they were covered, 
only with a thin crust, and had limbs and tails which 
adapted them for making their way in the watery world, 
in which they were, for a period, to find their residence. — 
Youth *9 Cabinet. 

24 + 
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RAILWAYS ON THE CONTINENT. 

As the railway system on the Continent is different from 
ours, I will describe it to you. The first thing is to buy 
your passenger-tickets; then your baggage is put upon 
the scales, and your passage-tickets demanded. There is a 
clerk in a little box, who makes the record. The weigher 
cries out in a stentorian voice, “ Two passengers for. Paris, 
first class, five packages, one hundred and forty kilograms.’ 9 
The clerk says to you, “ Here are your tickets, sir: four 
francs and a half to pay.” So, paying this sum for extra 
baggage, I take my receipt, and have no more trouble 
with it. Nota bene . — You cannot be too careful to be 
sure that you are right ,in this respect A friend of mine 
gras on his way to London from Paris. He went to the 
Station, and, ordering his baggage inside, told the porters 
it was for London. Arrived at Folkstone, he found to 
his dismay that his baggage had not come. He had 
neglected to get his tickets, because he. did not know; and 
there he and his wife had to stay at Folkstone till they 
could send to Paris for their baggage. 

All the baggage is numbered: the several packages of 
each one bear the same number. On arriving at Paris, 
we are driven into a room and shut up; in another room 
the baggage is all assorted; after which the doom are 
thrown open, and a grand rush takes place. Each one 
finds his own trunks and valises all together. I was 
ordering a porter to take .mine out to a coach, when an 
officer put his “ huge paw” upon it. u Restez, rest ez! 
Ou sont vos clefs ? ” (Stop, stop! Where are your keys ?) 
“ Mes clefs ? Que veut on de mes clefs ? ” (My keys ? What 
do you want of my keys ?) “ Nous allons examiner pour 
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I’Octroi.” (We are going to examine for the Octroi.) So 
a custom-house officer opened my large trunk, and asked 
jne very civilly if I had any thing to declare. On my an¬ 
swering in the negative, he closed it; and the rest were 
passed without trouble. To understand this, you must 
know that every thing, to an egg, that enters Paris and 
all other cities, for consumption, is charged with an Octroi, 
or town-duty; so all passengers entering by railroad or 
otherwise are examined. Every time we rode outside 
the walls of Paris, when we returned an officer came to the 
carriage and asked if we had any thing to declare; that is, 
any thing liable to duty. With us they were always very 
civil; and, merely glancing inside the carriage, ordered it to 
pass on. There are officers at all the entrances into Paris; 
or barriers, as they are called here. At Lyons, they said 
nothing to me; at Marseilles, they only asked the question, 
without opening any thing. And now we had got as far 
as the station, and had purchased our tickets. We are 
next admitted into a room, each class by itself, where all 
remain till within five minutes.of the time of starting; 
when the doors are opened, and a rush takes place for the 
cars, — no, carriages: you never hear of cars in Europe. 
There is room enough; and we are soon snugly fixed in 
a first-class carriage. Now again I must digress to say a 
word about carriages. There are three classes, — first, 
second, and third. In England, we always rode in the 
first class; but, when we were at Reigate, I went up to 
London and back every day; then I took the second class. 
As there is no lining or cushions, the noise is tremendous; 
and this is the great objection to riding in them. Here 
the second class are cushioned, — which is, so far, an im¬ 
provement on the English: but there are no divisions; 
and, in case of necessity, the passengers sit as close as 
possible; which may be agreeable, and may not, particu- 
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larly if you have for next neighbor some one fond of 
garlic,—no uncommon thing among Frenchmen. So few, 
comparatively, ride in the first class, that we have plenty 
of room. 

Well, we have started from Boulogne. For some dis¬ 
tance the road is diversified by sand-hills and sand-plains. 
Twenty miles from B., we come in sight of the sea again; 
afterwards we had it more interesting. There are some 
noted places on the route, particularly Amiens; but we 
did not stop. We arrived at Paris, a hundred and seventy 
miles, in about six hours.— Selected. 


CHILDREN CALLED TO CHRIST. 

Like mists on the mountain, 

Like ships on the sea, 

So swiftly the years 
Of our pilgrimage flee. ' 

In the grave of our fathers 
' How soon we shall lie I 

Dear children, to-day 
To the Saviour, then, fly. 

How sweet are the flowerets 
In April and May! 

But often the frosts 
Make them wither away. 

Like flowers you may fade: 

Are you ready to die ? 

While yet there is room, 

To a Saviour, oh, fly I 
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When Samuel was young, 
He first knew the Lord: 
He slept in his smile, 

And rejoiced in his word. 
So most of God’s children 
Are early brought nigh: 
Oh ! seek him in youth; 

To a Saviour now fly. 

Do you ask me for pleasure ? 

Then lean on his breast; 
For there the sin-laden 
And weary find rest 
In the valley of death 
You will triumphing cry, 
If this be called dying, 

’Tis pleasant to die! ” 


THE SHARK AND THE TURTLE. 

The author of “ The Voyage to India,” a late English 
work, thus describes a combat, which he once witnessed in 
the Straits of Malacca, between a shark and a turtle: “ One 
day, while lying at anchor and whistling for a breeze, the 
steward rushed in with the strange announcement, that a 
shark and a turtle were engaged in a fight alongside. 
Doubtful and amazed at the account of so unusual and 
unequal a combat, we all rushed on deck; and there, sure 
enough, we saw an immense shark, and a turtle of venerable 
antiquity, if one might judge by his size, and the profusion 
of barnacles and other parasites with which he was deco- 


Digitized by L»ooQ[e 



28 $ 


ANECDOTE OF A CANARY. 


rated. Without respect for his age and Quaker-like habits, 
the shark made furious charges at poor turtle, who op¬ 
posed the dangerous jaws of the enemy with the full front 
of his back, on which no impression could be made. On 
one occasion, the turtle did not turn sharply enough, which 
cost him the greater part of one unlucky flipper. Indignant 
at the perversion of such aldermanic banquet to the vora¬ 
cious and ^discriminating appetite of a shark, our skipper 
intervened with a harpoon, but with such ill-judged aim 
that it fell but-end foremost, instead of on the point: 
whereupon, in our disapointment, we would gladly have 
pitched him after it. It, however, answered the purpose 
of scaring away the shark for a few moments; which the 
turtle made the most of to scuttle off to the bottom, where 
he was safe from the attacks of his ravenous admirer.” — 
Selected. 


True Anecdote of a Canary. —A lady, a few weeks 
since, carried her canary-bird into an adjoining apartment 
to place his cage in the sun, and returned to her own room. 
She was presently surprised to hear him make a low, 
chirping sound, as he was accustomed to do when children 
were near; and, as the room was vacant, she went to ascer¬ 
tain the cause. A large doll was on the window-sill near 
his cage; and, when she removed it, he followed it with his 
eyes, and ceased his song when he could no longer see it! 

EDITOR. 
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THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 

Winter is now fairly here, with his ice and snow and 
piercing cold; but with his long, pleasant evenings, his 
splendid sunsets, his brilliant starry nights, and his frolics 
of every description. We all hail the winter with joy, 
even though it is the time of our hard work, and though 
we must devote many of its hours to study, or to providing 
for the welfare of ourselves and others. 

We have loved to think that the pages of our magazine 
have relieved the tedious hours of a stormy day, beguiled 
the long evening, or amused the little invalid debarred 
from the sports of his companions; and, from knowing 
that they were welcome in some homes, have hoped that 
they might be in others. 

Six years, children, we hawe come in this way to your 
homes. We have tried to interest you, not so much for 
your amusement as for your improvement. We have 
earnestly desired that you might all become Christian 
children; and this has been our single aim in these pages. 
Other magazines contain, perhaps, more amusing stories; 
but we have endeavored in ours, to show what a Christian 
child should be, and to help the u little travellers Zion¬ 
ward.” 

If we have not done this, the responsibility and the 
opportunity have now gone from us for ever; for we shall 
no more enter, through this book, into the homes and hearts 
of our readers. We have found it exceedingly pleasant to 
hold communion with you in this way, and to let our ex¬ 
perience with children be woven into stories and sermons 
for your benefit; but our communication with childhood 
must be henceforth more limited. The kindly personal 
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interest which we have learned to feel towards all our 
readers can never be abated, because our heart has spoken 
to the hearts of you, little ones. Whether in-the warm 
South, the fertile West, or among the bleak hills of oar 
own New England, the readers of the “Child’s Friend” 
will always have a claim to our love. May the experi¬ 
enced hands into which the magazine will fall, and the 
child-loving heart of the new Editor, help you with as 
much affection, and more skill than we have done! 

As you look back, children, over the year which is so 
nearly at its dose, our heart goes with you. If we have 
sustained any feeble resolution, if we have aided you in 
overcoming any fault, we are truly thankful for it; and 
we look forward with you to the bright new year which is 
coming, with more than usual interest, because we shall no 
more be beside you. Could we sum up all the pleasant 
memories of the past, and all the glad anticipations of the 
future, into one wish, it wotid be that you might all be 
gathered into the fold of the good Shepherd. He is wait¬ 
ing, children, to receive you; he is watching with the 
deepest love to lead every one of you, that will seek hia 
guidance, to the bosom of the Father; he has bidden yoa 
to come to him in some of the sublimest and most touching 
words he ever uttered. Children, will you not obey his 
call ? Will you not give yourselves up to him now, in the 
morning of life, to be led in the only sure way of peace 
and happiness ? Let not the new year dawn upon any of 
our readers who have not resolved that they will live as 
becomes the children of the good and holy Father. And 
that he may look down and smile upon every effort to do 
right, and may fit you for his heavenly kingdom, is the 
sincere prayer, as it is the parting wish, of your friend 

THE EDITOR. 
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